Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 






J 



/ 



/ 



\ 




J 



^ 



V / 



\ 



y 



.) r 



\ I 



I 



\ I 



\> ^ 



.V'^. 



( 



C\ V" c... \* 



1 \. 



,'r\ 



^w" 



) . 



N 



/ 



~\ 



1 ? 



tj 






FOE LILIA8. 



A NOYEL. 



BY 



ROSA NOUCHETTE CAREY, 

* AUTHOR OF ** NOT LIKE OTHSB GIRLS/^ STC. 



AUTHORIZED EDITION. 



PHIIiADEIiPHIA: 






< M • 

J * 



* * w "* 



« << 



J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPAJBiy. --... *; - 

1900. :' •..- •' ' 



■* * t * ■» 




«. •• • ••■• 

• • •« * * 
« *•• •* 



» -^ ' > , 

*• -» > 



J** • • • 



THE NEW YORK I 

PUBLIC LIBRARY- ' 

Tli-DCN FOUNDATIONS 
^ 192e L I 



• r 



• • • 



• . *^i 



• 4 






• » 
• « 






,• • 



•" •■ 'aft*** 






CONTENTS. 



• CM 
0\ 



> 

O 

z 



6 



I. — ^Acitofli WooDLBiOH Down 

II. — Rakino up Dead CnrDSRS 

III.— "Marjory Daw" .... 

IV. — A Philosopher akd a Babt Wroh 

V. — Mrs. Ohard's Stort .... 

VI. — ^At the Blub Boar . • • • 

yil. — Murrbl's End 

7ni.— "Which is Popples ^ . 
IX.—'* I Will Neter Wear Blue Aoaih" 
X. — The First Eyenino at WniTEOLiTrH 
XI. — The Toubo Ladt in Gray .' 
XII.—" I Will Qo With You Mtself" 
Xni. — ^On thb East Hill . 
XIV.— "I Do Not Love Mine" . 
XV.—" You Must Come to St. EildaV 
XVI. — Pepper is a Little Frbsh 
XVn.— "I Must Sit There and Watch" 
Xviii. — LiLiAs's Mother 
XIX.— "Who am I?" . 
XX. — "Yes, Hazel — Just Like Philip's' 
XXI. — "Please Be Serious a Moment" 
XXII. — Marjory Comes Home 
XXIII.— "Tell Me What Troubles You" 
XXIV. — Marjory is Introduced to Cosey-Nook 
XXV. — The Seat in the Wood . 
XXVI. — Dr. Margaret Ainslie . 
XXVn. — "I Dislike Light Eyelashes" 
XXVIIL — ^An Afternoon at Rbdlands . 
XXIX.— "Thbrb are no <Buts' Herb" 
XXX.— "I Wish I Were Like You" . 
XXXL — Thb New Guest at Mayisbabk 



r 

13 

22 

31 

40 

50 

59 

68 

74 

81 

89 

97 

106 

113 

122 

130 

139 

146 

153 

162 

173 

179 

186 

195 

205 

212 

219 

226 

235 

248 

262 






6 CONTENTS, 

OBAms PA«a 

XXXn.— " I Sat, Poor W»itwobth !" 258 

XXXIII.— "A Dropped Stitch" 26« 

XXXIV.— " Thbh Why Not Care for Me?". . . . 273 

XXXV.— ''I Shall Live to be a Vert Old Wohan" . 280 

XXXVI. — Oross-Liohts and Cross-Pdrpobbs .... 288 

XXXVII.—" Shall I Bring Him to You ?".... 299 

XXXVIII.— "We Must Take What Heaven Sekdi" . . 306 

XXXIX.— "Marjory, I am Herb" 314 

XL.—" Life's Fitful Feyer O'er" 323 

XLI.— "You Will Speak Openly to Me?" . . . 331 

XLII.— "For Liliab" 337 

XLIII. — The Letter Oyerlooked 344 

XLIV.— Hope Deferred 352 

XL v.— "You Knew Me Better!" 362 

XL VI. — Unexpected Tidinos . . . • . .371 

XL VII.— " It was a Terrible Mistake !" . . . . 377 

XLVIII.— " Will You Foroite Your Mother?" . . .384 

XLIX.— CoNOLuaiOH . • . •' . . • .392 



FOR LILIAS. 



CHAPTER I. 

ACROSS WOODLEIGH DOWN. 

This is the story of a woman who, like manv another, 
Ln the mere foolishness and exuberance of ner youth 
dreaded nothing so much as the uniform monotony of a 
too well-known path, preferring to explore unbeaten tracks 
in search of wider horizons and pastures yet unknown, — 
a woman who, in spite of many imperfections, won for her- 
self much love ; 'vmo in after-days would have amended 
the Litany, adding to it a special clause, ''From the sins 
of youth and from the beguiling subtlety of our own will 
we would fain be delivered ;" for she wrote these words in 
the margin of her Prayer-book, and signed them, not with 
her old, but with her new name. 

"Of course I knew it must be Marjory I no one else in 
their sober senses would display such exquisite wisdom as 
to sit dreaming on an open bench in a public road, with a 
delicious east wind blowing freely round her ; only youth 
could indulge in such folly with impunity on a March 
day!" 

These words, spoken in a keen incisive voice, might 
have been endorsed by the few passers-by, who one and 
all had cast wondering glances on the ^rl, who sat with 
her eyes fixed on the white dusty road in front of her, so 
lost in abstraction that the well-known tone of a friend 
made her start and change color. 

**Of course I knew it must be that wise woman Mar- 
jory !" repeated the voice, with aggravating and condem- 
natory calmness. 

"And of course no one else but you, Mr. Frere, would 
have followed me with the express purpose of saying dis- 
agreeable things," replied the girl, with an annoyed air. 

" To some classes of mind truth is always disagreeable," 
was the unruffied answer, as the sx)eaker drew a dusty 
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oirole with his stick, and then whistled to a small my 
terrier who was burrowing among the last year's dead 
leaves in a dry ditch. 

He was a oroad-shouldered, well-built man of about 
forty-five, with a shrewd kindly face, a face that was more 
remarkable for its intelligence and keenness than for its 
good looks. The thick closely-cropped hair was already 
prematurely silvered, and so were the whiskers that were 
cut carelessly in a bygone fashion. Everything about the 
man was unstudied and unconstrained ; fine clothes could 
not have made him a dandy, and the finest manners 
would have matched quaintly with a bluntness that was 
far from being ungentle. 

" I have been all my life trying to draw a perfect circle," 
he continued, in a cool philosopnical voice. *' It is some- 
thing to make one's mark even in the dust of ages : there 
is a numillating affinity between us humans and these 
atoms. Some one says, * A peck of March dust is worth a 
king's ransom ;' I have an idea that not Solomon, but a 
descendant of the wise man said that. It strikes me," 
looking round him reflectively, "that the world is in a 
mighty mess this afternoon. We have strong need of the 
old woman who essayed to sweep the cobwebs from the 
sky. Nature is carpet-beating, I suppose, preparing, like 
a thrifty housekeeper, — ^grand old soui thai she is, — for her 
spring clean." 

"Oh, I may as well go home with you," interrupted 
Marjory, impatiently ; " it seems one can never be alone 
and enjoy one's thougnts in peace." 

" You were enjoying them, then? I thought they were 
cheerful reflections, from the way you were puckenng up 
your forehead. Anne will have to iron out the creases for 
you, if you show her that sort of face." 

" What a tiresome mood you are in !" she returned, with 
decided irritability. " I wish you had not followed me : 
you would have made an excellent detective, Mr. Frere. 
I think an idle man about the house is created for the 
sole purpose of tormenting his womankind." 

"Come, now, I call that candid; it is something, after 
all, to know your real opinion." 

" Desultoriness is such a mistake," she observed ; "every 
one ought to have a fixed purpose and occupation in life, 
— every man, and certainly every woman." 

" I am so glad you agree witn me and Dr. Watts, my 
dear," he returned, evidently delighted that he had driven 
her even in^ ill-tempered discussion, for she spoke with 
much sharpness and sense of injury. "How often since 
your childhood — ^and what a naughty child you were, 
Maijory I— have I inculcated this excellent maxim : It is 
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better to do nothing gracefully, than everything by fits 
and starts. Jerky virtues are my abhorrence. If I were 
old enough to be egotistical, I would deduce examples 
from my own experience : ever since I was a youngster I 
have never taken a walk without trying to draw a perfect 
circle with my stick, and have never done it yet.'* 

The pleasant humor with which this was said would 
have charmed a less self-absorbed listener: but there are 
moods when the voice of a siren would fail to please. And 
Marjory, leading the pace with swift even steps, turned a 
persistent deaf ear to her companion's good-natured rail- 
lery. Not that this disturbed him in the least: he was 
more quizzical than aggrieved, and more amused than 
either. 

It seldom suited Mr. Frere to be long silent, — never 
when he was with this girl, — so after a pause, during 
which he employed himself iii whistling up his dog, he 
began again, this time putting his hand on Marjory's arm 
and compelling her to slacken her pace : 

"There, now, I call that worth looking at. After all. 
these March days are not without their beauty. Look ai 
the erand effect of those windy lights, and the shadow out 
yonder across the common. You can get a peep between 
those houses." 

Hitherto they had been walking up a steep road, bounded 
on one side by nouses, and on the other by a flr plantation ; 
but now they had reached the church, and before them 
lay the long lime avenue, stretching across Woodleigh 
Down. 

It was a broad, picturesque road, pleasantly paved with 
red pantiles, and the houses on either side were nandsome, 
weltbuilt residences standing far back in charming gar- 
dens. In early spring — especially when the limes were in 
their tenderest green— Woodleigh Down was a delightful 
place for a morning or evening saunter. Now and then 
there were delicious peeps between the houses at the wide- 
stretching country tnat lay round Moorbridge ; and not 
many stei)s from where Mr. Frere and Maiiory stood was 
one of the entrance^lodges to Frampton Castle, the cottage 
standing against a background of Dlue-black firs, and its 
broad white road stretehmg into the grand old park. 

"How I wish we lived on the opposite side and enjoyed 
our neighbor's view over Moorbridge Common I" observed 
Mr. Frere, as they pursued their way more slowly. " It 
strikes me, Marjory, now I come to think of it, that you 
have heard me make that remark before." 

" Only every day for the last seven or eight years,— ever 
since we came to hve at MurrePs End," she returned, with 
a little Bcom. " I really believe that even Anne is begin- 



16 FOR LJLIAS. 

nlng to find the remark monotonous, though she would not 
Bay 00 for worlds ; but then all your speeohes are perfect in 
her eyes." 

'^ On, as to that,'' he returned, cheerfuUir, ''he is a poor 
fellow who is not a hero to somebody. Even a harmless 
philosopher like myself, who wins the word * desultoriness' 
m)m year's end to year's end, must have one devoted 
follower." 

" And of course that is Anne." 

'* Cela va sana dire. You would not class yourself as a 




adjusts the balance admirably 

** Oh, you will not provoke me into an argument," she 
answerea, negligently. *' Anne's opinions and mine often 
clash. My nature is different from hers, — ^it asks more, 
requires more ; but I cannot expect either of you to under- 
stand me," dropping her voice a little sadly. 

** Well, no," he returned, placidly. " It is, of course, be- 
yond the limits of possibility and common sense to expect 
two sober-minded, middle-aged people, like Anne and my- 
self, to comprehend the girl whom we have attempted (mark 
the word, Marjonr) — attempted to bring up from the mature 
age of three. Every one knows how deep, how many- 
sided, how altogether inaccessible is a girl's nature ; its 
profundity how baffling : its wisdom innate, and never 
purchased second-hand ai the circulating library." 

"No, you shall not provoke me," she repeated, clasping 
her small well-gloved hands together, and looking stri^ght 
before her. " You are bent on teasing v^q this afternoon, 
and I suppose you must have your way. • If your remarks 
do not interest me as much as usual, it must be my fault. 
Anne would have been a more appreciative listener." 

** I wonder what Anne will say to us when I bring home 
the truant. Depend upon it, she will treat you to a lecture 
if the east wind brings on my rheumatism. I wonder 
where you get your love of wandering ? Fluff and I are 
always discovering you in unsuspected places. I think you 
must have gypsy blood in your veins; there is really a 
trace of the Zingara about you in your brown skin." 

He Rave her a swift sidelong elance as he spoke, but his 
lip did not relax from its quizzical curl : for some reason, 
best known to himself, he seemed bent on rousing her. 
Then for the first time she turned her eyes fully to him, 
and the angry blood rushed over her handsome young face. 

"This is generous of ;^ou, this is kind, when you know 
— ^you know " pausing as though her breath were sud- 
denly impeded ; but he took up her incomplete sentence 
sad finished it. 
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" * When I know your mother,' you were going to say ; 
well, and so I do, and an honest hard-working creature she 
is, wno seems to love her child better than herself, — ^which 
is not the way with all mothers. Still, I had no knowledge 
of your father, and there is no need to look at me so fiercely 
when I hint at a possible gypsy progenitor. I am rather 
fond of gypsies, and you are certainly a bit of a Bohemian 
in your way." 

"Why do you talk to me of my mother?" she said, pant- 
ing a little, and looking at him with a sudden gleam in her 
eyes. " Where is the need of bringing up such a painful 
subject?" 

" Has not Anne told you ?" he returned, pointedly : " you 
and I are going to Whiteclifle next week. I^o, do not leave 
me, my dear, just yet," for they had reached MurrePs End, 
and her hand had already touched the gate. Evidently 
she was used to obey him, for, though there was reluctance 
in her look, she suffered him to close it again. " There is 
lust one word I should like to say to you before you go in, 
Marjory : do try to be a Uttle less hard and repellent in 
your manners to Mrs. Chard. Remember that), though 
she is poor, she is still your mother : there is no need ibr 
you to wound her so." 

**I owe her no affection," returned the girl, sullenly. 
" From the hour in which she lost me, — or rather left me 
a miserable little outcast child at your door, — from that 
moment the renunciation was complete, and I only ber 
longed to you and Anne." 

"True, and I love to hear you assert your claims on us. 
In one sense you are certainly Anne's adopted child, for 
she found you, not I ; nevertheless, we cannot wholly set 
aside nature." 

" In my case it must be set aside," she returned, in a 
voice of great decision , and her tone was singularly harsh 
and vibrating, as though her whole nature were jarred by 
his words. "This once I will obey you. Anne has my 
promise, and I will not go back from it. I will consent to 
accompany you to Whitechffe next week ; but. if I live » 
hundred years, never once again, — never once !" 

"And what is to become, then, of my promise to Mrs. 
Chard, that as long as you are under my sister's care she 
shall see you once a year ? Is this fair on me, Marjory ?" 

" I have nothing to do with such promises," was the firm 
reply. " My mother does not care for me : do you think I 
do not feel that? Oh, I am not so mean as you suppose ! 
What would her poverty matter' if you could convince me 
of my mother's love? but I am not to be duped by fair 
words." 

"No," he repeated, gravely, "you are only duped by 
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yourself. You are truth itself, Marjory, so I know you be- 
lieve every word you say ; but, nevertheless, your mother's 
lowly birth and want of education are heinous sins in your 
eyes, and make you blind to her virtues. You are always 
bewailing things that cannot be helped, spoiling all the 
sweet wholesomeness of your youth by tholights that ought 
not to belong to you ; every day you grow less like the old 
Marjory, and yet you will not let us know what ails you." 

He paused here, and seemed to wait for her answer, as 
though he half hoped or expected some outburst of girlish 
confidence ; but she only turned her face aside with a quick, 
impatient sigh, and made no response. 

"Ah, well I" he returned, with a disappointed air, as he 
watched her, "Anne was always your confidante, not I. 
The walk has not been as cheerful as usual, has it, dear? 
It must be the east wind, I think : some natures are won- 
derfully subject to atmospheric influences. A day like this 
always brings to my mind all the disagreeable details of 
life, — unpaid bills, for example, the sins of youth, smoky 
chimneys, and all other ills to which the flesh and spirit 
are liable. But hero wo are again at MurrePs End, and 
you have been bored by my company long enough." 

He opened the swing-gate as ne spoke, and nodded to 
her with a smile as she looked back at nim a little wistfully. 
She had been angry with him, but now there was visible re- 
lenting in her eyes. She even walked slowly, as though 
she expected him to overtake her ; but in another moment 
the gate had closed behind Fluflf and his master. 

"I have found out where the shoe pinches," said Mr. 
Frere to himself, as he walked on rapidly in tne teeth of 
the wind. "I could have sworn to ner thoughts when I 
found her in that brown study on that bench yonder : but 
I wanted to be sure, — that is, if one can be sure of anything 
in this crazy world; there is a screw loose somewhere. 
How comes Marjory, for example, to be her mother's 
child ? There is no sort of afl9.nity between them. I knew 
the girl was right in what she said, only it would not do 
to let her see that I thought her so. I never liked that 
woman: I never believed in her. She is hard-working 
and respectable, a church-goer, and all that ; but there is 
something a litile underhand, to my thinking. Marjory, 
with all her faults, does not take after her mother in that 
respect : she at least tells the truth, the whole truth, and 
nothing but the truth. That sort of character always 
rights itself in the end. But she is not happy ; it seems 
to me she grows more restless every day : she is like a caged 
bird who wants to escape, heaven only knows where ! And 
yet, where would she lind a home like ours, and a friend 
00 faithful and loving as Anne? She seems to cling to 
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Anne most. I wonder, after all, if she oonfidee In herT" 
He sjgbed, breaking off the thread of hla refleetiona by a 
etroni effort, and in another moment he waa whlBtlms 
cheenuUy to Fluff as they descended the eteep road thai 
leads to toe town of Mootbrldge. 



CHAFTEat n. 

BAKINO 0P DRAI> CDTDEBS. 

Thbrb ore few spots more aSbcted by Londoners than 
Moorbridge, and yet in Bome reflpectfl its glorr may be said 
to have departed. The whole place, Indeed, has tne paaaS 
air of a foded belle; its triumpna are only in memory, and 
belong to the age of pateliea and powder and sedan-chairs. 
Once beauty and laahion lingered lovingly on the old 
parade : wits and Ijeaux jtatlud each other on the pantiles, 
or drank the famous chalybeate waters in the early morn- 
ing. Scholars and actors, poets and divines, tlie belles, 
the dandiee and roues of the eighteenth century, loved to 
congregate in tlus Kentish retreat ; and the tiaUs at the 
two aasembly-rooma were so largely attended by a motiey 
assembly that a newspaper letter of the period mentioned 
" no fewer than sovenly-two coaches stood at the doors." 

Now a curious drowsiness has crept over the quaint old 
town ; and aa one strolia down the deserted parade It is 
difScult to recall the days when Qarriok, and Sr, Johnson, 
and Mrs. Thrale, with a host of other worthies, were to 
be met upon the pleasant promenade on summer after- 
noona. Aad here, on one occasion, 'fall the grand com- 

y on the pantiles came to stare at Mrs. Elizabeth 

ter, the woman who could talk Oreek &ster than any 

aan in £lngland." 

But, tlinnirl) fT~liiriTi has ceased to stamp it for Its own, 

Moiirii!', I. avorite resort in summer-time, and 

to tin : more than to the mere visitor. The 

pljii',- ■; itereflts ; the wide stretches of ftirzy 

couiiuoiJ, wiui .1111,', and heath, and luxuriant brake, 

the curious rooks, the long Btragg;l]ng town with Ita steep 
wind-blown streets and old-world mounts, its fine views, 
and country roads winding mimd grand flr plantations, 
are all alike full of attnii'!io]i. 

Some seven or eight yi:un before this storv opens, the 
Freres had bought a house on Woodle^h Down : until 
then the brother and sister had lived in a Quaint old Queen 
Aniw'a bouae In old Eenslngtou, where their parents bad 
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lived before them. MIbs Frere's health had long been in 
an unsatisfactory state, and her removal to a more bracing 

Elace had been urged by their family friend and phvsician, 
^r. Bartle ; and on this account solely they had fixed on 
Moorbridge, as its salubrious air and proximity to London 
were strong inducements in its ftivor. 

As Mr. Frere was an idle man, and likely to remain so. 
there was no real obstacle to their flitting, except that 
natural reluctance that some peo^e feel to leave a home 
endeared by early associations. With Capel Prere the 
wrench was far harder than to his sister: women can 
more easily adapt themselves to a change of circumstance ; 
they cling more to persons than to things. Miss Frere's 
home was with her brother : with him were her Lares and 
Penates ; her affection and interest were all centred on 
him and Marjory; with these two beloved beings she 
could have made her home happily in a desert. 

But with Mr. Frere matters were somewhat diflbrent. 
He was essentially a creature of habit ; he found it more 
difficult to uproot himself and plant himself afresh on a 
new spot of earth. Moorbridge was rather dead-and-alive 
after London ; he was farther from his club, from his 
friends : he liked walking, — no man was a more persevering 
pedestrian, — ^but he abhorred railways, and any trouble 
concerning the taking of tickets was abominable to him. 

But, alas ! the mountain could not come to Mahomet, 
neither could his club in St. James's approach Mr. Frere's 
beckoning finger : so twice or thrice a week he threw him- 
self, grumbling a little over his hard fate, into the comer 
of a second-class carriage, from which he would emerge 
an hour later, still shaking his head and moralizing over 
the enforced waste of time. 

An unemployed man never has time for anything. Mr. 
Frere was no exception to this rule. Early rising was not 
classed among his favorite virtues ; he allowed candidly 
that it was good for most men, but it did not agree with 
his constitution ; but as the day was never long enough for 
his purposes, he encroached widely into the night. Om- 
nivorous reading requires time and quiet, and Mr. Frere 
read prodigiously. 

It could not be said that Miss Frere altogether approved 
of her brother's system of burning the midnight oil ; it 
was bad thrift, she considered, and ruined eyesight ; but 
she was a wise woman, who had learned wisdom by virtue 
of necessity, and she knew men were wilful and would go 
their own way. When she differed from him, she held 
her peace. After forty, she thought, a man's habits become 
fixed, and need more powerful regeneration than a sister's 
influenoe. So she let I^^tti alone,^ — ^which, in other wordi^ 
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was making him completely happy,— and never even com- 
plained of tobacco-smoke when he left the door of his den 
open : she would even have suppressed her cough) if she 
could have so far resisted nature. 

Anne Frere was two years younger than her brother. 
She was a tiny woman, with a oeautiful little head, and a 
countenance that was full of brightness and expression. 
In her youth she had been much admired. '* Little and 
good," as people often said of her. And she still retained 
many traces of good looks. 

In a mixed company, or where she was not sure of full 
sympathy. Miss Frere was a little silent and reserved ; but 
in her own small circle she could be garrulous enough, 
brimming over with gentle fun. sparkmig, almost wittv ; 
a charming companion on wet days, not to be damped by 
east wind or a fog ; the sort of woman that a man might 
weU love to see by his fireside when he came home tired 
and worn from his day's work. 

At MurrePs End these virtues were almost thrown away. 
Mr. Frere was no day-laborer in this world's mart : by his 
friends and by himself he was always considered an idler. 
He was a clever man, a man who could have left his mark 
among his fellows ; he would have made a capital barrister 
or an admirable preacher, and his few writings — chiefly 
essays and newspaper articles — ^bore distinct trace of talent ; 
but a few thousand pounds falling unexpectedly to his 
share, just as his university career had finished, had 
spoiled the plan of his life and robbed him of all ener^. 
Perhaps this alone would hardly have sufficed to drive him 
from all public office ; but following upon this moderate 
ingathering of wealth was a certain failure, a love-disap- 
pointment, which, meeting him in the fuU strength of his 
early manhood, took far too tenacious a hold of him, de- 
stroying for a time his faith in women, and depriving him 
of bis greatest incentive to ambition. So, instead of falling 
to worK, he travelled ; then he came home and dropped 
into desultory bachelor ways. He was quite cured, — ^a 
man was never killed yet by being lilted; he had been 
shunted off the lines of matrimony, that was all, and had 
grown a little caustic in his wit on the subject of the fair 
sex ; but perhaps he was better off as he was ; he had his 
freedom, nis club, a comfortable income, a sister who was 
ready to efface herself most slavishly at his merest whim : 
what more could a man closely verging upon forty-five 
ask of life? Such were his expressed opinions, with which 
he favored his friends, but it may be doubted whether he 
found even such a large allowance of creature comforts 
sufficient for his inward needs. Under the outer crust of 
good-humored indifference and mere indolence of will lay 
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a softer nature than the world ever imagined, — ^large- 
hearted sympathies with which they would hardly have 
credited nim. He was a good fellow, they allowed, a 
capital companion, hut rather too easy-going for this hard- 
working go-ahead nineteenth centurv. He had plenty of 
blrains, Dut was a little wanting in backbone. A man is 
bound to be something, thought these stem moralists. He 
was not even a philantnropist ; he did not take up any of 
the catchwords of society; women would have had no 
rights, according to him, for he never allowed they had 
wrongs ; he left Outcast London to its own devices, and 
onl^ observed, en passant that in his opinion the modern 
Knights of the Bound Table were sanitary commissioners. 
— that they, more than the clergy, were fighting againsi 
the devil and all his works. He was a model Churchman, 
according to his own ideas, and always worshipped pub- 
licly once every Sunday ; but he would rather nave sub- 
scribed for puolic wash-houses than for churches, and 
would have printed up in golden letters in every street, 
" Cleanliness is next to godhness." 

No one knew— not even his sister, though she might 
have guessed it— how largely Mr. Frere gave in charities, 
how his left hand literally did not know what his righ£ 
hand dealt out : on this point he was secretive ; he was 
even ashamed of his own magnanimity : nothing abashed 
him more in his own eyes than when a deed of mercy was 
traced to its source by some grateful recipient of his bounty. 

He hated to be thanked. He reddened uneasily at Kue 
first word, and the second would drive him away to his 
harbor of refuge from annoyances, his beloved smoking 
den. In spite of his habitual good temper, he could even 
be cross at such times, and find a vent lor his modesty by 
indulging in splenetic speeches to his much-enduring 
womankind. '* Capel could be as choleric as a Welshman, 
on occasion," his sister would say, laughing ; but so well 
did she know his idiosyncrasies that she would exercise 
the greatest tact and ingenuity in preventing some un- 
worthy applicant from reaching the ear of the master of 
Murrers End : he would not believe the story in the least, 
—he was far too keen-witted for thatb she knew. — ^but at 
the first crocodile tear, at the first whimper of misery, his 
hand would play him false and find its way to his pocket. 

It was mere pandering to self-indulgent pity : it was 
wrapping round his sensibility in cotton-wool, to keep its 
edges from being wounded by the sight of unrelieved pain. 
He was a moral coward, so he told himself nearly every 
day ; nevertheless, an oppressed animal, or a fellow-crea- 
ture needing help, appealed irresistibly to his sympathies * 
and iiever was he louder in his censure of indiscriminate 
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charities and the evil effects of relieving paupers than after 
he had just sent some hulking rogue or some whining, 
white-faced woman rejoicing on his or her way ; never was 
he more -derisive on the subject of district-visiting and the 
inevitable and ever-to-be-al)ominated tract. 

"Well," he would say to bis sister, in a satirical voice, 
when they met at luncheon, "I hope you have spent a 
profitable morning, gossiping with a lot of old women. 
Have you got a list of their ailments off by heart? Never 
mind, Anne, my dear ; we must all have our bits of pleas-- 
ure. I have my club, and you have district-visiting ; but 
I don't doubt for a moment who has talked the biggest lot 
of rubbish to^ay.*' 

But these sort of remarks she treated as mere bluster, 
and passed them over in dignified silence. 

When the Freres first came to Moorbridge, it was a 
matter of surprise to most people that Miss Frere should 
be still unmarried, — she must have been so very jjretty in 
her youth, they thought, and was still so admired ; it would 
have astonished them not a little if they had known that 
both the brother and sister had passed through the same 
painful ordeal, — that they had both placed their affections 
unworthily, but that, of the two, Anne's experience had 
been the more bitter. Most unmarried women have some 
sort of story in their past. — some dead-and-gone mystery 
that they have buriea safely out of sight. One can med- 
dle with few middle-aged lives without stumbling over a 
gravestone or two ; true, the name may be half obliterated, 
there may be nettles and rank grass instead of memorial 
garlands, but there was a time when the fresh mould was 
trodden in with many tears, when the undisciplined na- 
ture sat down in the ashes and refused to be comforted. 

It was not that Anne had greater capacity for suffering 
than her brother, but that her case was exceptionally hard. 
"Conscience thai makes cowards of us all'' stepped in just 
when her happiness was complete, and, by filling her mind 
with a dread of future possibilities, made her put away 
with her own hands what she most loved. 

Her engagement with Mark Gardiner had been pro- 
nounced by all her friends to be an excellent thing: he 




a good turn for every one ; he was cultivated and accom- 
plished, and a sort of Admirable Crichton in a small way : 
and then he was so handsome ; he was almost too beautiful 
^or a man, some of his adorers would add. A wiser woman 
than Anne might have lost her heart to him with small 
blame. 
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When Anne loved, she loved most thoroughly; and 
there was a time when she looked back on her affection for 
Mark with something like shame, and owned it was little 
short of idolatry. s 

She never qmte knew when the awakening first came,— 
when the first fiaw in Mark's perfection became visible to 
her eyes. Little by little, most gradually and painfully, 
with many revulsions of tenderness, the truth stole upon 
her that her lover was not what he seemed, that his nature 
was lower in tone than she had believed it was, that under 
the fair exterior and bright boyish speech lurked the dan- 
gerous seeds of self-indulgence and a will more prone to 
weakness than to energy. 

Then came the time of ordeal, a time of miserable inde- 
cision and conflict. Should she marry him?—- should she, 
with her eyes open at last to his faults, put her whole life 
into this man's nands? 

Sometimes in her anguish she told herself that it must 
be so ; that, loving him as she did, she must go on with it 
and try what her affection and influence as a wife would 
do to raise him to a higher moral standard. His heart be- 
longed to her most loyally, — she knew that well ; according 
to his lights, and as far as his nature permitted him, he 
would be true to her ; but what if her woman's strength 
would not avail to raise him? what if she should have to 
stand by and see him slowly sink from her level? 

It was an awful ordeal for a girl of three-and-twenty ; 
but she passed it alone and unhelped. Her friends would 
be against her, she knew : no one believed any harm of 
Mark, — not even her brotner ; he was young and impul- 
sive^ he would come right. Anne was too prudish, too 
strait-laced in her notions ; men were different from women. 
The same rules could not do for both ; it was nonsense to 
try and hold him in so tightly ; when he was married he 
wpuld settle down and make a model husband. 

Anne listened, and strove to believe her brother's worldly 
wisdom ; but after a time all such comfort failed her ; her 
womanly instincts were safer grounds. She loved Mark, 
alas ! and, alas ! she must alwavs love him, she thought, 
but she could not respect his characfer. It was not for a 
wife to support her husband: one day she told him so, 
flrmly ana sadly, and they parted. 

Mark was very cast down, but he did not try to shake 
her resolution ; he was beginning to see for himself that he 
was no fit mate for a woman like Anne ; he could not stand 
on tiptoe all his life to make himself taller. He was of the 
earth, earthy, and it was no good pretending that such as 
he could be fashioned into a hero ; if she would only take 
him as he was, and make the best of him, he thought he 
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would never disgrace either of them. He liked to take life 
easily, that was all. Anne did not see things in this light ; 
she worried herself ; and if they married, most likely she 
would worry him. Perhaps, after all, things were better 
as they were. 

Anne fretted all her fine health away, in the doubt 
whether she had acted rightly, and whether Mark would 
ever forgive her renunciation of him ; but when some years 
after she saw him again, her cure became rapid, and she 
never had another moment's doubt. 

Mark was married then. He had been disconsolate for 
a long time, and had mourned for Anne very truly, after 
his own fashion ; but when a decent interval had elapsed, 
he succumbed to the charms of a handsome American, 
who was just then turning the heads of all his friends. 
She made him a good sort of wife in her way. She kept 
his house well, and gave him good advice, and scolded him 
soundly when he did not follow it ; but, as she had no high 
views of life herself, she did not trouble him with unneces- 
sary scruples, and Mark's laxity had fine scope for growth, 

Anne's heart sank when she saw him. Mark was not 
quite so handsome, people said: he had grown a little 
stout and coarse, but he was still a charming man. He 
might be so to strangers, but Anne's keen eyes could read 
between the lines ; she saw the marks of self-indulgence, 
of pampered appetite, plainly legible. He had sunk lower 
already, and his wife was not the sort of woman to save 
liina. She was too hard, too self-engrossed, too fond of 
pleasure ; and they had no children. 

It was at a party they had met ; and, to their mutual 
embarrassment, Mark had been deputed by their hostess 
to take Anne down to supper. Anne was suffering much 
at the unexpected sight of her old lover ; but she hid all 
such feelings with womanly reserve and dignity. It was 
Mark who was most confused and off his guard. 

** I never thought to have met you here," he observed, 
in an irritated tone. 

But Anne took no notice of this speech, and retorted by 
some ordinary commonplace remark: they were merely 
strangers indulging in the civilities of society, and Mark, 
nKJOvering himself, presently followed her lead. 

But it was not long before Anne forgot herself and the 
part to which she had schooled herself. She noticed with 
dismay, as he sat beside her, how flushed Mark's face 
seemed to be, and how freely he was indulging in cham- 
pagne. It was what she had feared for him ; and once, as 
lie stretched out his hand towards the bottle, as though 
to All his glass again, she whispered, "Mark, Mark! it 
pains me so to see you do that !'' in such a troubled voice 
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—with Buch utter oblivion of everything except his wrong- 
doing — ^that his hand dropped on the table, and he turned 
to her with a sudden compunction and remorse. 

" Ah, Anne," he returned huskily, " why did you throw 
me over ? I should have been a better man if you had mar- 
ried me. She." — ^with a movement of his head towards the 
place where his wife sat laughing And talking, with a small 
crowd of gentlemen round ner, — **she is not a bad sort, but 
slie does not understand, and she never notices this sort of 
thing, "—touching his glass. * * A habit like this grows upon 
a man, but it is not what you think, Anne. I am not such 
a poor creature as that." 

^* You were alwavs your worst enemy," she replied, fix- 
ing her soft eyes pityingly on his face. Was there a time — 
g()od heavens I could there have been a time — ^when she 
had thought she had never seen any face to compare with 
his ? ** Your wife is not to be blamed for this. Gfive it up. 
Mark,"— pushing it gently away, — "give it up before ii 
masters you. I used to tell you so, and," her voice trem- 
bling ana nearly inaudible, "you would not believe me." 

But he stooped his head, as thougli abashed before her, 
and made no answer. Did he know that he had already 
begun the downward descent, and that for a will so weak 
as liis there could be no pulling up the steep incline again ? 

That night Mr. Frere detained nis sister as she seemed 
about to leave him. She was standing by the fire warming 
herself, for she was a little pale and numb, as though with 
cold. But as she folded her wraps round her and said good- 
night, he put his hand gently on her arm. 

" Wait a moment, Anne ; there is no hurry, my dear , 
you have no maid waiting to help you to undress, and I 
want to make a confession." 

"Beally?" she answered, in assumed carelessness, and 
arching her brows a little ; " but I am afraid, Capel, that I 
am rather too tired to-night to listen to you." 

" Oh. I will be brief," he returned ; " brevity is always to 
my tasie. I am not a wordy man. May I ask why you are 
smiling? It is your great fault that you are so satirical, 
Anne. I have no pauence with satirical women." 

" Is this your confession?" she asked with a ftne assump- 
tion of meekness, calculated to aggravate him ; but aU of 
a sudden he became as grave as ajudge. 

"Never mind all that, dear: I meant something very 
serious, Anne. I want to tell you that I once wronged you. 
I thought you a little too hard upon poor Mark. I quite 

took his part when you gave him up. but— " He 

stopped, looking at her a little wistfully, as though he 
hardly knew how she would take it. 

" Well ?" and her lips parted a little anxiously. Surely, 
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after «n these years he need not bo bo afraid of epeaking Ut 
herof Mark : women are faithful enough, poor si>u1e, but 
they cannot suffer forever. 

"To-night, when I saw him, I knew that 1 was wrong 
and you were right. You are a fine creature, Anne : your 



judgment has put 
ciently "" " " 



pure to censure others ; our passions obseure our 
When a man's character la being sifted, we make 
eicuBBH for him, — put ourselves in his place. My dear, 
your innocent eyes read more truly. Thank Qod that you 
would not let ua marry you to Mark ! he would have broken 
your heart. He is going down the bill fast : and that loud- 
voiced wife of hie is not the best drag oa him." 

"I hope you are not right now ; I mean, that things are 
notquitesobadfls that," she returned, with a sad amile at 
his vehemence. Capel never did anything by halves: he 

Siraised or censured fiercely. If a man were not a good 
elloWj he must be a sort of fiend Incarnate. This was all 
she said ; she knew Ijetter than to entrust to her lirofcher'a 
ears that episode at tlie rtupper-table. That was sacred to 
Uark and her. Poor Mark, who held hia own reins so 
unsteadily that an angel sitting by his side could not have 
guided him to aafety ! 

When Capel would have enlarged a little on the subject, 
fbr he had been much shocked at the appearance of his old 
friend and fevorite, Anne put up her thin little hand and 
silenced him. 

"Letlt reat,"ahe aaid, gently; "it is no use raking up 
the past. It has been painful for me to-night, and for nim 
too, poor tttllow 1 It la beat to say nothing, when one must 
condemn. If I had not known all along in my deepest 
conaciouaneas that I was right, I must have died from 
sheer trouble ; but I had the clue, — the right clue, — and 
God helped me. He alwaya helps those who try Ui do 
right to themselves and others." And when she had said 
thia she put up her faoe to be idssed, and left him Mtauding 
there, wondering why all women were not ao wiese and ao 
true and levlng aa Aime. 
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CHAPTER III. 

"MARJORY DAW." 

Anne Frere's one romance had ended miserably. For 
many years her health was impaired and her spirits broken ; 
but even when recovery set m, she always declared that 
matrimony was not for her. that she was cut out for an 
old maid) and that Anne Frere she would remain until 
the end of the chapter. 

She was so very pretty at that time, so mignonne and 
spirituellef with such a lovely little face and charming 
manners, that lovers might have been as plentiful for her 
as blackberries, if she would have only offered them the 
slightest encouragement ; but she invariably froze up at 
the first overture. She was hard to please, they would say 
sadly ; she was quite beyond the reach of any moderate 
ambition. Anne saw them go without a moment's com- 
punction ; not one of them, she thought, was to compare 
with Mark. — with Mark, that is to sav, as he first appeared 
to her, hedged in with the glories of his young divinity : 
they might DC lovable for other girls, but not for her. 

The great interest of a woman's life was withheld from 
her ; but after a time a new object appealed to her tender- 
ness, and in the love of her adopted child — for so she 
always called Marjory, as Mr. Frere never laid claim to 
any share in the foundling — she found a never-ending 
source of comfort. 

It was some four years after her parting with Mark, and 
she was still wearing mourning for ner mother, — ^her father 
had died many years previously, and they were living in 
the quaint old Queen Anne's house in Kensington, — ^wnen 
she nrst saw the child Marjory. How accurately she re- 
membered every detail of that memorable evening I 

It was Christmas Eve, and she was sitting alone in her 
pretty, old-fashioned drawing-room, waiting for Capel to 
come in to their late tea ; for dinner had long been over, 
and he had gone out for his usual prowl, to walk off the 
restlessness of old memories. 

Anne, for a wonder, was not either working or reading. 
The candles in the tall silver candlesticks were still un- 
lighted, but the Christmas log that Capel had placed on 
the fire was spluttering and hissing, and dimising its 
ruddy gleams over the whole room. Anne, who loved 
firelight and her own thoughts, and whone head ached a 
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little with the incessant sound of her brother's voice, — ^for 
he had kept rather an excited flow of talk all dinner-time, 
— ^had drawn her low chair to the very edge of the white 
rug. and sat basking and dreaming in the warm glow. 

Xi must have been a pleasant picture, if any one had 
opened the door at that moment. The firelight seemed 
to transform the old room as though by the finger of 
magic : the worn velvet euriains, growing threadbare by 
long use, looked fit for a king's palace ; the dusky tables 
ana cabinets were burnished ana shone like ebony ; the 
china, that was so precious to Anne, showed daintily on 
the velvet-lined shelves ; Anne's brown hair had golden 
gleams in it; the thin hands crossed on her black dress 
looked almost as white and transparent as alabaster. 

She was lost in thought, and there was a pained line 
across her forehead, as though some distressing recollec- 
tion were forcing itself unbidden on her mind, when she 
was startled back into the present by fancying she heard a 
child's voice crying pitifully under the window. 

She rose hastily, and then reseated herself with a smile 
at her own credulity. It was late, and the air was bitterly 
cold; she had noticed some li^ht fiakes of snow on the 
ground when she had accompanied her brother to the door. 
Was it likely that any child would be out on such a night? 
But even as she reasoned with herself, still smiling, the 
pitiful sound was again audible. 

Anne jumped up and went cautiously towards the win- 
dow, moving aside the thick curtain that she might listen 
unimpeded. Yes ; some child was crying, not many paces 
from where she stood. That careless Capel must have left 
the gate open, and some poor little carol-singer had strayed 
into the front garden, and was most likely crying with 
cold. This was quite enough for Anne, and in another 
moment she had hurried out into the hall, and had set the 
door wide open. 

It was colder than ever, and the air was now thick with 
driving particles of half-frozen snow: it pelted Anne's 
delicate face ruthlessly as she peered out into the darkness. 

"Who is it? What is it?" she called again and again, 
each time more loudly. "Come here, you poor child, 
whoever you are, and let me see you!" And then she 
added reverently to herself, " Yes, come, for the sake of 
the Child who was bom this very night." 

There was no fancy, for the crying suddenly ceased at 
the sound of her kind tone, and somewhere near, hidden 
by an angle of the house, a little voice said, — 

"Opie, opiel Margy-doo is toming ! Margy's artoming." 
And there were little trotting steps on the paved walk. 

A child! Qood heaveuEh-a mere baby! As the haU 
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light streamed into the portico, there suddenly appeared a 
small figure in a red gypsy cloak and hood, and a dimpled 
hand pounced eagerly on Anne^s black gown. 

**Margy's tome, Margy's here; Margy-doo is so told!" 
And a small face, blue and drawn with cold^ and still wet 
with tears that had not been wiped away, hid itself confi- 
dently in her gown. 

'* In the name of all that \a pitiful V* gasped out Anne, 
quite unnerved by this unexpected apparition. And then 
she caught up the child with a sudden movement of indig- 
nation and sorrow that such sweet infancy should be left 
unguarded, and bore her swiftly into the warm room she 
had left. 

The bell she at once set pealing brought a protesting 
and injured face to the door. MacKay had not hved nine- 
teen years with her mistress to be affronted by such ring- 
ing as that ; but before she could utter her m*st word of 
protest, Anne's voice, speaking very sharply and quickly, 
reached her unwilling ears. 

"Mackay, take a lantern and search the front garden. 
No, I forgot ; it will bring on your rheumatism. Ask cook 
and Eliza to be quick, and they had better go right round 
the house." 

** Gtoodness me. Miss Anne I What a turn you did givo 
me ! And the front door wide open, and the snow making 
a fine mess on the new oil-cloth ! And, gracious heavens ! 
that mite of a child on vour lap I" 

**My good Mackay," returned Anne, rather crossly, 
"please do not waste time, but give my message to cooli 
and Eliza. They must look for the person who brought this 
child. The poor mother will be in a sad fright when she 
misses this little creature. Tell them to look out for your 
master. And if a policeman passes, they must call him in. 
Quick, quick !" Aid Anne waved the old servant awajjr. 

" Mackay is in a temper, but she wiU do my bidding 
thoroughly for all that," she thought, as she sat in her low 
chair, still holding the child, and now beginning to ex- 
amine its dress and face curiously. 

It was a pretty little creature, though its face was rather 
wan and tnin, as though from exposure ; apparently be- 
tween two ana three years old ; perfectly clean, and very 
nicely dressed, though in a somewnat incongruous fashion. 
The hood and. cloak were decidedly shabby, coarse in tex- 
ture, and stained and discolored; but when Anne un- 
fastened the latter she discovered the frock underneath 
was of finest French merino, and a cursory view of the 
under-garments showed them equally fine in material, 
while the little sodden boots were burst at the sides, and 
might have been owned by a beggar. 
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Anne drew them off with some difficulty, and here again 
was an incongruity, for a dainty pair or socl^ came to 
view ; they, as well as the boots, were soaking. Anne had 
them off in a trice, and was now rubbing the little icy feet 
tenderly with her warm hands, while tne child laughed 
from very excess of comfort. 

"Dat's mammie !** she cried gleefully. "Mammie 'ubs 
Margy-doo. Margy not told now. Margy loves the pretty 
fire." 

"Where is mammie, my darling?" asked Anne, strok- 
ing the child's head. What a sweet little face it was, she 
thought ; and the head was covered by tight curly rings 
of dark hair. Perhaps she would be able to discover 
something from the cnild's prattle, though it was cer- 
tainly difficult to make mucn sense out of such broken 
language. 

"Where is mammie?" she asked, coaxingly. 

The little one laughed again, as she held out her hands 
to the blaze, and then drew them away in a hurry. 

" Margy 's burning. Naughty fire, to burn Margy !" was 
her response to this. 

"Perhaps poor manmiie would like to be sitting by the 
fire," observed Anne, artfully. But the small head was 
shaken at this. 

"Manmiie's dot lots of fire. Manmiie's never told." 
And then she stopped, and, leaning her curly head against 
Anne's shoulder, sne began patting her own hands and 
playing with them. " Margy runned away ; poor manmiie 
will kye." 

" Oh, dear ! oh, dear !" thought Anne, full of pity for 
the unknown mother. " I was right ; this little one has 
strayed and got lost. Capel must go to the police-station 
and give full particulars. I know I should break my 
heart if this little creature were mine and I had lost her." 
And Annie sighed vaguely, as women will when they are 
soft-hearted and there is a child in the question. 

Just then, as though in answer to her thoughts, her 
brother appeared on the threshold with a puzzled and not 
over-pleased expression on his face. As nothing ever hap- 
penea to put him out in their comfortable and well-organ- 
ized household, the faintest appearance of bustle w^as in 
itself a grievance. He expected to find tearthings, a hiss- 
ing urn, and Anne with a cheerful face — whether she felt 
cheerful or not — ready to talk to him on any subject he 
liked to propose ; instead of which, at his own gate he 
found himself confronted by cook with a stable-lantern in 
her hand, and Eliza bringing up the rear rather fiightily, 
after the manner of young housemaids. 

" If you please, sir, missis has found a child. And will 
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you be good enough to beckon that policeman aoroaB the 
road?'' she said. 

" What child? StuflT and nonsense I What does your 
mistress want with a policeman?" returned Mr. ftere, 
wrathful at the mere idea of a mystery. And he actually 
pushed the lantern aside and marched into the house, 
where he found Mackay in the hall with her apron over 
her head. 

*' What is all this fuss about?'' he asked, hanging up the 
old hat he kept expressly for evening prowls. It was a hat 
that had seen oetter days, and was now evidently ashamed 
of its own existence, for it seemed to collapse of its own 
accord on the peg. 

" There is a mite of a thing in there," retorted Mackay, 
with an offended toss of her head, '^ and missis has set cook 
and Eliza to catch their deaths looking for some beggar- 
woman or other that has played us this fine trick on pur- 
pose. It ought to go to the police-station ; that's wnere 
such as them ought to go." 

Mackay's ill-tempered remarks did not mend matters, 
and as her master entered the drawing-room with the frown 
of Jove on his brow, it appeared as though his domestic 
world was suddenly turned topsy-turvy, and that things 
were about as bad as they coula be. 

He had come home punctual to his minute — ^though he 
hated punctuality like poison — for fear Anne should be dull, 
sitting alone on Christmas Eve ; but the candles were still 
unlighted, and the little square table stood in its shining 
blackness with no dainty-white drapery, no snug teartray. 
or suggestive mufilneer. Instead of that, there was thai 
most industrious of women, Anne, keeping blindman's 
holiday, with a brat of a child sitting comfortably in her 
lap, toasting its bare feet at the fire, with honest (usregard 
or appearances. 

Mr. Frere sat down and looked at them both gloomily. 
Not for worlds would he have owned at that moment that 
it was the prettiest sight that old room had ever witnessed. 

The child stretehed out its pink toes till they almost 
crinkled in the blaze. Then she pointed rather a dirty 
finger at the aggrieved Capel. 

**Dat'8 the milkman," she crowed; "nice milk for 
Margy-doo." 

"Will you ring the bell, dear?" observed Anne, in a 
voice full of womanly tenderness. " This poor little thing 
must have some bread-and-milk at once. No, Mackay ; it 
is not for tea," as Mackay appeared with the gay little tea- 
cloth. " That is of no consequence — ^we can wait for that. 
A nice basin of hot bread-and-milk, please. Make ityour- 
self, Mackay, and be as quick as x>ossible. And now, Capel, 
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I am BO thankftil you have come in, for you will know ex- 
actly what to do. But first I must tell you how 1 found 
the child." 

" Humph !" was the somewhat grumpy answer. Never- 
theless, ne listened pretty sharply, as Anne, with a 
woman's innocent garrulity that revels in details and 
would not omit a single unnecessary particular, narrated 
all that had occurred within the last half-hour. 

"This "is a nice business !" he exclaimed, testily, wherl 
she had finished. " Some beggar-wife or other has played 
us this confounded trick. It is a dodge for getting ria of 
the child. I may as well go at once to the police-sSition.'' 

"Oh, do you think so I'^^she exclaimed, taken aback at 
this view 6f the case. And then her eyes fell on the lace 
edging of the frock. ** Tramps do not dress their children 
so well," she said triumphantly. " Look at these socks, 
Capel — such fine open-work ! Depend upon it, you are 
wrong, dear ; though you are such a clever man," — ^with a 
winning stress on the adjective. " Her nurse has taken 
her out and lost her; or she has been stolen," — her 
mind reverting all at once to the shabby cloak and burst 
sodden boots ; but her eagerness was checked by the child's 
querulous voice: 

" Dustman's toming to Margy-doo." And, indeed, the 
round eyes were growing decidedly heavy. 

Mr. Frere laughed satirically. 

"Marjory-doo — ^Marjory Daw. I suppose that is what 
the imp means." And he repeated the couplet viciously : 

"*SeeH3aw, Marjory Daw, 
Sold her bed to lie on straw.* 

Well, I may as well be off to the police-station, or we shall 
have this small waif left on our hands." 

"Oh. Capel!" pleaded Anne, with tears in her eyes at 
this; "surely to-night^ of all nights in the year, we can 

be content to have this dear little one, for tne sake " 

and again she dropped her voice reverently, " for the sake 
of that Child in the manger." 

This drove him away without a word; for when a 
woman begins to talk religiously there is nothing for a 
man to do but to beat a retreat, unless he wishes all his 
worldly wisdom cut away from under his feet. He cer- 
tainly did say, "It is a confounded plague, turning out 
a^ain into the cold," as the sympathizing Mackay helped 
him on with his coat, for it was one thing to prowl about 
in the winter darkness for his own amusement, and quite 
another to be ordered abroad by the whims of his woman- 
kind, so of course he had a right to be cross. But he did 
hifl duty like an Englishman, for all that, making himself 
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thoroughly disagreeable all the time. He questioned 
half-a-dozen policemen on their beat, and did at last elicit 
from one of them that a tramp, who certainly looked up 
to no good, a harsh-featured, dark-complexioned woman, 
had b^n seen hanging about a neighboring public-house, 
in conversation with a rough sort of man, and there was a 
child in a red hood and cloak between them. 

Being further interrogated by the inspector, who had 
accompanied Mr. Frere from the police-«tation, the man, 
with a fine honest brogue, averred that he had not had a 
good look at the child. She was crying, and the woman 
was shaking her, but not violently ; only he did hear her 
say something that was enough to frighten the child. Being 
further cross-examined by his superior, he recollected the 
exact words, "Give over, you little devil, you, or I will 
fetch my big stick !" and then the man had growled some- 
thing at her, and they had all gone into the public-house. 

The young lady at the bar was next questioned, but she 
answered airily, and not much to the purpose ; though the 
inspector's civility made itself felt at last. There had 
been plenty of folk that night, but she did not recollect 
any woman with a child. Being pressed most urgently to 
recall all that passed that evening, she did remember a 
man asking for two three-penn'ortns' of gin, and that he 
had drunk one glass standing at the bar, and had taken 
the remaining portion to a woman who was sitting just 
behind the swing-door. No, she had not seen her, — that 
was to say, she could not tell a bit what she was like, for 
she sat too far away for that ; that she had a child in her 
arms, half hidden under her shawl, for she heard it crying, 
though it only looked like a huge misshapen bundle ; but 
its hood was red, she could swear to that ; and the woman 
was tall and big, almost as tall as the man. 

This was fragmentary and disjointed ; but as they could 
contrive to extract nothing more explicit, they went back 
again to the police-station, and, after browbeating the man 
on whose beat the whole tning had occurred, the inspector 
proposed a detective accompanying Mr. Frere to the house, 
that he might take down further particulars. 

" Depend upon it, sir, that woman hid the child all the 
time they were in the public-house. Most likely she car- 
ried it in the same way to your house, and, finding the 
gate open, put it under the window, and then hid herself 
behind the bushes until the lady opened the door : that's 
the dodge, sir ! I will make every possible inquiry, and 
our officer shall go back with you and examine tne child's 
clothes." And, as Mr. Frere saw no objection to this, 
th^y started for home. 

The snow was falling faster now, obliterating every trace 
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of footetepg : nevertheless, the detective examined the 
small plot of garden-ground most narrowly, and brought 
back a trophy in triumph to Mr. Frere, in tne shape of a 
small piece of dirty fringe that he had found hanging on 
a laurel-bush. 

"It is just as our chief says/' he observed, with a low 
laugh ; " the woman was stooping down under that clump 
of laurels, and in moving away in rather too great a huriy 
she caught her shawl against the bushes and tore it. It is 
rather a shabby specimen," he continued, ruefully : " there 
isn't half enough of it, but I dare say it will help us to 
identify the woman. Liet me see," spreading it out in the 

{>alm of his hand: "it is about an inch and a half in 
ength, and jagged ; it must leave a tidy gap in the stuff. 
And I should not be surprised if the shawl were plaid — 
what should you say, ma'am?" addressing Anne civilly, 
as she stood b^ listening in some surprise. 

Anne examined it critically. 

" A checked red and black shawl, I should say ; but it is 
so dreadfully dirty, you see," shrinking a little from the 
interesting troi)hy ; but the detective, handling it most 
tenderly, deposited it in the pocket of a formidable leath- 
ern book, and then addressed himself to further business. 

Anne answered all his inquiries with elaborate care. 

" The child was asleep in her bed," she said ; "but. if his 
boots did not creak, he might go up and look at her." 

Mr. Frere grumbled a little at the extra trouble, but he 
nevertheless followed them uninvited. Anne had first fed, 
and then carefully washed the little creature from head to 
foot, and had wrapped her up in a piece of new flannel she 
had by her, as there was no store of childish garments in 
that grown-up household. In this rudely fashioned gar- 
ment the child lay dimpled and rosy with warmth and 
sleep, with one arm bare to the shoulder flung out upon 
the coverlet. The officer stooped gently over the bed, and 
took the arm between his finger and thumb, turning it to- 
wards the light that Anne was shading so carefully with 
her hand. 

" A little nearer," he whispered ; " there is some sort of a 
mark here ;" and as all three bent their heads closely over 
it, they saw plainly a faint blue mark, almost like a tattoo, 
in the shape of an L. 

" Some one must have tattooed her !" exclaimed Anne 
indignantly ; but the detective shook his head. 

" it is a natural mark ; she has been born with it ; it is 
not properly a letter, it is more like a blue veining. It is 
lust above the vaccination-mark; perhaps it has some- 
thing to do with that : one sees these little blemishes some- 
times. Has she any other mark on her?" 
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"Oh, no," Anne answered, decidedly ;" she is a heau- 
tifully formed little creature, — not very fair-skinned, per- 
haps, but then her hair and eyes are dark. Do you see 
that string of blue Venetian beads, with that curious me- 
dallion ? I wanted to take it off when I undressed her, 
but she cried so at the idea of parting with it, I was 
obliged to let her sleep in it." 

The detective nodded, and examined the beads carefully ; 
and then he turned to the pile of little garments that 
Anne had placed in readiness. 

They were soiled, and the little petticoat was sadly torn, 
but all the other things were uninjured. The linen was 
beautifully fine, but the marks had been carefully picked 
out, and in one case cut out, as though the unpicmng had 
been too tedious a process. 

"There is only one conclusion, — one inference to be 
drawn," observed Mr. Frere, solemnly, for the detective 
only looked at them with unutterable meaning in his eyes : 
" that woman has stolen the child, and then got tired 
of it." 

"Do you mean she lost it on purpose?" exclaimed his 
sister, horror-stricken at this view of the case, and yet her 
own judgment coincided with it. 

"Yes; she found it did not pay. Children— especially 
when they are not one's own — ^are such a nuisance : most 
likely it was a trifle too old for her purpose, or she was 
afraid of consequences." 

"Very probahly she got into trouble, and some of our 
people were down on her," returned the officer, oracularly. 
** Shall I send up one of our men to fetch her to-morrow ? 
She will have to go to the workhouse until we can find her 
belongings ; we shall advertise, of course, but there may be 
some delay." 

"Oh, we will keep her here to-night," observed Mr. 
Frere, magnanimously. She was such a pretty child, and 
Anne had certainly washed and made her tiay, but how 
she could put her in her own bed — good heavens I the ways 
of women were past finding out I and he shrugged his 
shoulders and went down-stairs, while Anne lingered for 
a moment with the officer. 

The man was smiling as he went out of the house : per- 
haps he, too, was moralizing over the droll ways of women. 

Mr. Frere was standing before the Are, rubbing his 
hands, well pleased, as his sister entered. There was no 
urn, but a kettle was boiling on the trivet, the teapot 
was hooded in its old-fashioned cosey, and the muffineer 
was in its usual place, fle was cold and tired, and the 
room looked unusually snug, and his favorite arm-chair 
decidedly comfortable. 
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"That's right) Anne) my dear,'' he said, briskly ; "pour 
me out a cup of tea, and let us forget all tnis bother. You 
must be tired, too, after all your exertions." 

Anne shook her head ; but, Instead of bringing him the 
tea at once, she stood for a moment opposite tc nim, and 
he could see that there were tears in her eyes. 

"Capel," she said, with a sort of restrained eagerness in 
her voice, "you will not let that little creature go to the 
workhouse?" 

"Ay, why not?" he returned, staring at her. 

" I thought you would let me keep her until the parents 
should be found," she murmured, slowly. " Oh, she is so 
pretty : she has such a dear little voice ! I could not bear 
her to be sent there." 

"And supposing her parents are never found," he an- 
swered, with a man's narshness of logic. "There are 
parents who disown their own flesh and blood. It may 
be a conspiracy ; they may be in league with this woman." 

"That is not likely," she replied, still in the same sub- 
dued voice ; " but if it were so, if they were never to claim 
her " 

"Well, what then, Anne, my dear?" 

" I shall never have a child of my own," she returned, 
blushing suddenly over her sweet face ; " for I shall never 
marry. I should like to keep her, if no one else will own 
her. Oh, Capel, my dear brother, there are only two of 
us, and sometimes the house is a little dull : and by and 

by we shall get old, and a little selfish " But she could 

not finish, only leaned her head against his shoulder, and 
the quiet tears flowed down her cheeks. 

" Keep Marjory Daw ! — ^adopt her as your own child !" 
he exclaimed, almost too much astonished to believe his 
ears. And then he whistled and laughed oflT his perplexity, 
and finally he kissed her, and bade her cheer up like a 
good little woman, and promised to think of it; and then 
Anne dried her eyes, and allowed herself to be comforted. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A PHILOSOPHER AND A BABT WITOH. 

A SUOHT occurrence that very night seemed to corrobo- 
rate still ftirther the detective's suspicion that the child had 
been kidnapped from its natural protectors. Anne, who 
waa kept wakeful by the strange events of the evening, 
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and still more by the soft breathing of her little bedfellow, 
was very much startled in the middle of the night by the 
child suddenly, rousing from some dream or nightmare 
and seeming as though almost convulsed by terror. 

**Go away, naughty woman!" she screamed, pushing 
away an imaginanr person in the darkness. '' I hate the 
bad stick; it hurtea Margy-do. Oh, mammie!'' with a 
lamentable cry, "Margy's dood, and won't run away. 
Mar^ hurted drefful — and so told !" 

"Hush, darling I" exclaimed Anne, soothingly. The 
little creature trembled all over as she took her in her 
arms, but she soon quieted down and slept again. It was 
Anne who was lying so open-eyed in the silent Christmaa 
morning, with her tender heart wrung with pity. Who 
could tell, she thought, how many oppressed and desolate 
children were sleeping shiveringly in the nooks and alleys 
of the great city, — children whose only heritage from their 
mothers breast was woe and want^ for whom there was no 
rescue, no love, nothing but an existence of ignorance and 
wretchedness? And as the mystery tortured her sensitive 
spirit, she could only comfort herself with the remem- 
brance ** that not a sparrow falleth to the ground'' without 
the knowledge of the Almighty Father. 

As soon as possible, inquiries were set on foot ; an adver- 
tisement, with a full description of the child, was sent to 
the leading papers, but with no satisfactory results; the 
police employed tneir utmost vigilance in tracing the 
woman, but after a time all clue dropped. 

The shawl was, indeed, most cleverly traced to a pawn- 
shop in the Seven Dials. A tall, dark-complexioned 
woman, answering to the policeman's description, had 
certainly that very same ni^ht parted with a rea and 
black plaid shawl and a pair of laced-up child's boots. 
The shawl had a little piece of fringe znissing, but the 
boots were nearly new, and had fetched a good price ; but 
on leaving the pawnnshop every trace of the woman dis- 
appeared, though a person somewhat similar in appearance 
had taken passage a few days afterwards as a steerage-pas- 
senger in a steamer leaving Liverpool for America. The 
man who accompanied her was working his way across, 
and appeared by all accounts to be a sailor ; the woman 
was dressed differently, but thepolice seemed convinced 
of her identity, though Mr. Frere remained doubtful. 
"The clue is too slight a one," he remarked, rather con- 
temptuously : " most likely our beggar^wife is at present 
in one of the rookeries in the neighborhood of the Seven 
Dials. I don't believe she has gone to America at all." 
And this opinion he maintained In the flEioe of all argument 
to the contrary. 
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Mr. Frere had worked throughout with a zeal that ahnost 
hurt his sister : she could not understand that it was only 
his tense of duty that was stirring him up to such un- 
wonted exertion. She thought in her sensitiveness that 
her appeal had displeased him, and that he was anxious to 
get ria of the child. 

And vet the little one was growing very dear to them 
both. " Marjory Daw," as Mr. Frere always persisted in 
calling her,— though Anne with much patient persistence 
had translated the child's broken words into ** Marjory 
dear," or "little Marjory," as she alwavs named herself, 
— ^was fast becoming the pet of the whole house; even 
Mackay, in spite ot her sour speeches, secretly caressed 
and made much of her. 

She was certainly a most engaging little creature, with a 
tongue that ran on like a purling brook ; and, though by 
no means faultless, — for even at that age she developed a 
fedr amount of self-will and temper, — eJie had a way of 
kissing and making up for her naughtiness that was ex- 
tremely winning. "Margy won't kye no more. Little 
Margy dood now," was her favorite speech after one of her 
tantrums ; and she would run and put nerself in the comer, 
unbidden, until she was fetched out and forgiven. 

" Oh, Capel, I do not know how I shall ever bring myself 
to part with her !" Anne said one day when the child had 
been with them about three months, and no one had yet 
claimed her. " One can see she has been dreadfully spoiled, 
and I dare say she will give us plenty of trouble by and 
by, her will is so strong even now ; but how is one to help 
loving her?" 

" I do not see that you need try to help it," he returned, 
rather dryly, as he unfolded his "Times." It was damp, 
and that ruffled him a little. And then he thought, from 
Anne's expression of countenance, that he was in for a 
serious discussion about Marjory ; and, though he liked the 
child, and would have missed her sorely, he did so hate 
making up his mind, or being wheedled into some decision 
that nught prove troublesome hereafter. 

Anne knew her brother's shifty ways by this time ; but 
she could be mildly obstinate on occasions, and she had de- 
termined tliat Oai)el should tell her his mind on this sub- 
ject. 

" You remember what I asked you on Christmas Eve ?-" 
she said, looking at him rather wistfully. 

" Oh, yes, I Bupxx)se so ; but your remark struck me that 
night as singularly premature." 

"It was a sudden instinct. — ^an inspiration," she re- 
tamed, quickly. " I opened tne door, and then she came 
to me, holding out her dear little hands. I felt it was my 
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Christmas-gift coming to me across the snow. Oh, I can* 
not descrifai it !'' 

"Gifts are geuorally kept," was the gruflf response, for 
he understood the drift of her speech, though it was a little 
too gushing to suit his masculine taste. *He could not tell, 
for his part, why she should call it an inspiration : it was 
too high-flown a term. But there, he would not quarrel 
with her, for she had risen from her seat, and her hand 
was on his shoulder, stroking him gently. 

"Oh,CapelI Do you mean it? Maylkeep her,reallv?" 

" She seems shunted on to us," was the cool reply : " we 
have simply no choice in the matter, unless we send her to 
the workhouse, and that ^oes againsi the grain, somehow. 
In fact, I should not mucn like that myself." 

** You are fond of her, dear?" 

"Oh, yes, I am fond of her," he returned, grudgingly, 
for he was not in an amiable mood that morning, and he 
wanted to get to his " Times." " She is very well, as far as 
children go. If she were ugly, now, I could not tolerate 
her for a moment. I do not think ugly children should be 
suffered to live. People are always calling out for a censor- 
ship of the press ; but I think we need more a public cen- 
sor for babies." 

" Oh, what nonsense, Capel I" 

"Let me tell you:" in a combative voice, "we should 
have a stronger and better generation if all the weakly 
and deformed babies were put painlessly out of the world. 
Of course it would be a difacult and unpleasant post ; but 
so is the public hangman's, and yet plenty of men could 
be found to fill that. We snould want a very special sort 
of person as censor ; and, as a matter of fact, I don't think 
it would be easy to find such a one. Then, if the law 
passed, I am afraid here and there we should find a parent 
in opposition, and there would be much writing to the 
* Times,' and no end of a row. You see, most j^arents are 
so confoundedly selfish : they care more for their children 
than they do for the common cause of humanity. Instead 
of thinking of the future good of unborn generations, they 
are full of their own Harries and Toms. Harry may be 
rickety, or Tom deaf and dumb, but you would never get 
them to believe in the utility of a little chloroform." 

" My dear Capel, I am glad no one else hears you talk in 
this horrible manner : they might really believe that you 
meant it." 

" Of course it must be done young, — ^in the very earliest 
infancy^" he went on, without heeding her shocked pro- 
test. "We are not quite barbarians, and everything would 
have to be done in the most merciful way, with a strict 
regard to the parents' feeling. But there I what is the use 
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of starting theories ? We English will never be as enlight- 
ened and practical on this point as the Spartans. The fact 
is, we have a national prejudice in favor of life. * Live and 
let live' is our maxim. When we massacre, we do it whole- 
sale." 

" Oh, I do not follow you in the least," she said, shaking 
her head at him. 

" Of course we must get rid of our surplus population," 
he continued, carelessly: "sometimes we poison a river. 
Ask our Sanitary Commissioners what I mean by that. 
And sometimes we snugly nurse a fever, or some foifl pesti- 
lence, bred and engenaered in the wretched hutches we 
call dwellings for our poor, and we get a hundred or two 
mowed down in that way, — ^the * visitation of Providence,' 
is not that what they call it? but I should think the dying 
wretches lying in their fever-tainted holes know it more 
truly for the devil's work. Ah, this is a fine nation, a 
grand nation^ Anne, my dear ; but I think you would own 
we had our flaws and our weak points, if I took you into 
certain haunts I know in the East End of London." 

" You make me shudder to hear you when you talk like 
tills. You make me feel as though we were all wrong, 
somehow ; and yet how much good is being done every- 
where I" 

"There are too many tares amon^ the wheat," he re- 
turned, gloomily. "We have centunes of wrong-doing to 
undo, and evil weeds thrive best in some soils : we cannot 
change the face of things all at once : it will be a hand-to- 
hand fight as long as the world and the Church last." 

"Just so; but the right will triumph." And then she 
added, softly, " The thing is for every one to do a little. 
It always seems to me that people need not sacrifice their 
whole lives, and make other people uncomfortable, by 
wearing themselves out by some mighty effort, if one will 
just do the little bit of work nearest to them." 

"Ah, I believe you are about right there, Anne. If I 
had my will, I would level every convent and Anglican 
community-place down to the ground." 

" Leave them alone," was the equable reply : " the Sister- 
hoods mean well. On the whole, they are excellent crea- 
tures ; but I fancy charity could be organized in a wider 
and different way Suppose, for example, every .house- 
holder in London were to make himself or herself respon- 
sible in some sort of way for one Waif or stray." 

"A very pretty idea. Anne, but not practical," he re- 
turned, hastily. " By ihe bye, — revenona d noa moutona, — 
we have forgotten our own special waif and stray, Marjory 
Daw. So it would really make you happier for me to con- 
Bent to your adoption of the child ?" 
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'* Oh, 60 much happier !" she assured him, with spark- 
ling ey69. 

"Then, my dear, let it be as you wish. The trouble will 
be yours, not mine ; for heaven forbid my meddling with 
nursery arrangements I As far as I am concerned, the ' bit 
lassie' does not interfere with my comfort : she warms my 
slippers now, and may prove very useful by and by. To 
be sure," — correcting himself, — " she burnt one of my Tur- 
key-red ones that you were so good as to work for me ; but 
I have no doubt her intentions were excellent, though 
Mackay scolded her so severely for her scorched pinafore. 
I thought Marjory Daw's reply was very reasonable, and 
not wanting in philosophy. * Stupid fire bumted them, ' she 
remarked, very truly, * not Margy-do.' Of course, on calm 
reflection, one agrees with the child." 

" Yes ; but, Capel, no one in the house spoils her as you 
do. You really should not let her see how much her little 
tempers amuse you." 

**0f course she will be excellently brought up," was the 
somewhat rude reply to this. "Old maids' children and 
bachelors' wives are always paragons." 

And after this he was suffered to enjoy his "Times" in 
peace. 

But, in spite of Mr. Frere's grudging philosophy, and 
that profound satire in which his soul deughted, Marjory 
and he were soon inseparable. 

The child was simply devoted to him, and regarded him 
in the light of a big playfellow. "Where's my F'ere?" 
was her cry from morning to night ; and she trotted about 
the house after him like a sturdy little dog. When he 
went out she , would climb up on her high chair by the 
window to waft kisses to him until he was out of sight ; 
and, generally, the first thing he saw on his return was 
the curly head nidnodding on the window-seat, where she 
and her dolls were established, waiting for him. 

Once she was ill with some childish ailment, and a little 
fractious and contrary, after the manner of small people 
under like circumstances. Anne, who was by this time 
quite bound up in the child, was secretly chagrined by the 
way Marjory craved for her brother's presence. 

"Tell my F'ere Margy wants him," she would say, with 
much dignity, when Mackay or one of the other servants 
entered me room. 

And if he came to her — as he often did, with the utmost 
good nature — she would order him to sit down and tell her 
a story, or make him carry her about the room. Once 
Anne found them threading beads together, and Capel's 
brown, well-shaped hands perfectly laden with red and 
blue rings with which Marjory had adorned him. 
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Capel gave an odd little laugh as he met Anne's quizzical 
glance. 

" We shall soon be in our dotage," he said, with a shake 
of hi* head : " this baby-witch is fooling us both. See 
here, my dear, this is my wedding-ring. In nursery mar- 
riages both the happy couple wear one. Mine is blood-red, 
you see, emblem or faith to the death ; Marjory Daw's is 
blue.'' 

"Margy's F'ere's wife." answered Marjory, triumph- 
antly, as she leaned her flushed face against his hand, for 
she was tired with her play, and then she patted nim 
softly. " My F'ere's a lubbly man, and Margy loves him, 
and will gi\e him one, two, three kisses." 

It was certainly strange, but Marjory, from the first, 
always tried to conceal her naughtiness from Mr. Frere. 
Her fits of temper and obstinacy, the wilful ways that 
presently gave Anne so much trouble, were all kept for 
her adopted mother. 

She loved Anne, — ^indeed, she was an affectionate child, 
and loved every one that showed her any kindness, — but 
she was high-spirited and rather combative by nature, and 
Anne's mild but firm rule often fretted her. 

She would have liked to play from morning to night, 
and to lead as free a life as the butterflies that skim so aim- 
lessly through the summer air, being a most idle and merry 
little soul ; but Anne, who had been well brought up her- 
seli^ and had fine theories on the subject of woman's work 
and mission, was determined to lay a good foundation 
from the earliest age. So Marjory had her baby-lessons, 
and at a certain time every day brought her little painted 
work-box to Anne and sat down on the stool at her feet, 
to do her inch or two of laborious hemming. 

It was generally a bad time for both of them unless 
Capel was in the room. Marjory, who hated work, alter- 
nately shed tears and pricked her fingers. Very ofteii the 
mere sight of her little work-box, with its pleasing view 
of Greenwich Hospital and a pensioner or two in the dis- 
tance, brought on a fit of naughtiness ; but all in vain ; 
Marjory might sulk, and stamp, and cry until her eyes 
were red, the baby-task must be done. 

Once Capel, who was present, interceded for his little 
favorite. 

^* Do let her off this afternoon, Anne. I declare, it quite 
makes me uncomfortable to see that child stabbing herself 
every minute with her needle. That little stained hand-* 
kerchief is quite pathetic." 

" Marjory is too clumsy ; she ought not to prick herself," 
returned Anne, severely; but she exchanged an amused 
glance over the culprit's curly head. 

4. 
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When the work was laid aside, and Marjory's fat little 
legs had carried her out of the room, Anne remarked, can- 
didly,- 

" I do not like making her so unhappy, but first steps 
are always difficult, and most children nate work. I know 
I did, and gave my mother plenty of trouble. You see, if 
I did not master her she would soon get the better of me ; 
for you have no idea how excessively naughty Marjory 
can be." 

"Naughty children always turn out best," was Mr. 
Frere's response to this. " We all of us have got a devil 
in us, — ^perhaps not you, Anne, my dear, for you were 
always a good sort, but the resi of us poor l^umans. It 
has to be exorcised : sometimes half a ufetime passes be- 
fore we really cast it out. But there ! what is the use of 
talking to a Uttle saint like you?" 

But, in spite of Marjory's wilfulness, and though Anne 
at times felt an uneasy sense of responsibility, neither she 
nor Capel would have been happy without the child. She 
seemed to fill the void in Anne's life and lend to it a little 
of the importance and joy of maternity : the interest that 
is often missing in a single woman's life was hers by adop- 
tion and choice. 

When Anne said, in her innocent way, " I love Marjory 
as though she were my own child," she really believed 
what she said, and could not have understood that there 
was anything wanting to her complete satisfaction. 
People would remonstrate with lier sometimes on the 
impropriety of a mere baby, such as Marjory was, calling 
her adopted mother by her Christian name. 

** It is such an easy name to say," Anne would answer, 
deprecatingly : **she has taken to it from the first. You 
see, she hears Capel calling it all day long, and so it has 
come naturally to her." 

Things went on smoothly in this way for three years, 
until Marjory was seven years old ; and then there came a 
sudden interruption, — an event that threatened the happy 
little household with a moral earthquake, and which 
caused Anne ffreat distress of mind. 

It happened one fine summer morning that Mr. Frere 
and Marjory were crossing Kensington Gardens on their 
way home, when Maiiory, who was a little hot and tired 
from playing hide-and-seek with the dog, Fluff's mother, 
among the trees, pleaded to rest a little on one of the 
benches. 

Mr. Frere, who had his paper with him, very willingly 
consented to this arrangement;. 

There was a woman sitting on the bench, and Mr. Frere, 
M he opened his paper, gave her a cursory glance, as men 
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will when they find themselves in a stranger's company. 
She seemed a respectable person, very neaUy dressed, evi- 
dently the wife of a small tradesman ; at least, that was 
his opinion as he topk stock of her. She was a good-look- 
ing woman, too, who might have been handsome in her 
youth, but was now care-worn and depressed. 

**It is astonishing how many care-worn faces one sees 
among women in London," Mr. Frere thought to himself; 
for among his numerous hobbies was the study of physiog- 
nomy, and many an hour had he passed sitting on this 
self-same seat, watching the faces of the people as they 
passed him, and speculating on them and their probable 
nistories ; but, on this occasion, being somewhat weary, 
he forbore his usual study. 

So he read cahnly, while the woman sat and rested her^ 
self on the other end of the bench ; but Marjory, who was 
never long tired, and needed perpetual motion like a kitten, 
slipped from her seat and began teaching Zoe to walk on 
her nind-legs, to that creature's infinite disgust. 

The leading article was interesting, and claimed all Mr. 
Frere's attention, so that he did not even notice the way- 
ward grace of Marjory's movements as she danced lightly . 
hither and thither in the pleasant shade, — though he was 
generally pleased to watch her ; but a few niinutes after- 
wards he was fully roused by hearing a stifled scream from 
the woman beside him/ 

She had risen, and was standing stiffly, pointing with 
her outstretched hand to the child. Marjory's white cape 
had become loosened with her play, and the necklace of 
Venetian beads with the medallion, that she constantly 
wore, was plainly visible against her white frock. It was 
this tnat had attracted the woman's attention, and to which 
she was pointing. 

"Who gave her that?" she asked, in a shrilL agitated 
voice that frightened the child, for she ran up to Capel and 
caught hold of his hand. " Miiijory ! — ^yes, of course it is 
Marjory. I might have known it some minutes ago, in- 
stead of puzzling over the face so. But she is grown, — she 
is grown, and I could not be sure." 

SLp. Frere felt himself turning a little pale. 

** Do you know this child ?" he askea. " Why do you 
call her by her name ?" And then, as he asked the ques- 
tion, he remembered that ha had not himself spoken to 
Marjory, — that the silence between them had been un- 
broken. ** Who are you ? What does this mean?" he con- 
tinued, harshly, with the thoroughly English aislike of 
being aux)ed strong in his mind. 

The woman shivered a little at the question, and sat 
■ilent. She was almost ghastly in ber sudden paleness, 
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but, as her lips remained closed, her eyes penued the 
child's faoe hungrily. 

'*It is the same and not the same." she muttered; 
'* children's faces change so. But that/' — pointing to the 
medallion, — ** there are not two of them. It opens, sir, 
does it not?— and there is M. L. C. in a monogram, finished 
with three little pearls? Ah, I knew it I" as Mr. Frere 
seemed too confounded by this strange statement to make 
any reply; and then she shivered again, and her lips 
became almost blue, in spite of the summer heat. " Come 
to me, Marjory!'' she said, in a highly-strained voice; 
" come to your mother, my dear I" 



CHAPTER V. 

BOtS. OHABD'S BTOBT. 

As the woman uttered these singular words, she stretched 
out her hands with a little gesture of entreaty ; but the 
child shrank from her and hid behind Mr. Frere. 

" Come away," she said, trying to pull him with all her 
force ; for he was standing as though lost in some dream. 
" Come away. I do not hke that woman : she stares so." 

"You will not come and make friends with me, my 
dear?" in a humble, almost deprecating voice. 

"No, I will not,'' returned Marjory, flatly. "I never 
had any mother, and I want to go home to Anne." 

" Hush, child, hush !" remonstrated Mr. Frere, quite 
shocked at his prot^^^ a rudeness. It was not often that 
he saw Marjory in one of her little tempers, and he hardly 
approved of the scorn with which she was regarding the 
stranger. " My good woman/' he continued, in an embar- 
rassed voice, " you must forgive me if I hardly know what 
to think : the whole thing is so unexpected. You claim to 
be this child's mother, you profess to recognize her, and 
yet for four whole years this child has been under our care, 
and. in spite of all our efforts to find her natural guardians, 
she nas remained unclaimed." 

" I can explain all that," she returned ; but he noticed, 
with a little surprise, that she dropped her eyes as she 
spoke. " There will be much to ask and much to tell, for 
it is a strange story altogether." 

"You will have to give us very sufficing proofe " he 
intemrpted, sternly, for the woman's manner did not 
please him. She seemed to avoid his scrutinizing glanoe, 
and, though her agitation appeared real, there was a ner* 
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Tousness and uncertainty abont her that seemed strange 
under the circumBtances. 

" Of course I shall furnish you with proofe." she replied, 
a little sullenly. "I can give you one at ,the present 
moment. Has not the child on her left arm, j ust above 
the place where she was vaccinated, a curious luue mark, 
— ^a faint tracing almost like the letter L ?" 

" My sister will tell you about that," he returned, hastily, 
for he was not anxious to compromise himself ; but a chill 
feeling of discomfort came ovel: him at her words. He had 
seen the mark himself, and he could not but own that the 
woman was already giving him strong proofs of her inti- 
mate acquaintance with the child. No one but Anne and 
himself knew that the medallion opened, and the exist- 
ence of the monogram had never been revealed to another 
I)erson. 

'His anxiety was intense, but he tried to disguise it under 
an abrupt manner. 

*< We cannot talk about such things here," he said, rather 
shortly. " The child is tired, and I must take her home. 
I will give you my address, and you can come and give us 
all the necessary particulars. It is too important a matter 
to discuss in a hurry, and I warn you my sister is too fond 
of Marjory to give ner up lightly." 

'' I am thankful she has fallen into such good hands," 
she returned, in a subdued voice. " The child was stolen 
from me, and I have had no peace thinking how she had 
fared all these years. Heaven is good to us when we least 
deserve it. Yes, I will come to your house, sir, — to-morrow, 
maybe. I see you are a gentleman, and will give a poor 
woman fair play." 

^* And you must bring your proofe," he repeated. ** By 
the way, you have not ^ven me your name." 

"Mrs. Chard, sir,— Miriam Chard." 

" Do you mean that is Marjory's name ?" looking sharply 
at her. 

This time there was perceptible hesitation in her manner. 
The question seemed to surprise her a little. 

"No, that is not her name," she replied, slowly, and 
again he noticed that strange blueness and twitching of 
her lips. " I've married again since I lost her. My first 
husband's name was Deane, — Robert Deane." 

" Was that Marjory's father ?" 

" Yes, that was Marjory's father," she replied, quickly, 
and her countenance lightened. " Poor Robert never saw 
much of our child, for he left us and went to Australia, 
and very soon afterwards I heard of his death." 

"Well, well, we will talk of this again," he said, a little 
impatiently. " Maijory, you must uiake hands with thlA 

4* 
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person. She says she knew you when you were a little 
baby." 

But Marjory put her hands behind her, and obstinately 
refused the shghtest overture. 

** Let her be," returned the woman, brushing away some 
tears. She looked so grieved and pafient, that, in spile of 
his instinctive dislike, Mr. Frere felt almost sorry for her. 
** Children have short memories ; but of course it feels hard 
to see the creature one has nursed at one's own breast, and 
rocked to sleep night after night, turn away like that. But 
there I I will come to-morrow, and maybe we shall be bet- 
ter friends.". And then she sat down on the bench again, 
and watched them until they were out of sight. 

Marjory was very cross and contrary all the way home. 
She hung with all ner weight on Mr. Frere's arm, fidgeted 
incessanuy, asked questions without ceasing, and clamored 
fretfully for his answers,^was first hot, and then thirsty, 
and then so tired that he thought seriously of carrying 
her. big girl as she was. At last, being very wearied and 
irritable nimself, he lost patience with her, and desired 
her quite roughly to hold her tongue, at whicn unexpected 
treatment— fbr he was generally her uncomplaining slave 
— Marjory relapsed into tears and sullenness, in which state 
she remained until they reached home. 

Mr. Frere was longing and yet dreading to see his sister. 
" Happy the man," he thought, " who had such a sensible 
woman as Anne to consult in all his difficulties !" but, even 
as he fortified himself with this reflection, he remembered 
that the intelligence he had to impart would wound her 
grievously. 

This made him faint-hearted, and induced him to slacken 
his footsteps as he approached the house and saw Anne, in 
her large Droad-brimmed hat and neat gardening-apron, 
raking the beds under the drawing-room window. 

He always admired her in this costume, she looked so 
young and girlish in it ; with her slim^tiny figure, one 
could almost have taken her for a child. His courage sunk 
as he looked at her, she was so happy, so tranquil. She was 
humming a little French air, always a sign that things 
were well with her ; but now he must bring a cloud to her 
face. 

As he crossed the little plot of grass, he was wondering 
in what words he could best clothe his unpleasant com- 
munication. He must beat about the bush a little first, 
he thought ; but Marjory saved him all trouble by precipi- 
tating herself upon Anne with a childish sob and pouring 
out her grievance : 

" Oh, Anne, such a horrid walk ! and he"^pointing in 
a pettish manner to Mr. Frere — *' has been 00 cross ! And 
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there waa a nasty woman, with big black eyes, who called 
me Marjory, and said she was nay mother ; but I told her 
I had not got any mothers, and I won't have any, except 
my dear, darling Anne. And she's coming to-morroW: 
but she shan't take me away, for I won't go ! — no, I won't ! 
I will scream and hold on to the palings until the police- 
man comes !" And Marjory stamped as she spoke 

*' Hush, my pet ! no one shall take you away," returned 
Anne, kissing ner fondly : but Mr. Frere saw that she had 
become suddenly very pale, and her lips trembled. ** Run 
to Mackay, darling, and ask her to give you some milk and 
a sponge-cake, and I will come to you directly." 

But the moment Marjory had run off, she threw down 
her rake and led the way round the house to a covered 
bench, where they would be unseen and undisturbed. 

** Now, Capel, what does this mean?" she asked, breath- 
lessly ; and she fixed her eyes anxiously on his face as he 
narrated the strange circumstance of the morning. 

" You should have brought her back with you," she said, 
feverishly, when he had finished. " You did not think or 
me and my suspense. How am I to live through the night 
until I know if this woman's story be true?" 

" My dear Anne !" he remonstrated, for her vehemence 
quite alarmed him ; she was always so quiet and reason- 
able, even in her troubles, but now there was a red, angry 
spot in her cheeks, and her eyes shone with excitement. 

" Oh, Capel, it is too hard, after all these years, and just 
when we have got to look upon her as our own. I cannot 
part with her \ — Indeed I cannot I" 

** Nay, my dear, be practical. Not part with her to her 
own mother?" 

" Oh, how coldly you speak ! But that is the way of 
men, I suppose. She must be a strange sort of mother, to 
judge from your account. Mrs. Chard, — ^Miriam Chard. 
Oh, what a hateful name ! She must be a hateful woman, 
I am sure. Don't look at me in that way, Capel. I'm not 
reasonable — not a bit — ^where Marjory is concerned. If it 
were not for you, I think I should run away with her." 

" You had better go and he down, dear ; you have tired 
yourself raking those beds in the sun, and now this has 
upset you. Go into the house and rest yourself," he added, 
in his most affectionate manner. 

He had never seen Anne so moved, so angry before, and 
it almost frightened him. He could not understand how 
even a quiet woman can be roused to excitement at any 
attack threatening the peace of one dependent on her ; the 
instinct of protection is so strong in some women. 

Anne smiled faintly at this advice, but she was sensible 
enough to take it ; for her head began to throb ominously, 
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and she knew a few hours of pain and misery were in store 
for her. Capel was left to his own devices for the re- 
mainder of the day, for Marjory sulked most persevM"- 
ingly, and would not open her lips. 

*' I am holding my tongue," she said, majestically, when 
he inquired why she was so cross. " You told me to do it, 
you know." 

Mr. Frere looked at her with grave rebuke, but he very 
wisely refrained from his usual coaxing, and poor Marjory 
was left to enjoy her enforced silence in peace. 

Anne looked very worn and jaded when she made her 
appearance the next morning. She had not closed her 
eves the whole night, and even Mr. Frere, when he ioined 
them some hours later, owned that his rest had not been 
as unbroken as usual. 

'^ The whole thing is such a confounded bore, one hates 
being mixed up in this sort of mess," he said, rather crossly ; 
but Anne did not carry on the subject. She set about her 
usual business, — occupying herself with a heavy heart, it 
is true, — and so the morning dragged on. 

Both of them were anxiously looking for their unwel- 
come visitor, but it was Anne who faltered and turned pale 
when the dreaded name was announced. Mr. Frere iiad 
had time to collect his forces, and was as cool as possible. 

It had been arranged between them that he should be 
spokesman; and he addressed the woman at once, very 
guardedly : 

"We should like to hear all you have to tell us, Mrs. 
Chard. You may be as explicit as you like, not only about 
Mariory, but about yourself and your surroundings." 

" I have no objection to tell you about myself," she re- 
turned, very civilly, but in the same subdued voice in 
which she had spoken yesterday. 

He had placed her in a chair facing the window, and 
was himself sitting with his back to the light. By this, 
he would not lose a single change of expression. He saw 
at once that she was not unconscious of his intention of 
watching her ; for she darted an uneasy look at him 
before she began. But from that time she kept her eyes 
fixed on the hands that were folded so tightly in her 
lap. 

It could not be denied that she told her story very fairly. 

She had been a servant, she said, and had kept her 
situation until she had married ; and, strange to say^ her 
mother had served her old mistress Jn the same capacity. 

"I was in the house as a child, and played with my 
young mistress many a time when we were children to- 
gether," she went on. "It was always understood that aa 
BOOH as I was old enough I should cobm to the C^rangtt m 
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tmdeivhoiiseinaid ; for my old mistress always thought a 
good deal of my mother, and she wanted me to be trained 
under her own eyes. I was always happy at the Grange ; 
for I respeoted my old mistress and T dearly loved my 
young one—" 

"^d their names?" demanded Mr. Frere, abruptly. 

Mrs. Chard colored a little at the interruption. 

<<My old mistress's name was Mrs. Weston, and my 
young mistress's was Miss Lilias." 

'* Lilias Weston. I shall remember that ; it is rather an 
unconmion name. ' ' 

''She changed it about the same time as I changed 
mine." returned Mrs. Chard, with another flickering un- 
easy look at him. "We were married within a month of 
eacn other. My old mistress had been dead only six 
months ; but she made me promise to stop on at the Grange 
until Miss Lilias was married." 

"And whom did Miss Lilias marry?" asked Mr. Frere, 
carelessly. 

"His name was Carr, sir," catching her breath for a 
moment. " I can't rightly say his Christian name, but I 
think it was Philip, or maybe Sydney ; anyhow, he was a 
fine, handsome gentleman, though not so rich as they 
thought; for something went wrong with his money 
shortly afterwards, and they had to go to Peru, where he 
had a mine. But, however that may be. Miss Lilias doted 
on him, as all the world could see." 

" And they went away?" 

" Yes, sir ; and they are away still, for all I know. Her 
mother's dead, and the Grange has been let, and has 
passed into other hands : and it is not likely that, even if 
they came back to England, they would take the trouble 
to find me out : eight years is a long time." 

" And you married Robert Deane. — Maijory's father?" 

A softened look came into Mrs. Cnard's eyes. 

" Yes, sir ; and more's the pity, as the neighbors would 
tell you, if you asked them ; for Robert did not treat me aa 
well as he should, though I was that fond of him that I 
was only too ready to forgive him. We lived down at 
Chigwell ; Robert's father had the forge there, and Robert 
had worked under him from a boy ; out he was uppish, 
and always wanted to be master, and one day he and his 
father had words, and then nothing would do but Robert 
must go to Australia." 

"Do you mean that he left you behind?" 

She nodded mournfully. 

" Well, you see, sir, Robert was a bit gay ; and, like many 
young fellows, he was for seeing the world, — never remem- 
bering his father's words that ' RoUixig stones gather no 
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moss.' He was very Mr-spoken, was Robert, and he was 
forever telling me that a good workman like himself would 
do better in Australia, and that, as Marjory was too young 
to bear the voyage, he must go alone first, and then 1 ooula 
follow him later with the child. There were other reasons, 
too, for my staying behind, but I need not trouble you with, 
all that." And she hurried on : " When I bade him good- 
by, I never thought it was my last look at him : he died 
on the way out, and that was the first news I had of him." 

" How long ago did that happen ?" 

"Between five or six years: my baby waa not ouite 
eighteen months old when I heard that I waa a widow. 
Everything seemed to come on me at once ; for my father- 
in-law died shortly afterwards, and not six months after 
that, my mother followed : so for a time I was quite 
friendless." 

"And Maijory?" observed Mr. Frere, significantly; for 
he feared a long dissertation on the young widow's woes. 
Women love to dwell on their griefs,- he thought ; and, 
after all, this had very little to do with Marjory's disap- 
pearance. 

"I am coming to that." she said, as though deprecating 
his abruptness ; " but I tnought you and Miss Frere wished 
to have it all plain from the beginning. That is why I 
troubled you with the sad story of my married Ufe. I 
kept on the cottage at ChigweU, because I had nowhere 
else to go. I had another Uttle girl with me, whom I had 
brought up with my own. Her mother was in a lunatic 
asylum, and her father, poor man, wanted a likely nurse 
for her, as he paid hberally. I found little Sissie a great 
help to me." 

"Little Sissie?" 

"We called her that instead of Cicely, sir. Her father 
was a Captain Cooper, in the Hussars, and she and my 
Manory were rare playfellows." 

"Wait a moment, Capel I" exclaimed Anne, In an agi- 
tated whisper. She seemed struggling with some effort of 
memory. " When the child first came to us, I remember 
that for two or three nights she cried because she had not 
said good-night to Sis. I wondered at the time whom she 
meant." 

" It was just her little bedfellow. Sissie." returned Mrs. 
Chard, with more emotion than she kad yet shown. " They 
used to sleep together— the pretty dears i--and many a time 
have I stood and watched them, looking like little angels, 
with their arms round each other. Sne was always so 
fond of Sis, was Marjory." 

" Is the child with you still, Mrs. Chard?" 

"Oh, dear, no, sir,'' with another flicker of the eyelidi 
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in his direction. " Her poor mother died, but an aunt 
came and fetched her away very soon after I lost Marjory. 
It was a double loss, as I may say, for I cared for one 
almost as much as for the other ; but I am bound to say 
they paid me handsomely when they took her away." 

" Ajid now about Marjory?" 

** Very well, sir ; I will tell you all about that. Marjory 
was three years old the very day she was stolen. I re- 
member that morning far too well. Sis was not very well, 
and I had laid her on her bed for a good sleep, and I 
was washing in the little outhouse while Marjory played 
in the kitchen." 

"How was she dressed that morning?" putting the 
question very carelessly, as though the answer was of no 
importanoe. But she replied without a moment's hesita- 
tion : 

"Well, it was her birthday, you see, and she had begged 
me to put on her best dress, — a gray merino, that a kind 
lady had given her. Some of Sissie's clothes were out- 
grown, for she was a big girl, and Marjory always took 
those. So she was nicely dressed that morning, and looked 
like a lady's child ; and she had on her beads, too. She 
always wore them on Sundays and holidays." 

"Will you mind telling me how you came by such 
things, Mrs. Chard, and me meaning of the monogram 
M.L. C?" 

Mr. Frere put the question with studious politeness, but 
there was no perceptible hesitation in the woman's manner 
as she answered hhn : 

"They are curious beads, are they not, sir? Some one 
told me they came from Venice. They belonged to my 
old mistress, Mrs. Weston, and the monogram is the initials 
of her maiden name, — ^Maud Lilias Cardigan. She left 
stores of fine ornaments when she died, and Miss Lilias 
picked this out for me to keep. Marjory was fona of it 
from a baby, so I let her wear lib." 

" Well, go on," he retm-ned, as though satisfied. 

" I was washing, as I said, and a little bit hot and irri- 
table with' my work ; and when one of those peddler- 
women came to the door, and wanted to show me her 
wares, T did not answer her quite as civilly as I ought to 
have done. She was a tall, dark woman, and I remember 
she had a red and black shawl." (Here Mr. Frere and his 
sister exchanged looks.) " She had a cast in one eye, and 
I did not mucn like the look of her. She seemed a likely 
sort to lay hands on anything within reach. 

" * I don't want any of your wares, and I will thank you 
to tramp off ttiese premises as quickly as possible,' I said, 
rather roughly. 
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" * You might have answered a body civilly, missis/ sh© 
said, with a sort of unpleasant scowl on her face ; and I 
heard her mutter something to herself as she turned away. 
But Sissie woke just then, and was crying out for me : so 
I just dried my hands from the suds and ran into the back 
room where the children slept.*' 

"And Marjory was playing in the kitchen?" 

"Ah I I never thou^t of Marjory/' she returned, in a 
shamed voice. "I thought she had been quieter than 
usual during the last half-hour, but I never went to the 
door to call her, as I generally aid, to make sure she was 
safe I and I fear — I very much fear she had strayed into 
the nigh-road, as she was a daring sort of chdld, and there 
the tramp must have found her. It was naughty of her 
to run out, for she had no hat or cloak on ; but she had 
done it once before— she and Sissie together — for play. I 
was with Sissie some time, — ^for she was feverish and frac- 
tious, and would not be left, — and then I went into the 
kitchen to look for Marjory. There were her briclis and 
doll under the table they called their cubby-house ; but I 
found one of the bricks aiterwards by the gate, and another 
lying outside in the road, — ^which prove what I said, — but 
no trace of the child anywhere. Well, sir, you may judge 
how frightened I was, and how I called * Marjory ! Mar- 
lory !' until I was hoarse ; and then all at once I remem- 
oered the peddler-woman, and then I got nearly crazy with 
terror. Well, I searched everywhere, and I got my neigh- 
bors to help me : but none of them had seen the child. The 
woman had called at several houses in the village, and had 
regaled herself at the ale-house, but that was before she 
came to my cottage. No one had seen her afterwards, and 
no one had noticed Marjory. I walked miles that day, and 
questioned every one I met. We applied at the police- 
station, — at least, one of the men did when he came home 
from work ; for I was too much out of my wits to do much 
more than pace the roads, calling out to the child ; and, to 
make a long story short, from that day to yesterday I never 
came across a trace of Marjory, though I heard long after- 
wards that a woman answering to the description had been 
seen in a wagon going towards London, but there was ap- 
parently no child with her.'' 

"It is very strange," observed Mr. Frere, thoughtftilly, 
as the woman paused with a weary air, as though her nar- 
rative had exhausted her. "Surely you must have seen 
our advertisements, or the police must have identified the 
child?" 

" I did answer one advertisement." she replied, despond- 
ently, " but the child they brought io me was not Ma^oiy ; 
and' soon after I had brain-fever with the worry, and for 
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weeks I lav without sense. Some cousins of mine, hosiers 
in WhiteenapelLtook me away after that, and I lived with 
them till I met Ephraim Chard ; and he made me promise 
to marry him, and then we went down to Whitecliffe, 
where we live now." 

" You must mye me time to make all possible inquiries," 
observed Mr. Frere, as she paused again and seemed to 
wait for him to speak. " Your story is very clear, and I am 
sure that the tramp who brought Marjory into our garden 
on that Christmas jBiVe must have been the same as your 
peddler- woman. ' ' 

" Christmas Eve !" she repeated, eagerly. " That would 
not be so many days after I lost Marjory. Her birthday 
was on the 18th of December." And she listened with 
breathless interest as Mr. Frere briefly narrated how his 
sister had found the child. 

"You must let me consider what is to be done," he fin- 
ished. " I shall be glad if you will allow a week to elapse 
before you ask for our decision." 

"You are welcome to that," she answered, civilly. "I 
am staying with my cousins now. and Ephraim is coming 
up to fetch me. To tell you the iruth. sir, my husband is 
a near man, and not over-fond of children. I am not so' 
sure that he will be glad I have found Marjory." 

" I dare say we shall be able to arrange something satis- 
factory to all parties," returned Mr. Frere, a little im- 
patiently, for he wanted to get rid of the woman and to be 
left alone with Aane. Mrs. Chard seemed to understand 
this, for she rose, and, without asking to see Maijory again, 
took her leave. 

" I will not see her again until things are more settled," 
she said, when Mr. Frere asked if she wished Maijory to 
be fetched : " she did not seem to take to me, and I am too 
much a^tated to bear any more." And then she courtesied 
and withdrew. 

" Oh, Capel, I am afraid it is true, and that she is Mar- 
jory's motner!" exclaimed poor Anne, when the front 
aoor had closed on Mrs. Chard. " She seems civil-spoken 
and respectable, but I do not like her somehow ; tnere is 
not a true ring about her." 

" There is only one flaw in her evidence that I can see," 
returned her brother, pacing the room uneasily: "how 
can our advertisement have escaped the local police ? And 
there is another thing," — ^with a start : " do you not think 
it strange, Anne, that the woman should not have pawned 
the beads as well as the shoes?" 

This seemed to puzzle Anne also. 

" Perhaps she meant to do so, only some sudden difficulty 
made her part with the child too quickly : most likely the 

• d i 
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police were after her for some theft. Do you know, Capelf 
the clasp that confined the beads was so concealed and so 
difllcult to unfasten that I was obliged to let Marjory sleep 
in them for two or three nights before I could master it at 
all ; and every time I trieQi Marjory cried and struggled 
and made such a fuss.'' 

"She may have done the same when the beggar-wife 
touched her," replied Mr. Frere, rather struck by tnis, "or 
she may have found the clasp too hard for her clumsy 
fingers ; and, after all, the beads are more curious than 
valuable." 

"Shall you go down to Chigwell to make inquiries?" 
asked Anne, with a sigh. 

"Yes, to-morrow; and perhaps you would like to go 
with me? Do not look so unhappy, Anne, my dear. I 
begin to see a way out of our aimculties. If Ephraim 
Chard objects to children, he may consent to our adoption 
of Marjory." 

" I am glad, at least, that Marjory's name will not be 
Chard," observed Anne, grudgingly, for she had taken an 
unreasonable dislike to the woman. 

" I do not see that Deane is much better," returned her 
brother, dryly : and then Maijory's entrance into the room 
hindered any mrther discussion. 



CHAPTER VI. 

AT THE BLUE BOAB. 

Of course Anne accompanied her brother to Chigwell : 
she was one of those innocent meddling women who love 
to occupy themselves with other people's business. She 
had a sort of faith in her own instincts, that made her 
believe that things would not progress so well without her. 
" Men are all very well in their way," she would say^ with 
a shrewd nod of her head, "but they have an oblection to 
details. Capel would not pick up a pin if it lay before his 
eyes : I have been his pin-gatherer all our joint lives." 

Mr. Frere did not object to her company ; he always 
loved to have her with him on all occasions. But of course 
he thought, in his masculine wisdom, that he could have 
managed tilings in about half the time without her. She 
wasted a precious half-hour, for example, by mere senti- 
mentality. Who on earth but Anne would have insisted 
on their making a pilgrimage to the very cottage ftom 
whence Marjory had been stmen, that she might see with 
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her own eyes the birthplaoe of her protSg6e, the very red- 
tiled kitchen where she had played with her bricks in the 
cubby-house under the table, and the little path between 
the goosebeny-bushes where her truant feet had strayed 
that memorable dav in her eagerness to seek a forbidden 
world,--so like Marjory,— so like wilful Marjory ! 

On his part, Mr.Frere would have been auite content 
with inspecting the baptismal register, when ne had found 
the entry, "Marjory Liilias Deane," and with the facts 
that he had contrived to glean from the parish clerk, the 
mistress of the Blue Boar, and one or two of Mrs. Chard's 
old neighbors who could afford him any information. 

Mrs. Whelks, the rosy-faced owner of the Blue Boar, 
gave him the most satisfactory particulars : the woman 
who had owned the oottase aaioining Mrs. Chard's had 
latelv left the neighborhood, and no one quite knew what 
had become of her. 

"Jenny Wheeler— that was the body's nam&— and Mi- 
riam Deane were rare cronies," observed Mrs. Whelks, as 
she filled a talL old-fashioned glass with foaming ale and 
handed it to Mr. Frere. There was no one but himself in 
the snug bar. for Anne was still talking to the garrulous 
clerk hi the cnurch porch, so he and the rosy-cheeked land- 
lady became auite confidential. 

"Miriam — that is Mrs. Deane — ^was a little high," con- 
tinued Mrs. Whelks, " and was not what you would call 
neighborly : I think her ladies had spoiled her. And then 
Robert's roving ways soured her a bit. She lived mostly 
alone Uke after he was gone ; no one but Jenny ever crossea 
her threshold. But we would see her at church with the 
children : pretty, w^U-behaved little creatures they were, 
too, dressed aUke in their white pelisses and sun-bonnets. 
Jenny has told us since that Miriam was that proud of 
them, you could not have told which was her own child." 

It was evident Mrs. Whelks loved the sound of her own 
voice; her narrative soon became colloquial, and the "I 
says" and "she says," so dear to the uneducated classes, 
soon garnished her speech freely. Mr. Frere found himseli 
compelled to interpose an abrupt question, or a brusque re- 
minder that time to gentlemen of his calibre was a valu- 
able commodity ; now and then he took out his watch and 
looked at it gravely. By these salutary measures he con- 
trived by the end of half an hour to extract all he needed 
from the good woman. 

Mrs. Chard's story received ftdl corroboration. 

Mrs. Whelks weU remembered the time when Robert 
Deane first brought his young wife home, and how some- 
body had set the bells rin^ng, and how her own good man 
had said t« her that very day, " ' N*w, Peggy, folks w^n't 
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talk so much of your red cheeks, so you needn't be ho 
proud of them, lass : there's Bob Deane brought home a 
rare handsome weneh| that has no more color than an im- 
age, and there's our Jakes' — that's the hostler, sir — * says it 
is a pleasure only to look at her.' " 

She had much to say also on the subjeot of Kobert 
Deane's iniquities. His wife had smoothed matters over 
a little ; he had been evidently a mauvaU si^ety a ne'er-do- 
weel, as Mrs. Whelks called him. He was a strong young 
fellow, but he did not love work ; he was always idling 
round at the Blue Boar. He and his father quarrelled at 
last, — ^the old blacksmith cut up rough, as the landlady 

Ehrased it. — ^and Robert marched off, declaring he would 
ave nothing more to do with the concern ; and a month 
afterwards he had taken his passage for Australia. 

"Well, she was better without him. if she would only- 
have beheved it," went on Mrs. Whelks ; " but you can't 
get a woman to own that, however brutally her husband 
may treat her. And Jenny says she fretted dreadfully 
about it all ; and when the news of his death came she 
was like a wild thing, just crazy with grief, only the 
children's pretty ways Drought her round." 

With regiard to Marjory's disappearance, there was little 
that any one could tell. Mrs. Wheeler had gone away for 
three or four days, and had left the key of her cottage with 
Mrs. Deane, so her testimony was wanting. Mrs. Whelks 
was onlv just recovering from her confinement, but her 
husband had been in the bar that day, and had served out 
three-pennyworth of rum to a peddler-woman, for she had 
unstrapped her basket and placed it on the counter, and 
had shown him some of her wares.^ Mrs. Toosey, the 
butcher's wife, had bought a comb *and a ribbon, and 
Enmia Grubbins, from HoUytree Farm, had also pur- 
chased a brass thimble and some gray cotion ; but neither 
of them had liked the look of the woman, and Emma 
always vowed she had cheated her of sixpence. 

When the news reached the Blue Boar that Miriam 
Deane's little Marjory was missing, there had 'been a ^reat 
commotion in the village. Mr. Frere seemed to see it all 
without Mrs. Whelks's graphic description. Every one 
was talking at once; the few rustics were gaping and 
scratching their heads under the portico of the Blue Boar, 
without wit or sense except to stare and do nothing. 
Miriam was rushing up and down, with half a dozen 
children and dogs at her heels ; and Anthony Whelks and 
"our Jakes" were pondering the matter heavily, long 
before they made up their minds to harness Gray Madge 
to a light cart and fust go a mile or two along the London 
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If they had only been quicker in their movements Mr. 
Frere was sure that they must have overtaken the woman 
before she had come up with the wagon, unless she had 
crept behind some hedge or haystacK; as it was, Gray 
Madge trotted nearly toXiondon before Jakes gave up the 
searm in despair ; it was not until evening that a carter 
had come into the Blue Boar for a tankard of ale, and had 
described a wonlan that he had seen perched up on the top 
of the wagon, but, as far as he could see, there was no child 
with her. 

After this there was very little satisfactory information 
to be extracted ; the local police had done their work in- 
efficiently, and no trace of the woman or child had been 
discovered. Jenny Wheeler had been called away to 
London to nurse a dying sister, and during her absence 
little Sissie, the other cMld, had been fetched away by a 
lady, and after this Miriam Deane had been attacked by 
brain-fever. 

" She was badly ill, — ^at death's door, I have been told," 
continued the landlady. "It was as much as Betty 
Morgan could do to keep her in bed when the iits came on, 
though Betty is a powerful woman, but a trifle deaf. What 
do you say, sir?" — for Mr. Frere was tnring to interpose a 
q^uestion here, — " What has become of Betty ? Why, dead, 
sir, — dead this twelve months ; but she always did say thai 
the toughest bit of work she ever did in her life — and 
Betty was no chicken — was nursing poor Miriam Deane." 

"I suppose," observed Mr. Frere thoughtfully, as she 
actually paused for breath, " that it was owing to her ill- 
ness that Mrs. Deane failed to see my advertisement?" 

" Some of us saved them for her," returned Mrs. Whelks. 
''I know the moment she got strong she went up to 
London, for she told Betl^ that she thought tiie London 

Eolice had some clue. She saw two or three children, I 
elieve. Indeed, she made more than one journey to 
London, but always came back disappointed. She was 
never the same woman after her illness. She used to shake 
and call out if any one spoke to her suddenly. She could not 
abide her cottage without the children, — for she pined after 
Sissie as much as after her own child, — and so she sold all 
her bits of things, and went to her cousin in Whitechapel. 
Somebody was saying the other day that they heard 
she had married again. Oh, indeed, sir ; it is the truth, is 
it? Well, and what better could she do ? — ^being a pretty 
young woman, and lonesome, and without chicK or child, 
as they say. Must you be going, sir? Well, I think I 
have told you all I knew myself. There is Boger Knowles 
with the lady standing in the porch. Better let me make 
tke lady a cup of tea, for she looks fagged and poorly like." 
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Am Anne was thankfdl for the tea, and quite pleased at 
the idea of a ohat with the oomely landlady. Mr. Frere 
promised to odl for her in half an hour, and set out for the 
rorge and the butcher's shop ; but. though the people were 
oivu, and anxious to tell him all tney knew, that was little 
enough to the purpose. 

But he haa already verified the salient points of Mrs. 
Chard's story, and he knew that she had not lied to him. 
She had told it in a consistent, straightforward manner, 
keeping strictly to the sequence of events, and saying little 
about her own feelings. She had been brief, too, on the 
subject of her husband's faults, though he discovered now 
that they were heinous : but she had shown repressed agi- 
tation at the very mention of his name. 

'' I>epend upon it, she cared more for that scapegrace 
Bobert than she does for her present husband," he ob- 
served, 80 they walked towards the station in the cool of 
the evening. "What was it she said about Ephraim 
Chard,— that he was near, and hated children ? Very well, 
Anne, my dear. Now to open negotiations with Marjory's 
stepfather." 

Anne shuddered. 

'* You have sufficient proofe, Capel, that Mrs. Chard is 
really Maijory's mothers' 

" We cannot well ask for more," was the ffrave rejoinder ; 
and then for a little time they were both silent. 

Anne was making up her mind to the worst long before 
they reached home. Her Christmas-gift must be Riven up, 
— her child was to be hers no longer; and thougn, after a 
time her fears were modified, and Mliaiiory still remained 
with her adopted mother, still from that day a shadow had 
fallen over Anne's perfect satisfaction : the fulness of her 
content was slightly marred. Maiiory could never be quite 
her own with a living mother in the background. In spite 
of Mrs. Chard's solemn asseverations to the contrarv, a 
time might come when she would claim her, or the child 
might turn round in sheer wilfulness with a plea for her 
natural parents. 

" Nature is nature, and, after all, Marjory is not our own 
flesh and bloody" she would say. anxiously, when Mr. 
Frere scouted this notion with indignation. 

When Mrs. Chard paid her promised visit she did not 
come alone. Her husoand accompanied her. 

Ephraim Chard was certainly not well-favored. He wito 
a tall, dark, saturnine man. with eyes set rather closely 
together, and a heavy Jowl that denoted obstinacy. 

His appearance was fairly respectable. He looked ar 
ordinary type of a small tradesman in tolerably good cir- 
cumstanees. His eoat was black and glossy, he had a gold 
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watch and chain, and his wife wore a silk dress which cast 
Anne's gray stuff gown in the shade. They had evidently 
done their best to make an imposing appearance. 

" I have brought my husband, sir, because he wished to 
bepresent at our interview, '' began Mrs. Chard, tinadly. 

It struck Mr. Frere at once that her manner was more 
nervous and flurried, and that she was undoubtedly in 
Bome trepidation at what her husband might say. 

**I should like to hear what you have to tell us," re- 
turned Ephralm Chard, in a loud, harsh voice. " My wife 
makes a rare muddle of things when she is left to herself, 
and so I thought I had better come with her and put in a 
word when needful. You have been down to Chigwell, 
sir, so I suppose you have found it all right about the 
child?" 

Mr. Frere gave him a brief summary of their visit. 

'* Ab far as I am concerned, I am quite satisfied in m> 
own mind that Mrs. Chard has every right to claim Mar- 
jory." 

"There, Ephraim, I told you so!" observed his wife, 
and a red spot of excitement came to her cheeks. 

But Ephraim's reply to this was a decided scowl. 

"That -will do," he said, rather roughly; and then, 
addressing Mr. Frere, — 

" You see, sir, the fact is, me and my wife have been 
having words about the chila. When I married Miriam I 
made up my mind that the girl was as good as lost, and 
never troubled my head about her. Children were never 
much in my line, and I never had a fancy for bringing up 
another man's child. I took up with my wife as now is 
because she had no troublesome belongings, and I do not 
see that she has any cause to be so vexed because I am not 
over-pleased about her finding the child." 

" You would rather be without Marjory, in fact?" asked 
Mr. Frere, with assumed carelessness. 
• " I would much rather by a long way," returned Eph- 
raim eagerly ; and then he stopped, and the two men 
slowly regarded each other. 

" There seems to me no difficulty in the whole business. 
I am sure we can arrange matters to please all parties," 
observed Mr. Frere, after a moment's consideration. And, 
true enough, before another quarter of an hour elapsed, 
there was an amicable arrangement. 

Mrs. Chard, at her husband's instigation, and evidently 
acting under compulsion, renounced all formal rights to 
Maijory and gave her sanction to Anne's adoption of the 
child. Iler sole condition — ^and to this her husband made 
no objection— was that Marjory should pay her an annual 
visit and remain at least a week with her, and that she 
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herself should be allowed the privilege of seeing her child 
from time to time at her own pleasure. 

'* I shall not abuse my privilege/' she said, rather LuHkily. 
'' I shall not often &sk to see her as long as she is well and 
happy. I know it is a fine thing for Marjory to be under 
your care, for you are bringing her up like a real lady, and 
jEiphraim and me are just plain people, and could do little 
for her beyond giving her a respectable education. Yes, it 
is best as it is ; and thank you kindly. Miss Frere, for all 
your goodness to my Marjory. As long as I see her some- 
times, and have her all to myself once a year, I'm bound 
to be content, as Ephraim says." And with these words 
the matter was settled. 

Anne had thankfully acquiesced in Mrs. Chard's modest 
terms. Both she and her brother were fully satisfied with 
the existing arrangements. Many parents before now had 
suffered their children to be adopted by wealthy friends or 
relatives : it was only common sense on Mrs. Chard's part 
to Sacrifice her maternal feelings for the good of the child. 
Anne would bring her up careftiUy, give her an excellent 
education, accustom her to the habits of gentle-people, 
and leave her sufiicient provision at her death. Neitner 
of them would have been willing to give her into her step- 
father's custody. He was decidedly a hard man, wim 
little consideration for any one's feelmgs, and of a selfish, 
grasping nature. His wife did not appear at her ease 
with him ; she was evidently repressed and made timid 
by harsh usage ; and a high-spirited child like Marjory, 
with a strong will of her own, would have fared badly ai 
his hands. Marjory evinced a repugnance to him from the 
first moment of introduction. She would not go near him 
or hold out her hand ; she glowered at them both sulkily 
from behind Anne's chair, and not all Mr. Frere's remon- 
strances or her mother's coaxing speeches could induce her 
to relinquish her hold of Anne's gown. 

"She will be a pretty handful one of these days," ob- 
served Ephraim Chard, with a shrug of his shoulder. And 
then he bade his wife contemptuously to cease all that 
palaver, for it was time for them to be going. 

"Oh, Marjory ! how could you be so naughty?" sighed 
Anne, quite shocked at the child's obstinacy, for she had 
resisted kissing her mother to the last. 

" I won't have mothers if I don't like," returned Mar- 
lory, pettishly. "And I would not let that ugly man 
toucn me ! no, that I wouldn't ! And I don't care if I am 
naughty, not a bit." But Anne wisely took no notice of 
this wilful speech, for she knew how useless it was to 
argue with Marjory when one of these perverse moods was 
on her. But from that day Marjory's wilfulness increased : 
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It really geemed as though the mere fact of her mother's 
existence threw a sort of blight over her happiness. Her 
annual visits to Whitecliffe were always preceded by a 
week or two of contrary moods, and she never returned to 
them without bitter complaints from her stepfather of her 
high and mighty ways and her unnatural behavior to her 
poor mother. 

Manory would shed floods of tears when Anne reasoned 
with her on her unfeeling conduct, but she would never 
own herself in the wrong. She hated her stepfather, and 
it was odious to her to be brought in contact with him. 
And she had very little respect or liking for her mother ; 
and though, when she grew older, a sense of decency pre- 
vented her rrom carrying her antagonism into speech, and 
she learned to conduct herself witn outward civility, still 
the breach remained unhealed, and her visits to White- 
cliffe were quite as grievous to her as when she was a child. 

When her stepfauier died, — which happened when Mar- 
jory was seventeen, — ^Anne hoped that Marjory and her 
mother might be drawn a little nearer together. Ephraim 
Chard had never shown her any kindness, and most likely 
the constant presence of such a man mignt be intolerable 
to a girl like Marjory ; but her mother had always treated 
her with the utmost consideration, giving way to all her 
whims and fancies, petting and making much of her. 
" In fact, she wouia have made herselr into a mat for 
Ml 
con< 
one day. 

But all this obsequiousness and kindly attention on Mrb. 
Chard's part could not win the child's heart. Marjory 
never willingly spoke of her mother ; but now and then a 
chance word showed Anne that she had formed a low 
estimate of her mother's moral nature. 

** I wish I did not belong to her !" she said once, very 
passionately, in Anne's hearing ; 'Mt maddens me some- 
times to think I had not a better father and mother. How 
am I to be good, coming of such a stock ?" 

" My dear Marjory, you must not say such things about 
your parents." 

"My father was not good," she returned, sorrowfully. 
"A good man would not have refused to work, and run 
away from his wife and child. And sometimes — oh, I am 
very wicked, Anne ! — I feel as though my mother were not 
good, too." 

'* My darling, you must not speak out such thoughts, 
even to me." 

" Why should I not speak as well as think them ? Ought 
we not to be true, — absolutely true ?" 



[ariory to wipe her feet on, if Marjory Daw would have 
)naescended so far," was Mr. Frere's sarcastic observation 
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"That were hardly possible in this world, Marjory." 

'^ It ought to be possible : it must be possible. You would 
not have me a hypocrite." 

'^No, indeed !'' with a smile into the sad. earnest face. 
" You would make a very poor hypocrite. I rear." 

"Yes, I should pretend badly; but — do you know? — I 
think it comes naturally to my mother. She was pretend- 
ing the other day, when some neighbors came In, that 
she was grieving for Mr. Chard's death. She put her 
handkerchief to her eyes, but I am sure she did not shed a 
single tear. How could she, when she knows in her heart 
that she is only too glad to be free?" 

** But, my dear^ Mr. Chard was her husband. You would 
not have her rejoice openly at his death ? no woman worthy 
of the name would do that I" 

" No, but I would have her do nothing, — ^neither rejoice 
nor pretend to mourn. Of course the Rogers did not 
believe her any more than I did. They know how unkind 
he was to her, and that she is much happier without him." 

" Yes ; but, Marjory, I do think you are very severe on 
your poor mother. It was a very small offence, just pre- 
tending to be sorry when a kind neighbor called to condole 
with her on her husband's death." 

** Perhaps so," returned Marjory, slowly ; " but then she 
is not altogether true in other things : she slurs over facts 
when she is telling them, and somehow they never sound 
quite the same, she twists them so. She says she forgets, 
and makes mistakes ; but I know she often told downright 
fibs to Mr. Chard, and he believed her." 

" Well, well, my dear, you must remember her hard life 
and many troubles ; and then she was so afraid of her hus- 
band," returned Anne, not knowing exactly what to say ; 
but, to her great reUef, Marjory changed the subject of her 
own accord. 

Marjory had grown by this time into a striking-looking 
girl. Her beauty was very peculiar in its type : indeed, 
many of her female acquaintances would not allow that 
she could lay claim to the word at all. She was uncom- 
mon-looking, — a fine girl, but that was all. 

Mr. Frere and a few n^ore admirers held quite a different 
opinion. 

Maiiory was taller than most girls, but she carried her 
height well. Her figure was graceful, and her head was 
set remarkably well upon her neck, and the carriage of 
the head and shoulders was unusually fine. 

She had a clear brown skin, and when she was a little 
flushed her coloring would be splendid. Her features were 
not remarkable in any way, but she had a bright smile, 
and large dark eyes that could be expressive at times. 
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Her forehead was low and broad, as one sees in Greek 
statues, and her hair grew very closely to her temples : it 
was this that gave her a pecuhar look. At first sight^ it 
seemed to strangers as though she was overweighted with 
her own hair ; there was such an abundance of it that she 
bad to coil it in heavy plaits around her head in opposition 
to the reigning fashion, and in sombre moments or moods 
it seemed to overshadow her face. 

For the rest, she was lust like any other healthy, high- 
spirited English girl. She had a tolerable stock of vanity^ 
tnough it was not in the least excessive j had plenty of 
faults, and a corresponding amount of virtues ; had got 
through the poetry-writing age without much detriment ; 
had never once believed herself in love, but was not quite 
sure ; and was at present in that glorious state of discon- 
tent with herself and her surroundings that high feeding 
and dearth of hard work produce in an undisciplined na- 
ture. But, no complaint being possible under such cir- 
cumstances, she was driven by stress of fair weather into 
interior storms to produce an emotion ; and just now 
Marjory was longing for something to hap;pen, ''for nothing 
ever does happen at MurrePs End,'' Marjory was fond of 
saying to herself. 



CHAPTER VII. 

MUBBfili'S ENB. 



When Mr. Frere had left Marjory at the gate ot MurrePe 
End, on that March afternoon wnen he nad found her 
sitting on a bench in the open road, with a strong east 
wind blowing round her, seemingly impervious to all but 
her own thoughts, she had paused for a moment at the 
gate, as though unwilling to leave him without a softer 
word than she had yet spoken. She was in one of her 
contrary moods, and at such times any utterance of soft 
words seemed wellnigh impossible to her. Nevertheless, 
she would have constrainea herself to speak in some sort 
of conciliatory fashion, only he gave her no opportunity 
of doing so ^ on the contrary, he had nodded to ner in his 
usual careless good-humored way, and had set his face 
towards the town, whistling to his dog as he went. The 
girl walked on slowly and a little sadly, as though she 
were disappointed. 

"He will pretend not to care," she said to herself, "but 
I know that I hurt him when I shut myself up and do noi 
respond to his kindness. Oh, how good he is I he nevai' 
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will quarrel with me, however badly I behave. Tf he^ 
would only not joke with me, when he sees my heart is 
sore ! But that is just what I say : neither of them under- 
stands. Because they are satisfied with their life, they 
think it must content me ; but you might as well ask the 
squirrel to be content with his revolving cage. I think if 
he were asked to choose he would prefer the woods and 
liberty, and the nuts he found for liimself before he cracked 
them. All my nuts are ready cracked for me, and some- 
how they lose their flavor in that way." 

Here she shrugged her shoulders, with a curious little 
smile, and quickened her steps. 

MurrePs End was a low, red-brick house, with a shady 
veranda running round it. The three sitting-rooms, that 
all communicated with each other, had French windows 
opening out on it. The garden was very pretty. The well- 
kept lawn was bordered oy rare shrubs and beds of azaleas 
and rhododendrons, making a gorgeous background of 
color in their season of bloom in early spring. There were 
beds of golden and violet pansies, to be replaced later by 
the deeper tints of verbenas and geraniums. Boses climbed 
up the veranda and twined round the porch, and behind 
the house was a rather small secluded lawn, and a long 
shady path leading to the conservatory, where Anne 

Slanted her favorite ferns and grew periwinkles and white 
arebells and tall foxgloves, and many old-fashioned flow- 
ers that would have been banished from the gay parterres 
in front. This was called "Anne's Walk," and old An- 
drew Penrose, the gardener, was not allowed even to ex- 
tract a weed from tnose cherished borders. 

As Marjory walked up the carriage-drive the French win- 
dow belonging to the morning-room was opened lightly, 
and Anne's neat little figure and beckoning hand were 
clearly visible between the shrubs. 

Marjory frowned, but she crossed the lawn obediently 
nevertheless. Some unwelcome visitor would be waiting for 
her, she feared, to prevent her escaping to her own room. 

** Oh, Marjoiy, where have you been all the afternoon?" 
exclaimed Anne. "And Capel has gone out in this bitter 
wind to look for you ; and this morning he was complain- 
ing of feeling a twinge of rheumatism in his shoulder." 

"He might have sent the town-crier instead," returned 
Marjory, scomftilly. " * Lost, stolen, or strayed for the 
last two hours and a half, and most Ukely an odd five 
minutes, an extremely valuable young lady.' Oh, Mrs. 
Curwin, I did not see you were there !" And Marjory 
broke off her ironical speech to shake hands with a stout, 
comely-looking woman ; but there was no smile on her 
face as she did so. 
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" Mrs. Curwin has been waiting to see you for the last 
half-hour^*' returned Anne, with gentle reproach in her 
voice. "She wants us to go to the Vicarage on Thursday 
evening to meet a few friends. Have we any engagements 
for that day, Marjory?" 

Marjory reflected gravely for a moment. 

" Let me see : this is Monday. Then to-morrow we dine 
at the Buttenshaws* ; on Wednesday you have asked Mrs. 
Huskisson and Miss Carpenter to dine here ; and the Pikes 
have fixed Saturday ^» 

" Then Thursday is a free day," replied Anne, who was 
watching her face anxiously. 

** It would have been free, undoubtedly," returned Mar- 
jory, in a pointed tone ; bui here Mrs. Curwin interposed 
in a breathless voice : she was one of those good-natured, 
fussy women who can do nothing quietly, and she always 
spoke in breathless, disjointed sentences : 

** So good of you, Marjory ! Sophy and Theo will be 
delighted : my girls are so fond of you. Just a little music 
and conversation ; our new curate, Mr. Erskine. to be 
introduced, — a most charming man, my dear. A little 
high, perhaps ; but, as Mr. Curwin says, they all begin so. 
It IS just youth and inexperience. He will come right in 
time; they all do,— the swing of the pendulum, as Mr. 
Curwin says. I'll tell the girls Thursday, then. But now 
I must run away, — ^yes, positively, my dear Miss Frere. 
There is a sad case. George Felton has broken the pledge, 
and has been drinking again. I have been looking oui 
that invaluable tract, * Buy your own Cherries.' I must 
leave it with George as I go back. Ah, you are laughing, 
Marjory ! You always laugh at my tracts, you naughty 
girl ! but a word in season, you know, — as Mr. Curwin 
always says. But there ! you must not keep me ! On 
Thursday, then ? Very well ; my girls will be charmed !" 

And Mrs. Curwin bustled out of the room, talking to 
Anne as she went. 

Marjory's face looked decidedly cross as she threw off 
her hat and jacket. 

" How I do detest that woman !" she thought. " Tracts 
and fuss ! No wonder her step-daughters find it hard to 
tolerate her. Sophy has too much sense to be smothered 
by such a moral feather-bed. How can Anne be so civil 
to her? And now for another purgatorial evening at the 
Vicarage. I hate the very sight of that house !" 

Anne looked a little grave as she re-entered the room, 
but for the moment she said nothing, — only rang for tea 
and busied herself with collecting Marjory's wraps and 
carrying them out into the hall ; for she was a tidy little 
Boul, and these offences against the minor morate were 

• 
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endless pin-pricks to her. Then she stirred the fire, until 
the pleasant glow lit up the whole room ; and when Mao- 
kay brought in the tea-things she poured Marjory out a 
cup of tea and placed it gently within her reach. 

" You are tired of dreaming, my dear,'' she said, in her 
soft voice, as Marjory roused herself as though she were 
a little ashamed, and thanked her. '' Our gooa friend who 
has just left us did not meet with a very warm reception 
from jrou.** 

Marjory wrinkled her forehead until her hair and eye- 
brows met. It gave her a curious, old-womanish look. 

'^ Mrs. Curwin? Oh, she is too tiresome ! I am not par- 
ticularly partial to either Sophv or Theo, but I must say I 
feel sorry for them. Fancy Mr. Curwin, who is a clever 
man in nis way, bringing nome a woman like that to be 
mistress of his house !'^ 

" She makes him a very good wife," returned Miss Frere, 
in an equable voice. '* He is far happier than when Sophy 
tyrannized over him. They are very well principled young 
Women, but they have unfortunate tempers. Mrs. Curwin 
may be a little lacking in common sense, — she is certainly 
not a strong-minded woman. — but she is good-natured, 
and, on the whole, I do not dislike her; neither does 
Capel, though he does make fun of her tract-giving." 

"You might have made an excuse for me on Thursday," 
observed Marjory, fretfully. "You know how I dislike 
these evenings at the Vicarage. There will be no one of 
my own age. Sophy and Theo are middle-aged them- 
selves, and so they do not care for young people. I wish 
fou would let me stay at home sometimes with Mr. Frerc?. 
am tired to death of the people about here !" And, as 
Anne only sighed and made no answer, Marjory leaned 
back in her chair and clashed her hands over her heed 
with a gesture of utter weariness. 

"Woodleigh Down is just like a rabbit-warren," she 
continued. " We pop in and out of each other's holes to- 
wards evening ; in the morning we are too busy burrowing 
in our own holes. Mr. Frere and I were counting up the 
other day how many widows and widowers and old maids 
lived on the Down, and how few young people." 

"Yes, indeed ; I wish for your sake it were otherwise," 
returned Anne, in a resigned manner, for this was an old 
grievance with Marjory. 

" I am afraid so much dissipation this week will Quite 
indispose me for the perfect retirement of Whitecliffe," 
went on Marjory, in tne same sarcastic voice : " the But- 
tenshaws are comparatively youthful, — I do not think they 
are more than fifty, — ^but Mrs. Huskisson and Miss Car- 
penter are staid old ladies; and the Pikes, father and 
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daughter^ are simply bores. Oh, Anne, how can you be 
happy with such people round you?" 

" My dear," responded Anne, in rather a huffed tone, 
** you are finding fault with some of my best friends. Mrs. 
Huskisson is a dear old lady, and her sister Charlotte is 
one of the most noble women I have ever known. Mr. 
Pike is a clever, amusing old man, and Capel delights in 
him ; and as for Miss Brender, she is a good creature, with 
no harm in her." 

** No harm, — I call that meagre praise." 

"It U a favorite amusement with you, Marjory," re- 
turned Anne, in a hurt voice, "to find fauljt with our 
friends. There are pleasant people on the Down, — the 
Ferrards and the Arnolds and the Bassenthwaites, and I 
am sure Mrs. Walford is charming." 

"Oh, I will grant you that,— both Mrs. Walford and 
NeUie " 

" And there is Mr. Brooks, of Beechlyn. I suppose you 
do not class a handsome widower of thijrty-five among the 
old fogies?" But Marjory made a little face at the men- 
tion of this name. Mr. Brooks had called rather often at 
MurrePs End lately, only the gossips on the Down were 
not quite sure whether he did not call quite as often at 
Parkside, where pretty Nellie Walford lived with ^her 
widowed mother. When a man has four little motherless 
girls, it behooves him to be extremely careful in what 
direction he turns his steps when he has made up his mind 
to take a second wife ; and Marjory and Nellie were rival 
beauties, the other young ladies on the Down being de- 
cidedly mature in age, and not especially favored with 
food looks. "Woodleigh Down might be healthy," as 
larjory once wickedly observed, "but it somehow dis- 
agreed with very young people." 

" Oh, dear," signed Anne, as Maiiory put on her provok- 
ing expression, "Capel ana 1 must be growing old, or you 
would not shelve us in our sprightly middle-age as though 
we had ceased to belong to your generation ; and yet, in 
. some ways, Capel is the youngest of us all : age and gray 
hairs do not always go together." 

"As though I do not know that," returned Marjory, 
scornfully. " Compared with you I feel a sort of female 
Methuselah ;" and then, with a sudden transition from 
irony to pathos, which was natural to her quicksilver tem- 
perament, she said, penitently, " Oh, how I wish I were 
more likeVou, Anne ! you are always so good and prettv 
and well-oehaved ; you never let people see when they 
bore you." 

This made Anne smile, but she answered, a Lttle 
quaintly, — 
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" But I am not sure that they do bore me : on the oon« 
trury. I find even the most commonplaoe people amusing." 

"Even our worthy friend Mrs. Curwin?" 

** Undoubtedly Mrs. Curwin is extremely dull ; and 
sometimes I often enjoy a good laugh at her expense. 
Study of character is my hobby. Marjory : as you know, I 
am exceedingly fond of my fellow-creatures : human na- 
ture is always interesting. You have to dig very far below 
the surface sometimes oefore you find a trace of the real 
metal, but there is good in every one if you only start with 
that belief." 

" That is just what I cannot do," returned Marjory, de- 
jectedly. "When you laugh at people, Anne, it does not 
seem to hurt them : you are loving them all the time, even 
the stupid, fussy ones ; but I feel as though I want to push 
them all away from me. I long to say to them what I 
should say out loud if we were in the Palace of Truth : 
*Go away, you people, you are all stupid and tiresome 
and mat£er-of-fact ; you say lust the same things one after 
another : you have no individuality, no characteristic but 
general dulness.' I want persons with whom I can ex- 
change ideas and be in sympathy. I — oh, surely, Anne, 
the world is a big place, and there must be nice people, ii 
one could only eet at them I" 

Anne lauglied at this girlish outburst. " You are rest- 
less, Marjory," she said, in an indu^nt tone; "you are 
discontented because you are young and do not know what 
trouble is." 

" I think monotony and ennui are as bad as any trouble," 
returned Maijory, stubbornly ; and then she softened in an 
instant, and wrapped her arms caressingly round Anne. 
" Oh, how disagreeable I am to-day ! it must be the east 
wind, as Mr. Frere says. Do not mind what I say. I am 
never tired of you ; 1 never shall be ; but there is a warp 
in my nature somewhere. We will not talk any more 
until I feel good. Oh, how late it is ! — ^nearly six ! and 
Nellie will be looking for me, and I have not changed my 
dress." 

" Bun away, dear, and make all the haste you can," re- 
sponded Anne, cheerfully: "I had quite forgotten your 
invitation to Parkside." And as Marjory's graceful figure 
disappeared she said to herself, with a sigh, " It will do 
her good ; Nellie is natural and girlish, ana sne will laugh 
her out of these fancies;" but, notwithBtanding, there was 
a careful — almost a troubled — look on Anne's face as she 
sat alone in the twilight, — ^a look that had come to her of 
late, as though she felt the brooding of some cloud that 
threatened her domestic peace. 

But she assumed a sprightly air as soon as she heard her 
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brother's latch-key turning in the lock : her car was bo well 
trained that she detected in a moment that his footstep 
flagged a little as though he were tired. It was impossible 
for uie flre to blaze more brightly, his arm-chair stood al- 
ready in the snuggest and warmest corner, his papers and 
readme-lamp were ready to his hand ; there was nothing 
more that she could find to do for his comfort, so she sat 
still and smiled her welcome as he opened the door. 

'' It is a confounded east wind,'' he began : and then he 
stopped, and looked round the room. "Why, where is 
Manory ?^' 

" She is dining at Parkside this evening. JM rs. Walford 
asked her. I believe Mr. Brooks is to be there, and Nellie 
wants to sing duets with her." 

" * How happy should I be with either, were t'other dear 
charmer away,' " replied Mr. Frere, sarcastically. " I bus- 

EBCt that would be Mr. Brooks's feelings if we were to ask 
im: it is a toss-up which of the two girls he admires 
most." 

" Oh, I don't know," returned Anne, with all a woman's 
Beriousness at ap{>roaching such an inieresting topic ; " he 
has been here twice alreatdy this week, and they have not 
seen him at Parkside. Nellie is very pretty, — she is a sweet 

Sirl, Capel, — ^but surely you will not compare her to our 
lanory." 

" I, my dear ? I was under the impression we were dis- 
cussing Brooks's preferences." 

"Well, you know what I mean, Capel," in a rather pro- 
voked tone. 

"Do we ever know what a woman means?" he re- 
8i>onded, warming his hands comfortably. " Well, Beech- 
lyn is a capital house ; I only wish we had the same view 
rrom our back windows ; and he has furnished it in the 
orthodox high-art style. Brooks is no PliUistine: to be 
sure, the four little flaxen pig-tails might scare some girls 
of twenty ; but, as Brooks is a good-looking fellow, mey 
might tolerate even them for his sake. Marjory does not 
exactly strike me as a very fitting person for a step-mother, 
but we all know your good sense, Anne, my dear, and it is 
evident that you think diflerently in Miujory's case. I 
should find the pig-tails extremely trying." 

" How you run on !" observed Anne, pettishly. " It does 
not follow that because Mr. Brooks admires Marjory she is 
bound to accept him." 

" To be sure, that is a very true observation." 

" Yes : but do be quiet a moment, or you will go away 
with all sorts of absurd notions in your head. I do not 
believe, myself, that Mr. Brooks has made up his mind 
which girl he prefers; most likely the one who giveB 
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him the moat encouragement will turn the scale in the 
end." 

" Then It will not be Marjory, for she does not care for a 
hair of his head," reloined Mr. Frere, with alacrity. 

" Have you noticed that, Capel?" returned his sister, as- 
tonished at this shrewd remark. " I thought men never 
took much heed of these little affairs : they belong more 
to our province." 

" You are right there," with ^at briskness. " With 
the exception of afternoon tea, I do not think there is 
anything an old maid Enjoys more than a love-affair." 

" Now you are rude, Capel, and I will not talk to you any 
more. fSeally, it must be the east wind, as the cnild re- 
marked just now." 

*' Did eJie say that ?" and now his manner became more 
serious in a moment. " Anne, my dear, we will not dis- 
cuss the Brooks episode any more at present : most likely 
he is only flirting pour passer le temps ; there is time 
enough to talk about it wnen he has made up his mind 
which of the two young ladies he really prefers ; and, if 
he take my advice, he will dismiss all iaea of Marjory 
Daw. She might treat the pig-tails like Samson's foxes 
when she got into a tantrum with Papa Brooks. Faugh ! 
the idea sickens me. Brooks, too, the most matter-of-foct. 
prosaic fellow, with only two ideas, — ^making money and 
spending it." 

** Capel, you are not a bit more charitable in your esti- 
mate of people than Marjory : every one on the Down likes 
poor Mr. Brooks." 

" Poor Mr. Brooks I" he reiterated ; but it struck Anne 
that there was an underlying trace of bitterness in his 
manner. '^ Depend upon it, that fellow was bom to noth- 
ing but luck. He marries a woman with lots of money 
and a decided temper ; Providence, in due coulnse of time, 
releases him of the woman and leaves him the money. He 
is now free, with a pocketr full of experience, and a world 
full of pretty faces out of which to cnoose. A burnt child 
dreads the fire. If Marjory shows him a grain of her 
temper, it will be all up with her chance." 

** I thought, Capel, that we were to dismiss the Brooks 
episode from our conversation." 

Mr. Frere reddened slightly at this home thrust. 

** It was your fault," he returned, rather crossly : "you 
flung the firebrand, and so, of course, it will keep smoul- 
dering afresh. When I came in I was tired, ana wanted 
to talk to you about a very different subject." 

" Well, dear, and you have only to speak, as you know, 
and I will gladly listen to you." And, as usual, her gen* 
tleness disarmed his rising wrath in a moment. 
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" Ton are a good soul, Anne. Dear, dear, what east- 
windy mortals we are ! I do believe I was almost cross 
with you. WelL I had it in my mind to speak to you 
about Marjory. The girl is not quite like herself. I think 
she finds our life dull, and wants a change.'' 

** I hope you have not told her so, Capel ?" And Anne's 
forehead contracted with a sudden line of anxiety. 

"I have told her nothing ; not even that I mean to go 
with her to Whitecliffe on Wednesday." 

" And you have fully made up your mind about that?" 

"If you have no objection," he returned, with a forced 
smile. "Marjory is your child: so, of course, we must 
ask your august permission. Seriously, Anne, there is no 
need to subject the girl to so severe a penance. A week 
spent in that woman's company is too heavy an affliction 
for Marjory's excitable temperament : she will be happier 
to know one of us is in the place. I shall take rooms at 
the Crown, and tell Mrs. Onard that my health requires 
searair. Of course she will want me to occupy her best 
bedroom, and of course I shall decline. I have no faith 
in Mrs. Chard ; and a sense of honor as absurd as it is 
absolute will not suffer me to accept her hospitality. I 
can take Marjory out for a walk, or she will know where 
to find me, if she wants me. There is some good in being 
an idle man, after all : one can benefit one's fellow-crea- 
tures sometimes." 

" Capel, no wonder Marjory is always talking about youi 
goodness to her ; you spoil her even more than I do. I am 
hard-hearted enough to think that even a week's dulness 
will not hurt her." 

" It is my theory that young things ought to be happy. 
Dulness is only for middle-aged people like you and me, 
Anne." 

" And that is why I am to be left in solitude next week," 
she said, with a natural touch of soreness. But the next 
moment she asked him, with much sweetness, if he would 
not write to secure rooms for himself. "Never mind, 
dear ; I was only joking," as he looked at her in rather a 
crestfallen manner. "The change will do you good, and 
I am far too busy now to feel dull. Mackay and I will 
set about our spring cleaning; and, really, I shall be 
thankful to have your den put in order. So it is nicely 
arranged for me as well as Marjory." 

So Anne talked on in her usual blithe fashion, and her 
brother never knew that a sudden thought, as painful as 
it was unwelcome, had darted into her mind, — ^a transient 
fiash that had gone in a moment. "He is everything to 
me," was the thought. " I love them both ; but of course 
he must come first. Will the time ever come, I wonder, 
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when I shall cease to he first with him? What if Mar- 
iory— mv child Marjory— should come between us ? I have 
neard of such things — ^but no ; it could not be." 

"What is H, Anne, my dear?" asked her brother, with 
a twinkle of lazy good-humor in his eyes, as he noticed 
her abstraction. 

"Oh, nothing, Capel !" was. the hasty reply. "It was 
only just a ' nonsense thought,' as baby Mar)ory used to 
say. It was gone as soon as you spoke." 

^* All right. Then I will 50 and change my coat for din- 
ner," was the cheerful rejoinder. And he sauntered out 
of the room, whistling a bar of his favorite " Bonnie Dun- 
dee," a tune with which he generally enlivened his toilet. 



CHAPTER Vin. 
"which is popples?" 

Pakkside stood a little below MurrePs End, on the 
opposite side of the road, and Mrs. Walford's pretty draw- 
ing-room commanded that view over Moorbridge which 
Mr. Frere so vainly coveted. Marjory, who had lingered 
over her toilet more in absence of mind than vanity, was 
a little late, and the other guest, Mr. Brooks, had already 
arrived, and was talking to his hostess and !Nellie. 

Nellie flashed across the room to meet her friend with 
uplifted finger and a most reproachful face. 

" You naughty girl," she saidjWith a pout, and no one 
could pout so prettily as Nellie Walford. "What makes 
you so late? Mamma and I have been expecting you a 
whole hour." 

"Am I so very late?" returned Marjory, with noncha- 
lance. " I am so sorry, Mrs. Walfora." And then she 
stooped over her chair and kissed her affectionately, and 
shook hands with Mr. Brooks. 

"Miss Deane likes to be fashionable^" responded that 
individual, with a smile. He was a fair, weU-bred man, 
with a heavy brown moustache ; his hair had worn off his 
forehead slightly, but in spite of this he was still very 
young-looking, and no one out Mr. Frere ever found fault 
with nim. The young ladies on the Down considered him 
singularly handsome, and even the elder ones spoke of 
him as " that poor dear Mr. Brooks," and hoped that he 
might one day find some one worthy of him. It could not 
be denied that Mr. Brooks played his rdle of interesting 
widower to perfection ; without being exactly disconsolate, 
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his voice and countenance had just that tinge of melan- 
choly that befitted his sense of loneliness ; he never laughed, 
but his smile was frequent and exceedingly pleasant. 

When he appeared at church with his four little girls, 
strangers invariably noticed him and pointed him out to 
each other. " Poor fellow, how very sad !" they would 
say ; "and how devoted he seems to those children !" The 
four little girls were not pretty children, — their mother 
had been a plain woman, — but their black ribbons and 
solemn pale little faces were very effective. Dora, the 
eldest, was a prim little girl, and gave herself airs, spread- 
ing out her snort skirts on the cushions, and using her 
mother's big prayer-book in exact imitation of that lady's 
somewhat lacKadaisical manner ; but Susie, the youngest, 
a small roundabout child, with a comical face, and staring 
blue eves like a dolPs, always kept close to her father, and 
patted him softly from time to time. " One can see what 
an affectionate father he is,'' people would say, when 
Susie's hot little hand .grasped his lovingly. 

Mr. Brooks certainly loved his children in a quiet tem- 
perate fashion, but people were mistaken if they supposed 
that they were perpetually in their father's presence. 
With the exception of this church-going, ana half an 
hour in the morning, and again in the evening, they 
were seldom invited to beguile the solitude of those 
long hours. When visitors were there, they came 
down, as a matter of course, in their little white 
frocks and black bows, Dora leading Susie, and Ada and 
Popples following hand in hand. Mr. Brooks would look 
at them and sign, and sometimes Susie, and even Pop- 

Sles, would be lifted on his knee ; but he was a man who 
id not understand children : it embarrassed him to keep 
up a long conversation with them. They had a tiresome 
habit, Ada especially, of asking questions that he could 
not answer, especially on Biblical subjects, and then re- 
garding his puzzled face with round critical eyes. 

" I don't believe papa knows," Ada said, once, when sne 
found herself outside the library door. " He only said, 
* Humph, humph,' like a big bee, when I asked him once 
if he were not sorry for the poor devil. I am, because he 
is so wicked. I do nate to be humphed at like that !" 

" Of course papa knows all the kings of Israel and Judea 
by heart, only he could not remember the name of David's 
n*andson all of a sudden, and you learned it last Sunday. 
Papas always know everything," finished Dora, with the 
beautiftil faith of childhood. 

But, though Mr. Brooks found the company of his chil- 
dren very embarrassing at times, he continued to interlard 
his conversation with his female Mends—for he knew 
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better than to bore his male hearers — with choice aneo- 
dotes concerniug one or other of his little girls. 

Miss Frere always listened to him with much interest, 
but she could be a little shrewd and quizzical in her 
speeches, and Mr. Brooks stood somewhat in awe of her. 
Mrs. Walford was a more sympathizing auditor. She was 
a soft-epoken, placid woman^ with few original ideas, and 
she never niade troublesome suggestions, or gave him 
wholesome bracing advice, such as "Anne gave to her 
friends ; on the contrary, she petted him, and talked to 
him in a caressing way. as though he were her own son. 
" Poor little darlings ! ii must be a heavy responsibility for 
a man of your conscientious temperament," sne would say, 
with unconscious flattery ; but then it was always so nat- 
ural to Mrs. Walford to pet her joro^^ after this fashion. 

Nellie would never be quite so pretty as her mother had 
been, but she had a charming £inglish face, candid and 
open. And then her complexion was lovely, if her features 
were irregular. No one found fault yv^ith her face ; she was 
charming, — ^that was generally allowed on all sides. 

Mr. Brooks looked at her and Marjory somewhat criti- 
cally that evening. If Anne had been there, she would 
have said that he was seriously comparing their merits. 
Marjory always looked well of an evening. Both the 
girls wore white, but Marjory's gown was made of a soft 
clinging material that fell in graceful folds round her fig- 
ure, and it was trimmed with white fur, after a somewhat 
quaint fashion. Marjory was fond of dressing herself in a 
picturesque uncommon way ; her gowns were never quite 
like other people's, but seemed to belong to herself. Of 
course her detractors said that love of dress was her be- 
setting sin, and that she wasted much time in studying 
effects ; but this was a libel. Such things came intuitively 
to her ; but all the same she would assert loudly that one 
of a woman's first duties was to make the best of herself. 

It could not be denied that Nellie, piquante and spark- 
ling as she was, looked just a little ordinary beside Marjory 
to-night. The wind had heightened Marjory's color, and 
her eyes were clear and bright ; the sullen mood had passed 
away, and had only left a sort of recklessness that seemed 
more like exuberant spirits. She talked and laughed a 
little faster than usual, that was all. 

Mr. Brooks seemed fascinated in ^pite of himself. He 
sjpoke less to Nellie, and his eyes followed Marjory's tall 
ngure as she crossed and recrossed the room. When the 
girls sang their duets together, the tones of Marjory's fine 
contralto seemed to drown Nellie's clear limpid notes. 
Nellie's pretty fair hair seemed colorless in the lamp-light, 
beside tnose heavy brown plaits that crowned Marjory's 
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head. " The little Princess," as her friends lovingly called 
her, was almost eclipsed to-night. 

"Come here, girls; you have sung enough," Mrs. Wal- 
ford said at last, for to ner maternal eyes Nellie looked just 
a trifle pale. ''Take this low chair beside me, Marjory 
dear: I want to hear all about this evening ai theVio- 
arage." 

"There is not much to tell," returned Marjory, smiling 
to herself at the simple woman's ruse to break the spell 
that kept Mr. Brooks hovering round her chair. Never- 
theless, she seated herself obediently by her hostess. It 
was not her fault that he at once followed her, and took 
up his position on the rug, facing them both. Nellie came 
up tinudly by and by. It was a little dull remaining at 
the other end of the room, turning over the leaves of her 
music. Besides, Mr. Brooks was talking about Popples, 
and Nellie did so love children, and she was especially 
fond of Popples. 

Marjory was using her long Indian fan with almost the 
grace of a Spaniard. She had a small, well-shaped hand, 
not particularly white, wliich was perhaps the reason why 
she never wore rings ; but no one had ever seen a ring on 
Marjory's slim fingers, — and as she fanned herself she 
looked with bright, interested eyes at Mr. Brooks. But as 
Nellie Joined them, and seated herself a little in the back- 
ground, as though she felt herself de trop. Marjory darted 
a swift, searching glance at her half-averted face, and im- 
mediately her manner changed, and the soft expression of 
interest faded out of her eyes. 

" Popples is a dear child," observed Mrs. Walford, when 
the anecdote had been retailed. 

** Yes, indeed," sighed Nellie, who even at this moment 
could not resist adding her testimony to the virtues of the 
absent Popples. 

"Which is Popples?" asked Marjory, indifferently. 
" Of course I see them every Sunday at church. Is it 
the pale one with the big prayer-book ? By the bye, Mr. 
Brooks, I wish you would ask her to open and shut that 
heavy clasp less noisily. Or is it the little one with the 
china-like eyes, like a wax-doll? Do you know," — with a 
little laugh, — "I often wonder if her eyes ever will shut? 
Some dolls will not, you know." 

Marjory's voice was very sprightly, but the father felt 
himself a little wounded. 

"I thought you knew my children, Miss Deane," he 
said, in a slightly aggrieved tone, and his eyes were very 
reproachftiL " All Mr. Curwin's congregation know my 
four little girls by sight. Popples is the youngest but one. 
She and Susie sit one on each side of me." 
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" Poor little loves I" observed Mrs. Walford, as thoueb 
she were invoking blessings on their heads. '* So they do, 
the pretty dears ! and every one says how nicely they 
behave." 

'^It must be a little hot and distracting in summer- 
time," returned Marjory, arching her eyebrows in an in- 
nocent fashion ; '* but then, you see, I am not particularly 
fond of children. I object to have my gowns trampled on. 
by dusty little boots ; and children, even the best or them, 
will kick. Children are delightful in the abstract, but 
close to one " 

Here she gave an expressive shrug that sufficiently com- 
pleted the sentence. 

" Fie, my dear Marjory ! what unwomanly sentiments T' 
exclaimed Mrs. Walrord, quite shocked at this speech. 

"Do not believe her, mamma," returned Nellie, with 
wonderful magnanimitv under the circumstances ; for had 
she not been cast into the shade a whole evening on Mar- 
jory ^s account? "She says this sort of thing to plague 
people, but she doesn't mean them in the least. She was 
ever so good to Fredd^r Bassenthwaite when he fell from 
the ladder and broke his arm." 

"Because I knew how bad a broken arm must be." an- 
swered Marjory, not a bit grateful for this defence. " Any 
one would have been kind to the poor little fellow under 
the circumstances ; but now he is well, I detest Freddy. I 
told his mother one day he was a greedy little monkey, 
and that I longed to box his ears. I often long to box chil- 
dren's ears, and I am afraid I should do it if 1 ever got the 
chance ; only mothers are so stupid, they object to that sort 
of thin^. But then I never professed to care for children," 
finished Maijory, with aggravating calmness. 

" Oh, Marjory, how can you talk so !" returned Nellie, 
quite piteously. " Mamma, it is all nonsense. She woula 
not touch them, I am sure." 

" Never mind, Miss Walford : we all know how good you 
can be to them," replied Mr. Brooks, looking the embar- 
rassed girl full in the face. 

Nellie had almost forgotten him in her earnestness to 
vindicate her friend in her mother's eyes. Mrs. Walford 
was very intolerant of anything she called un womanliness, 
and her daughter never liked her to hear any of Marjory's 
reckless speeches. Nellie's gray eyes were full of pleading : 
she looked so pretty and pathetic that Mr. Brooks wavered 
in the balance again. 

Miss Deane was handsome ; indeed, he must own he had 
never seen her to such advantage as he had that evening. 
She was the sort of girl that could take a man's heart by 
Btorm and bring him almost against his will to her feet ; 
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but he was not sure she would be good to live with in the 
same house. She had a temper; he was beginning to 
suspect that. If he could only make sure of it, his fancy 
would be cured. 

He was offended with her. too, for her want of interest 
in his children. Of course it was pure nonsense, all her 
talk. She would not really box their ears : that was merely 
^lish perversity. But to maintain that she did not know 
Popples, when she had seen them for a score of Sundays 
and had often spoken to the child!— it seemed complete 
IndiflTerence : and such is human nature that, though Mr. 
Brooks was by no means the doting father that his neigh- 
bors imagined him to be, he had never felt himself more 
wounded. 

When Maijory went up into her friend's little sanctum 
to put on her wraps, Nellie stood beside the pretty toilet- 
table, looking at her with eyes that seemed to have grown 
all at once very sad and wistful. 

** You ought always to wear those soft, creamy materials, 
with iust the relief of a crimson knot or flower," she ob- 
served; tot Maijory invariabl^r added some dark, rich- 
tinted flowers or cluster of berries to her evening toilet to 
set off her clear brown skin. " You were looking your best 
ttiis evening,— really superb, Marjory." 

Marjory laughed a little triumphantly. She would not 
have been mortal woman if a compliment failed to please 
her. 

*^ Oh, what nonsense you talk sometimes !" she said, very 
graciously. 

" I think it was you who talked nonsense to-night," re- 
turned Nellie, with another pout. " It was so silly of you, 
Marjory, when you know mamma always believes every- 
thing one says." 

" Yes, indeed ; Mrs. Walford has no sense of humor. I 
must say that, Nellie, though she is your mother." 

"You may say anything to me; you always do, you 
know; but— but—-," hesitating a little, "I am afraid Mr. 
Brooks believed it all too. He did not look pleased, Mar- 
jory ; he quite left off talking to you, and before he hardly 
seemed able to speak to any one else." 

** Oh, indeed I" returned Marjory, in an inexplicable tone. 
"Well. I dare say I shall sleep just as soundly to-night 
under ihe Brooks's wrath. Gk)od-night, my little Princess. 
Do not worry your dear head any more about me. I love 
to shock i)eople. That is one of my bad habits." 

And a few minutes later, as Mr. Brooks shook hands 
with her at the door of MurreFs End, she said, quite affa« 
bly, and as though they were the best of friends, — 

*' Good-night, Mr. Brooks. Give my love to Popples, 

]> 7 
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and tell her I will have a good look at her next Sunday; 
and please ask the other litue girl — I don't know her name, 
though Nellie does— not to shut up that big prayer-book 
quite so noisily." 



CHAPTER IX. 

"l WILL NBVEB WEAB BLUE AGAIN. 

A FEW evenings after Marjory's visit to Parkside. she 
and Anne had a slight altercation, and, as usual, Anne 
was worsted in the argument. When Marjory had de- 
creed to take her own way, " mountains would not move 
her,'' as Mackav once feelingly observed. 

Anne was sitting on the low couch in Marjory's room, 
looking quite young and pretty in her black silk and deli- 
cate lace ruffles ; but there was a cloud on her face as she 
watched Marjory add the finishing touches to her dress. 

The girl's room bore evidence of loving eyes and hands. 
Without being luxurious, it was as cosey and pretty as a 
room need be : the tent-bed, with its snowy hangings and 
Indian embroidered quilt, was in one comer of the room ; 
a little square table, with flower-vases and books and writ- 
ing-materials, occupied the centre of the room ; a bright 
Are burned in the grate, — the couch and a work-table stood 
beside it ; the toilet-table was full of tasteful knick-knacks ; 
a few well-chosen pictures hung on the walls, and a canary 
piped from its gilded cage in the window. One would 
have said at once that it was the room of an idolized girl 
whom the whole household had conspired to spoil. But 
as Anne looked round her, the cloud deepened on her 
gentle face. 

" Capel will be so vexed when he sees you," she said, re- 
turning again to the argument : '* it is all very well to say 
it is nonsense to be put out at such a trifle, but I think you 
should have more regard to nay wishes." 

** I did not know that Mr. Frere was going to the Vicar- 
age," returned Maijorv, drawing the mittens over her 
finely-formed arms. "How pleased Mrs. Curwin and 
Sophy will be I" 

"Of course he is not going," replied Anne, quite crossly 
for her ; " and I wish I could stop at home, and not have 
to look at you all the evening, now that you have made 
such a fright of yourself. I reSly wonder at you, Marjory ; 
I do indeed ; and when you pride yourself so mucn on 
your good taste." 

^^Do I look a fdght?" asked Maijory, with a sudden 
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pang'; and then she regarded herself in the glass with 
some anxiety. *' Blue never did suit me, and this gown is 
BO badly cut. But" — with a little indecision in her voice 
— "I don't think I look quite so bad as that." 

" I have never seen you worse dressed," returned Anne, 
with decision, for she thought Maijory was wavering. " Do 
change that gown, dear : we have plenty of time ; and 
what does it matter if we are a little late ? . If you are tired 
of white, there is your black velveteen, or your silk with 
the Spanish lace." 

** !No, I will not change it," returned Marjory, slowly, 
but she looked at herself a little uneasily as she spoke. 
** Don't worry any more about it, Anne : it is not worth all 
this fuss. What does it matter if I do not look quite as 
well as usual this evening ? — it will be all the same a hun- 
dred years hence," finished the girl, philosophically. 

Anne rose from her seat with a naif-suppressed sigh. 
She had contested the point long enough, and her dignity 
forbade any further argument. Marjory had persisted in 
treating the whole matter as a trifle, but to Anne it was no 
trifle. She was proud of Marjory ; she loved to see her pet 
queening it among other girls ; but to-night she would fail 
to achieve any success, it wounded her, too, that her ex- 
pressed wish should have such little weight with Marjory. 
Anne would have changed her own gown half a dozen 
times if she or Capel had found fault with it. To yield Id 
trifles seemed to Anne the essence of womanliness. 

Mr. Frere came out of his smoking-room in his loose 
gray coat as sood as their footsteps sounded on the stairs. 
**I have gathered you some flowers, my dear," he said, 
putting some into Marjory's hand, and then he stopped 
all at once and regarded her with puzzled eyfes. 

** What has she done to herself, Anne? she does not look 
first-rate this evening. You are too brown, Marjory Daw, 
for that blue gown." 

" Oh, what a fuss you people make about my appear- 
ance !" returned Marjory, with decided temper. "Thank 
you for the flowers, Mr. Frere, but you see I cannot wear 
them to-night: they would not harmonize with this 
color." 

" I do not think your dress quite suits you," he replied, 
gravely, drawing back to let her pass. " You are out of 
harmony, somehow, to-night, Marjory." 

"Do not tease her, Capel," whispered his sister, who 
was beginning to dread that Maijory would insist on stay- 
ing at home. " Why do you not look at me? I am sure 
my gown is very nice." 

" You are always nice," he returned, with an approving 
glance ; " you beat all the girls hollow even now, Anne 'i'^ 
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but he did not look again at Marjory. She had laid h^s 
flowers down on the hall table, and was humming a little 
tune carelessly to herself: they found them still there, 
with limp stalks and withered buds, on their return a few 
hours later. 

The Vicarage drawing-room was already filled with 
guests when they entered it. It was one of Mrs. Curwin's 

Seculiarities, and one which greatly annoyed her step- 
aughters, to begin by asking just one or two people to tea 
and music, and to end by inviting half the parish. The 
result was a mixed, incongruous gathering or ill-assorted 
people, who herded in separate cliques in different corners 
of tne room and objected to any sort of fusion. The Bas- 
senthwaites and Goldhursts were not on speaking terms, 
and the Arnolds had almost drawn daggers with the 
Slopers : nevertheless, there they all were, caged between 
the same four walls, and compelled to jostle each other for 
want of elbow-room. 

Miss Theo Curwin, who was a tall, spectacled young 
woman with decided views, was engaged m an engrossing 
discussion, at least on her part, with a little fair man, who 
proved to be the new curate, Mr. Ersldne. Marjory, who 
was being piloted by the elder Miss Curwin to a seat in a 
remote corner, caught the words "Homes for working 
girls urgently needed, — a most palpable necessity,*' as she 
smiled and nodded at Nellie, wno was sitting by the 
window talking to Mr. Brooks. 

Mr. Brooks put up his eye-glass, for he was rather short- 
sighted, and looked after Sf arjory a little dubiously. 

** Yes, go to her ; I mean,*' continued Nellie, confusedly, 
" that I am sure Marjory does not want a t^te-drt^te with 
Miss Curwin. Sophy is so tiresome sometimes.*' 

" I will go to her by and by ; just now we are very com- 
fortable," returned her companion, with a pleasant smile. 
" I think I must call round at Parkside to-morrow and 
ask your mother to advise me about Dora's governess. 
Dora is nearly nine now, though you would not believe it 
to look at her, and a child of tnat age needs some sort of 
womanly guidance." 

"Yes, indeed," replied Nellie, innocently; "Nurse is a 
very superior person, but, as mamma says, a gentlewoman 
would do best for the elder ones. Let me see. Miss Frere 
was only telling us the other day of such a nice lady-like 
person she knows who sadly wanted employment : don't 
you think if you were to speak to her. Mr. Brooks?" 

"Thanks," with another smile; "out I have such con- 
fidence in Mrs. Walford's judgment that I am sure I could 
rely on her advice. Miss Frere is charming, but she is a 
Little too bracing, in my opinion : my poor children must 
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be tenderly~guided. Ada is so sensitive and delicate that 

any strong-minded woman " But here Nellie struck 

in with a little protest : she was always so loyal to her 
Mends. 

** Miss Frere would not recommend a person of that 
sort ; she is far too wise and gentle hersefr. Think how 
good she has been to Marjorv all her life ; she was such an 
atom of a child when she adopted her.'' 

"True ; yes, to be sure," returned Mr. Brooks, caressing 
his moustache. Little Miss Walford was looking very 
pretty, he thought, this evening, and her manners were so 
natve and animated. She was rather young for a step- 
mother, he feared, but his late wife had been some years 
older than himself, and he had made up his mind that this 
had been a mistake, — ^it made women jealous and master- 
ful ; and he had quite decided that if he married again the 
disparit;^ must be on the other side. 

Miss Beane could not be much over twenty, he remem- 
bered, and here again he put up his eye-glass. She was 
not locking so handsome, he oecided at last; her face 
looked dark and shadowy under her hair, there was no 
play of features, no animation : he was not quite sure that 
she did not look absolutely plain. 

Poor Marjory did not find her conversation with Miss 
Curwin at all interesting; it was, as usual, on Sophy's 
favorite topic, — ^her step-mother's errors of judgment. 

"It is so absurd of Mrs. Curwin herding all these people 
together," went on Sophy, in an aggravated whisper. She 
was tall and freckled, but not uncomely, only tne lower 

Sart of the face was too heavily moulded, and showed a 
ecided temper. " I wonder how my father can bear it, 
with his love of quiet and peace ; but if old men will take 
to themselves wives when Ihey have daughters to care for 

them " 

" Mrs. Curwin is so very sociable," observed Marjory, not 
knowing exactly how to reply to tnis ; " I think she likes 
making x>eople happy ; at least, Anne says so," remember- 
ing that she herself differed from Anne. 

"Oh, it is only her love of fuss," replied Sophy, with 
rather a vixenish look, which made Marjory all at once 
rather sorry for Mrs. Curwin. " She Ukes trotting in and 
out of people's houses and inviting them ; it makes her feel 
important. When she came home yesterday, and told 
Theo and me of the last batch of people she had asked, 
Theo said, * Would it not save you trouble, ma'am, if my 
father were to send round the town crier?' I thougnt that 
BO clever of Theo." 

Just then Mrs. Curwin caught sight of Marjory, and 
bustled up to them with a beaming face. 

7» 



78 FOR LILIAS. 

" So glad you have come, Maijory, my dear," she said, 
tapping her on the shoulder with a white, plump hand, 
"one looks charming; does she not, Sophy? My girls 
were so delighted when they knew you were coming. Isn't 
this nice, now?'' looking round her with satisfied eyes; 
"every one I asked has come; not one missing. Your 
father said just now the room was overheated. Sophy, 
what do you think? shall we let the fire out, or open the 
window?" 

" I should recommend both plans," rejoined Miss Cur- 
win, in a freezing voice. "The place must certainly re- 
semble the Black Hole at Calcutta, you have crowded the 
room so nicely, you see." 

" Dear, dear, I hope no one else thinks so " returned her 
step-motner, visibly alarmed. " Where is Theo ? I must 
ask Theo. My dear, your sister thinks we ought to let the 
fire out and open tne window. Oh, is that you, Mr. Ers- 
kine? Don't let Theo monopolize you ; there is a young 
ladv in the room to whom I want to introduce you; or 
ratner, I should say — ^at least, it is the other way round. 
Marjory, my dear ; Miss Deane : this is our new curate — 
you Know his name — Mr. Erskine. He is rather High, you 
know, — a little dangerous," tapping him on the arm with 
her fan, " but we mean to cure him of that. Sophy, won't 
you ffive Mr. Erskine your seat by Marjory? I want you 
to talk to poor dear Mr. Pike ; he does look so out of his 
element." And, having made both her step-daughters 
decidedly uncomfortable, she bustled away, in search of 
further victims to her benevolent intentions. 

Marjory had grown weary of her comer and of Sophy's 
ill-natured remarks, so she hailed the new-comer witn her 
brightest smile. He was not so handsome or interesting 
as Mr. Brooks^nd of course Nellie had far the best of it 
this evening. Me was a meek little man, with unassuming 
manners ; nevertheless, she behaved herself graciously to 
him. 

Half the evening had passed before Mr. Brooks seemed 
able to pilot his way to Marjory's corner. By that time he 
thought Miss Deane had been sufficiently punished for her 
behavior to Popples, and perhaps he was becoming a little 
uneasy at the prolonged conversation with the new curate, 
Marjory saw mm coming, but barely raised her eyelids to 
welcome him. 

"What a crowd there is to-night!" he said, pleasantly ; 
"there is no getting to one's friends. You seem fond of 
this special comer. Miss Deane ; but it is far cooler by the 
window. Miss Walford wants you to join us." 

" Tell Nellie I will come to ner by and by, when Mr- 
Erskiue and I have finished our argument," returned 
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Maijory, indifferently. "Mr. Erskine was enlightening 
me on the subject of ecclesiastical architecture. I have 
been so much interested." 

*^0h, indeed!" returned Mr. Brooks, feeling himself 
snubbed, while the curate looked radiant: "it is a very 
large subject. — ^very. Pray do not let me interrupt you. 
Miss Walford and I were far more frivolous : we were only 
discussing the last new novel." 

"Yes; N'ellie reads far too many novels," responded 
Marjory, calmly. " I wonder her mother allows it. You 
ought really to see Rutherfleld Church, Mr. Erskine : it 
was early English, and has been restored. The roof is 
arched and of chestnut wood, and there is a wooden cover 
to the font, curiously carved and shaped, that bears the date 
1633 ;" but Mr. Brooks lost the rest of tne sentence. Only, 
as he recrossed the room rather gloomily, he told himself 
that Miss Deane gave herself far too many airs for so younff 
a girl. She was uncertain. — ^very uncertain. A man coula 
never be sure what sort or reception he might expect from 
her ; and from that moment Marjory's fate was sealed. 
Never would Popples's father ask her to have compassion 
on his motherless children. 

" Oh, Marjory dear," whispered Nellie, as they came out 
together in the moonlight, " has it not been a delightful 
evening ? I have never enjoyed myself so much." 

" I am glad you have been so happy," returned Marjory, 
rather brusqjuely. The girls were walking arm in arm 
under the kmes; Mr. Brooks was following with Miss 
Frere. Marjory had shaken off the little curate with some 
difficulty, for he had pleaded hard to escort them ; but 
she was determined to enjoy their homeward stroll in 
peace. 

" And you," questioned Nellie, rather anxiously, " why 
did you remain in that comer all the evening? I am 
sure you were bored, Maijory. I never heard you laugh 
once." 

"It was a detestable evening," responded Marjory, 
fiercely. " I don't mind telling you, Nellie, for we are 
such friends, that I never felt so cross in my life. There I 
it is over now, but I could not do it again : it is too great a 
sacrifice. I never knew before what a vain creature I 
really am ; but it is a good thing to see one's own faults 
clearly. No, I am very fond of you, Nellie, and I am sure 
you are quite welcome to him. Popples and all, but I could 
never do it again." 

"What do you mean?" faltered poor Nellie, turning 
very red in the dim light and casting a furtive look behind 
her, fearing that Maijory's words would be overheard. 
" You do say such strange things, dear. You cannot meaq 
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that you Btopx>ed in that comer on purpose to avoid Mr. 
Brooks?" 

"No. thank you," returned Marjory, rather shortly: 
**I did not care to he more proininent this evening. 
Anne's criticism is very wholesome, but it somehow takes 
the spirit out of one. IN ever mind what I do mean, Nellie ; 
but one thing I must say : he is not good enough for my 
little Princess : he is far too ordinary and commonplace, 
and, in spite of his good looks, I call him terribly shallow 
and uninteresting." 

"Oh, Marjory!" with a catch of her breath; "how can 
you say such things? And if it were so," with a little 
laugh, "some one must be kind, even to these ordinary 
men. Isn't it Gteorge Eliot who speaks so feelingly about 
unattractive commonplace men? I cannot remember the 
name of that uninteresting clergyman in her * Scenes of 
Clerical Life ;' but I know that beautiful Milly loved him 
enough to marry him." 

"Amos Barton, — that is the name, Nellie, my dear. 
Your Amos Barton will be a far handsomer edition of 
humanity. I wish you joy of Popples, and " 

But here Nellie covered Marjory % mouth with her little 
gloved hand, and said, " Hush !" in such an alarmed voice 
that Marjory immediately turned the subject. 

"Have you had a pleasant evening, Marjory Daw?" 
asked Mr. Frere, as he came out to meet them ; for this 
was one of the pet names that had somehow abided with 
Marjory from childhood. 

Marjory shook her head. 

" You were quite right," she answered, rather seriously : 
" nothing harmonized. It was all a muddle. Oh, the poor 
flowers I" stopping to pick them im as she passed, and 
showing their witnered leaves. " You will never give me 
any more, Mr. Frere, after my throwing your gift away 
like this.'^ 

"Oh, yes; I shall give you the opportunity of flin^ng 
them away a score of times yet," he replied, touched by a 
certain wistfulness in the girrs face, and the way in which 
she had laid the poor withered things against ner cheek, 
as though she were sorry for their blighted loveliness. 
But she made him no answer, only to bid him a subdued 
good-night. 

A little later on, as Anne was sitting by her bedroom 
fire, there was a ^uick tap at her door, and Marjory en- 
tered in her flowing whife dressing-gown, with her hair 
falling round her like a brown veil, and in her arms slie 
carried a confused mass of blue drapery. 

" There !" she said, throwing it with a disgusted look at 
Anne's feet ; " I never intend to wear blue again as long aa 
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Mr, ever I live. You may cut it up for little Sally Drummond's 

pelisse, if you like, or throw it in the fire. Of course. I 
th looked a fright : but I never will again." 

ir And then, without waiting for a reply, she ran out of 

ii> the room. 

'i.' _____ 

li CHAPTER X. 

THE FIBST EVBNING AT WHITEOUFFE. 

On the evening before Marjory's projected visit to White- 
cliffe^ Mr. Frere announced his intention of accompanying 
her, in his usual careless manner. 

^' Constant change of air seems a sort of fashion in these 
latter days. It is bad form to remain too long in one place : 
not to be behind the times, I have put up a spare collar and 
a pipe* aiid I suppose you did not forget a brush and comb 
wnile you were about it, Anne? And I mean to enjoy 
myself thoroughly in good bachelor style at the Crown, 
while you are moping in Mrs. Chard's little parlor." 

Maijory was leaving the room as he spoke; but she 
stopped and regarded nun with an astonished look. 

"You — you are coming with me, Mr. Frere !" 

" I do not see why I am not to have a holiday some- 
times," was the cool reply. " Of course I should prefer an 
expedition to Colorado, only Anne objects to the distance. 
Wnen a man has womanfolk about him, he ceases, some- 
how, to be his own master. It is years since I felt the joys 
of absolute independence. I think that miller of Dee was 
an enviable man : * I care for nobody, no, not I ; and no- 
body cares for me.' That old fellow must have had a good 
time of it." 

** Oh, I understand you," she replied. And as she turned 
away he could see her eyes were slowly filling with tears. 

Nothing further was said on the subject ; out the next 
morning Marjory said good-by to Anne with a more cheer- 
ful countenance than she generally wore on such occasions. 

"I will try to behave better to her," she whispered, as 
Anne looked at her with meaning tenderness. "Oh, I 
mean to be so good now — that I feelhe is near me," with a 
grateful glance at Mr. Frere, as he watched Marjory's new 
trunk and his own shabby portmanteau being hoisted on 
the top of the fly that was to carry them to the station. 

Marjory was very quiet during the journey. She leaned 
back, looking out at the moving landscape with grave un- 
seeing eyes, while Mr. Frere busied himself over the paper, 
or rummaged in his bag for possible and impossible arames. 

/ 
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It could not be denied that Mr. Frere was at all times a 
very fidgety fellow-traveller. The ventilation of the car- 
riage never could be adjusted to his liking. He generally 
opened and shut the windows a dozen times in an hour. 
^Either there was a draughty or danger of suffocation, or a 
tunnel was looming in the distance, or the dust was bad for 
their eyes ; and, as all these manifestations were accompa- 
nied by an incessant strain of good-humored grumbling, it 
required some philosophy, and not a little patience, for nia 
companions in ^* durance vile" to adapt themselves to his 
various whims. 

" This is my window, sir, I must beg you to observe," 
one very irascible old gentleman was heard to say. 

"Oh, indeed!" returned Mr. Frere, politely, as he re- 
treated to his comer. " I am very glad to hear it. There 
is always something new. as Solomon says. I had no idea 
before that the directors let out their windows. I suppose 
they take it out in extra fare." 

"Look here, Marjory," observed Mr. Frere, as they 
drove slowly down Station Road and the air blew freshly 
into their faces, bringing a delicious whiff of sea-weea 
with it. "I cannot quite peep into Mrs. Cliard's parlor 
window, because my host of the Crown has given me my 
old room facing the Parade j but when you want me, my 
dear, you can fasten that tlung in the window" (pointing 
to a gold-colored silk scarf that Marjory wore), "and 1 
shall see it plainly when I prowl up and down on the 
Parade. Bless you, we might run up a code of signals in 
no time I Scarf waved from right to left : * Please come 
at once, as I have a fit of valors, and mother is grumpy.' 
From left to right : ' Am coming out for a walk. Wait for 
me by the illuminated clock' — and so on." 

Marjory smiled faintly at this, but the grave look was 
still in her eyes. They were coming to the well-remem- 
bered corner now. There was the General Post-Offlce; 
and Queen Street, with its gay shops ; and the tall clock ; 
and the Crown Hotel, the side-windows of which had a 
full view of the high narrow house where Mrs. Chard 
lived. 

There was a large fishing-smack, as usual, lying high 
and dry in the middle of the road. Oil the paliiigs of the 
little public garden there were brown nets hanging out to 
dry. From Mrs. Chard's front windows one nad a side 
view of the sea, and the shelving beach, with yellow and 
brown boats lying side by side, and knots of fishermen in 
their blue jerseys loitering and smoking under the white 
steps that led to the Parade and the Crown Hotel. 

It was rather a lively corner, as Marjory knew. There waa 
a restaurant belonging to the hotel, where people strolled 
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In for their lunch and dinner. A string of hackney- 
coaches was always waiting for hire. A little shoe-boy 
drove a brisk trade just opposite. In the evening, the 
hotel lights and the illuminated clock threw gleams of 
radiance across the road, and showed the dim masts and 
the dark sea-line, and the shadowy forms of the passengers 
coming from the old part of the town, by Crown Street, 
as it was called. 

Mr. Frere shook hands with Marjory as soon as they 
reached the house, and strode off with his portmanteau in 
the direction of the hotel, while Marjory walked up the 
steps rather wearily. 

Mrs. Chard opened the door herself. "You have come 
at last, my dear,'' she said, kissing her a little timidly, for! 
strange to say, sne was never at her ease with the girl. " I 
have been sitting at the window more than an hour watch- 
ing for you : but Martha was out, and just then the draw- 
ing-room bell rang, and I was forced to answer it." 

"You have lodgers, then?" observed Marjory, in some 
surprise, as she followed her mother into a long narrow 
parlor, somewhat shabbily furnished, but with one large 
pleasant window looking down Crown Street, and another 
very small one opening full on the beach. " I hope my 
coming does not inconvenience you. When you wrote, 
you said the house was empty." 

"They only came last evening, dearie," returned Mrs. 
Chard, trying to make a black cindery fire burn more 
briglitly. "There was a telegram in the afternoon, and 
then they arrived,— just miss and her brother. Another 
gentleman travelled with them and slept at the Crown, 
but he went away this morning." 

"Indeed !" returned Marjory, interested, like all young 
people, in listening to the anairs of her neighbors. " What 
is their name, mother?" 

" I didn't rightly hear their names," replied Mrs. Chard, 
fidgeting with the blind. "It looked like Cayley on the 
telegram. Mrs. Fowler, who was with me four months 
last year, reconmiended the lodgings. They wanted a quiet 
place, because the poor young gentleman is a bit of an 
invalid. It put me rather in a fuss, Marjory, for Major 
Dakins only left yesterday morning, and Martha is so 
slow, though she is a good girl ; and there were the rooms 
to turn out, and clean curtains to put up. I did not finisb 
until nearly twelve last night." 

" You should have put me off," returned Marjory, rather 
absently ; for iust then she caught sight of Mr. Frere, who 
had deposited his luggage and had gone down on the 
beach to fill his lungs with pure searair before enjoying 
his dinner. He saw Marjory, for he turned and waved 



8A FOR LILIAS, 

his stick at her, which brought him into collision with a 
donkey that was carrying up stones from the shore. The 
result was disastrous; for the donkey kicked, and Mr. 
Frere stopped and rubbed his knee rueftdly, at which 
Marjory laughed. 

" Who is that, my dear ? You seem to know the gentle- 
man, '^ asked her mother. *^ My eyes are not as they used 
to be, and I don't rightly distinguish people when they are 
so far off as that.'' 

'^ It is Mr. Frere." replied Mariory, noddinir .to him. 



," replied Mariory, nodding .to 
/s holiday, and so ne has taken i 



** He wanted a week^s holiday, and so he has taken rooms 
at the Crown. It will be pleasant for me, for I shall not 
have so many solitary walks when you are busy." 

" Mr. Frere !" faltered her mother, and the next moment 
the Venetian blind that she was still manipulating — for a 
piece of the webbing had broken — ^fell from ner hand with 
a clatter. 

If Marjory had turned round just then, she would have 

seen Mrs. Chard staring at her with blank, wide-open eyes. 

and her face twitching and pale ; but the girl was still 

watching her friend, and took no notice of the exclamation 

}T the silence that followed it. 

" Am I to have my old room?" she asked at last, when 
Mr. Frere had disappeared round the comer. 

" Yes,— no, I should say ; for all the upper rooms are en- 
gaged," returned her mother, tremulously. " I am very 
sorrv, Marjory, — that I am , and you dislike that blank 
wall so much. But there is no other room but the one at 
the back of this. I wish now I had put you off, — I do from 
my heart j only I was fairly moithered yesterday, and had 
not my wits about me." 

"Nonsense!" returned Maijory, a little disdainfully. 
"What a fuss you always make, mother, about things! 
The room will ao well enough, and I can put up with even 
the blank wall for a week." 

" Well, it can't be helped now," observed Mrs. Chard, in 
a depressed voice. "Tnings will go wrong sometimes. 
Take off your things, dearie, and make yourself smart, and 
I will get the tea-things and the kettle. And there is a 
beautiful piece of ham I must put down to broil ; and by 
that time perhaps Martha will be back, and we can sit 
down comfortably." 

And then she hurried out of the room. But when she 
was in the passage outside, she stood still for a monieni 
an{l pressed her hands on her temples. 

" My brains still feel moithered-Iike^" she muttered. *' I 
am all in a twitter, as the saying is. To think of his 
coming ! and he is that sharp he would ferret out a thing 
in a moment. I said it would not matter with ih» girl : nc 



THE FIRST EVENING AT WHITECLIFFE. 8& 

more it would. Where would be the mischief? What a 
fool I was to haggle about the name and tell that fib about 
Mrs. Fowler ! There is mischief in even fibbing : Ephraim 
always told me so. Truth pays best in the end, as he often 
said ; and I begin to believe him. What with bad dreams, 
and these palpitations, and the fear of going off sudden 
one night in the dark, I feel as though I must make a clean 
breast of it and get at peace somewhere.'' And here she 
sighed and wrung her hands. 

" Mrs. Chard !" suddenly exclaimed a girlish voice, and 
there appeared at the top of the stairs a verv slim fig- 
ure in gray, but the face was hidden by the balustrade. 
*'Is Martha still out? for my brother is getting anxious 
for his dinner." 

" It will be ready to the' minute, my — Miss Lilias, I 
mean," returned Mrs. Chard, as her face seemed to brighten 
all at once. " Tell Mr. Barry the chicken is down, — I set 
Martha's little sister to watch it,— and I will lay the table 
in a trice, and by that time Martha will be in." 

" I hope so, for the poor boy's sake," returned the young 
lady, and then the gray gown whisked out of sight, just 
as Marjory, impelled by curiosity to see the owner of so 
sweet a voice, opened the parlor door cautiously. 

" Lilias and Barry,— wnat pretty names !" she said to 
herself. " I suppose that is the surname. It would look 
like Cayleyin tne telegram." 

Marjory was getting hungry and impatient by the time 
Mrs. Chard entered with the kettle. The elder won^an 
looked hot and exhausted as she began to arrange the tea- 
things. 

"That girl wears me out with her slowness," she grum- 
bled. "I only sent her to a house just underneath the 
!E^t ClifT, and she has been out the greater part of the 
afternoon. She is back now, but I gave her a good scold- 
ing. Servants are made just to worry one's life out. I 
was better off when I lived in a smaller house and did 
without them." 

"Mr. Frere always said he wondered at your letting 
lodgings," replied Marjory, with languid interest, as she 
watched her mother's bustUng movements. It did not 
enter into her head to offer to help her, though she looked 
so unusually tired; she was too self-engrossed to notice 
that there was anything amiss. " I should have thought 
you would have been far more comfortable living by your- 
self at Seaview Cottage." 

"No, dear, I should not. It was lonesome living on at 
the cottage when Ephraim was gone," returned Mrs. 
Chard, with a sigh. ^ The girl that did the rough part of 
the work always went home to her mother to sleep, and 

8 
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somehow those long evenings and nights grew quite 
dreadful to me. Sometimes the sea seemed to wash right 
up to the palings ; one could see nothing hut the gray 
water closing round the house. The waves used to keep 
me awake hour after hour, until I was nigh crazy. I told 
my neighbors I might as well Uve in a light-house as at 
Seaview." 

" It must have been a little desolate in winter,'' returned 
Marjory. 

" Desolate ! — ^it was Just barrenness itself, my dear. So, 
as this house was Ephraim's, and it was just standing 
empty, waiting for a tenant, I thought to myself that 
lodgers would he more cheerful than my own company, 
and that it would stir me up a bit, and keep me from fret- 
ting over what could not oe helped, to have to wait on 
other people. It has answered very fairly ; and my neigh- 
bor Mrs. Jenkins is quite furious because I never have a 
* Let' up more than two days, and she does not take hers 
down for weeks together. But I ain't what I was. Mar- 
lory, and sometimes the cooking and stairs are too much 
for me." 

"I do not think you are looking over-well, mother," 
observed Maijory, scrutinizing Mrs. Chard's face for the 
first time. 

They were sitting opposite each other at the table, and 
Marjory, with her healthy young appetite, was doing full 
justice to the nicely-broiled ham ana new-laid eggs. The 
spring twilight was just creeping over the room, but, as 
the clear firelight played on her mother's countenance, 
Marjory thought it looked old and shrunken. ' 

Mrs. Chard had been considered very handsome in her 
younger days. Hers had been no ordinary type of rustic 
beauty. She had always been pale in complexion, and the 
contour of her face and the form of her features had been 
IS delicate and refined as a lady's might have been ; but, 
either from .constitutional ill health or the sorrows of her 
life, she had not worn well. 

The face had grown thin and long, and there was a 

§ inched, care-worn expression on it ; her forehead was 
eeply lined, and her eyes looked sunken and melancholy ; 
the weak, irresolute mouth, with its loose^ twitching lips, 
had not grown firmer with years. A physiognomist would 
have said at once, on looking at this woman's face, that 
Mrs. Chard must possess a feeble moral nature, — a nature 
not prone to evil by any means, but liable to be hurriecjf 
into it by any strong impulse of love and fear, — ^a nature 
that could sin heavily and repent bitterly, and yet be 
capable of many virtuous actions. 
Marjory felt a little twinge of conscience as she regarded 
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her mother. No, she had never seen her look so old and 
ill before ; and what did that dark look about the lips 
mean? 

"No, dear; I am not to call well," returned the widow, 
moumhdly. " I had in Mr. Gilbert more than once when 
I have been troubled with the pain and palpitation ; but 
he only says my heart is like a worn-out machine,— that I 
have worked it too much, and must give it rest." 

" I think it was horrid of Mr. Gilbert to tell you that," 
replied Marjory, vaguely disturbed at Mrs. Chard's account 
of herself. 

" It was only what I knew myself," returned her mother, 
jpleased with even this faint show of sympathy on Mar- 
lory's part, for she had seldom spoken to her so gently. 
" I take the drops when the pain is bad ; and there is the 
sleeping draught when I can't bear the length of the nights ; 
and, for the rest, a little work does not him; me. It is the 
mind, that is what Mr. Gilbert says, — ^it is the worry of 
mind that is wearing me out, and how to put things right 
that have gone wronff." 

"But, mother " oegan Marjory ; and then she stopped. 

How was she to point out to the widow that her hus- 
band's death must be regarded as a release, and not a 
trouble ? She must be talking of past worries, — dead and 

fone grievances ; and certainhr Ephraim Chard had ruled 
is wife with a rod of iron. M!arjory knew that her mother 
had hardly dared to say that her soul was her own in her 
husband's presence. He had dominated her weak nature 
by the force of a narrow, hard will that knew no mercy. 
If she had lied freely to him, it waa because she had been 
too great a coward to throw off his yoke. Tyrants make 
slaves, and a slavish nature is seldom a true one. 

Yes, her mother must be alluding to the past. She was 
a free woman now, and comparatively a happy one. Let- 
ting lodgings waa no hardship in her station of life ; cook- 
ing and cleaning came aa naturallv to her aa reading and 
music to educated people. If she had nothing to do, time 
would be a weariness to her : people of this sort have no 
resources in themselves. This was Marjory's view of the 
matter, but she thought it as well to give her mother one 
piece of advice. 

" If I were you, I should not work quite so hard," she 
said, with youthful dogmatism. " When the house is full, 
aa it is now, I should get a girl to help Martha." 

And here she ended the discussion by rising from the 
table and walking towards the window. 

6he was still standing there half an hour later, looking 
across at the darkening sea, while Mrs. Chard was trying 
to set a smoky lamp right, when a little bunch of wet 8ear> 
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weed struck against the open palm of her hand. She was 
startled for a moment, until sne saw a slip of white i>aper 
dangling from it ; and then she caught it up with a merry 
laugn, and disentangled it with some difficulty. Of course 
it must have been Mr. Frere who had tossed it at her with 
such unerring aim ; and no doubt he was lounging round 
the comer, smoking his after-dinner cigar and waiting for 
her to come out to mm. Marjory's eyes brightened with 
fun as she read the pencilled scrawl : 

'* I am writing this under a lamp-post, and, after this 
reckless disregard of rheumatism and appearances, neither 
you nor Anne need groan that there is no nineteenth-cen- 
tury knight-errantry,' and that the age of chivalry Is gone. 
I feel a second Bayard, — ^a modern edition of anv of those 
old fellows of the Kound Table, who did impossible things 
for the sake of some lorn damosel. If you want to see a 
fine study in blacks and browns, with just a suspicion of 
foam-colored white, open the street door, and you will find 
your obedient servant." 

" Mr. Frere is waiting for me : I suppose I can run out* 
to him for half an hour ? " asked Manory,with a delighted 
sniff of the sea-weed. It was good of him to come for her, 
just as she was dreading a long evening's iMcrMj^ with 
her mother. 

^^ Bun along, dearie, and don't keep him waiting," re- 
turned Mrs. uhard, hurriedly. And Marjory, thankful 
for the permission, had soon put on her hat and thrown a 
plaid round her. She found Mr. Frere still in contempla- 
tion of the lamp-post. 

**This is a remarkably fine cigar." were his greeting 
words, as Marjory slippea her hand through his arm and 
turned him forcibly in the direction of the dark beach. 
" I am in that mellow, benevolent humor that a good din- 
ner, thoroughly digested, produces on the masculine mind. 
The fish was delicious, crisp, and brown to a nicety, and 
the cutlets done to a turn, and the Gk>rgonzola was excel- 
lent^ — " but here Marjory uttered an impatient " Pshaw !" 

** I always notice that a woman says * Pshaw !' when a 
man talks of his dinner," observed Mr. Frere. resignedly : 
" and yet it is an important item in the day's business. If 
his food does not rightly assimilate, — ^if his steak is tough 
or stringy, for example, — ^the whole man seems out of gear ; 
he is gnm, choleric, or taciturn, according to his nature. 
A well-cooked dinner, served with undeviating punctuality; 
not half a minute's grace for a lagging guest, and the same 
man is soothed and made happy, his moral being expands, 
he is capable of charity, he hates his enemies less fiercely 
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and loTBS his friends more tenderiy, he feels a man every 
bit of him ; and where, in the name of mystery, are you 
flying ofl" in a tangent, Marjory Daw ?" 

"Oh. I will not near you," she returned, stopping her 
ears : " it is only old men who talk of their dinners. I 
will listen to the waves ; they will have something to tell 
me more interesting than that." And before Mr. Frere 
had made up his mind to follow her, she had run down the 
pebbly beach, with her plaid flying out behind her, and 
was standing like an image at the brink of the dark water, 
while the waves came lapping about her feet. 



CHAPTEBXI. 

THE YOUNG LADY IN &RAY. 

As Marjory opened the house door, the faint sound of 
singing, unaccompanied by any insirument, seemed to 
blend narmoniously with the monotonous wash of the 
waves on the shore. The voice seemed purposely low- 
pitched, but was pleasant in the extreme ; and the air was 
familiar to Marjory, for it was one that her friend Nellie 
had often sung. 

Marjory closed the door noiselessly, scarcely answering 
Mr. Brere's cheery good-night, and tnen, prompted by a 
curious impulse, stole up the staircase, and paused for a 
moment in the dark passage. 

The drawing-room door was partially opened, as though 
for coolness, and only the play of firelight threw a fitnil 
brightness over the room. Marjory could see nothing but 
the shining blackness of the old cniffonniere and the red 
folds of the curtains. Most likely the singer was sitting in 
the low chair by the fire. The voice was sweeter than Nel- 
lie's, and there was a pathos, almost a melancholy, in the 
full well-sustained notes that brought the tears to Mar- 
lory's eyes. A girl singing in the firelight ; and outside, 
the long, endless refrain of the waves, making the night 
musicaL 

The voice sang, — 

*** Tired? ah, yes. so tired, dear; 
The day has been very long, 
But shadowy gloaming draweth near: 
'Tis time tor the evensong.* " 

A querulous sigh interrujpted the song. 
" It won't do, Lil ; nothing does to-night : we may mm 
well light the candles and go on with the hook." 

8» 
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"Oh, dear! oh, dear!" returned the same girl's voio© 
that had so charmed Marjory early in the evening ; ^* is 
the pain so bad, my poor boy ? Let me try a little longer, 
and 1 will screen the firelight from your eyes : this has so 
often sent you to sleep. There ! shut your eyes." And she 
went on : 

M < I'm ready to go to rest at last, 
Ready to say * GkK>d-ni^ht.' 
The sunset glory darkens fjeust; 
To-morrow will bring me Ugnt.'" 

"No, it won't do," interrupted the boy, still more queru- 
lously : " thank you all the same, Lil, but it seems to wake 
me up to-night, somehow. Tired? I should think I am 
tired. Life is an awfully puzzling thing, after all. I wish 
one were allowed a choice in the matter : I am not so sure 
I should have cared to exist." 

" I am not going to scold you, poor fellow, though you 
are such a heathen. I dare say I should be as bad, under 
the circumstances. Never mind existence : I never could 
talk philosophy. I wonder when Hurrell will go over to 
St. Kilda's for the books. By the bye, how dull poor 
mother will be without us to-night !" 

" Without you, you mean." 

" No, without us," she repeated. " Oh, you foolish boy ! 
that is another of your whimseys, making believe that she 
is not just as fond of you as she is of me." 

" I can't help it, Lil, if the thoughts will come. Mother 
is awfully good, of course ; but I am such a failure, you 

see. and " But here Marjory, who had been gently 

tiptoeing from the door during the last few momenra, was 
almost startled into a scream by a sudden jerk at her wrist. 

** What are you doing here^ Maijory ?" was almost hissed 
into her ear ; and, as the girl looked a little ashamed of 
herself, Mrs. Chard continued, as soon as they were in the 
parlor again, " Gracious me, you did give me a turn, stand- 
mg there in the dark I It ain't like you, Maijory, to be 
listening outside doors, and you know I never like my 
lodgers to be interfered with. As long as they pay, they 
have a right to call their rooms their own." 

"What do you mean, mother?" returned Marjory, in- 
dignant at the accusation. " I listen at doors !" drawing 
up her long neck with the majesty of an insulted princess. 
" Any one may listen to a song, I believe, without being 
considered dishonorable ; and that is all that took me up- 
stairs, just to listen to the sweetest singing that I ever 
heard in my life. As soon as they began to t&lk I tried to 
get away." 

"Well, well, don't be angry with me, my dear. I hai^e 
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a right to speak to you, haven't I, Marjory?" hi a hnmble, 
deprecating voice. 

"No, no right at all," returned the girl, with decided 
temper ; for she was angry with herself for her curiosity, 
and the least implied blame from this woman was hard to 
bear. " When I do wrong, you may speak of it, but not 
before. I wonder what Anne and Mr. Frere would say if 
they knew you accused me of listening at doors." 

" But you won't tell them, dearie !" coaxed her mother, 
quite crushed by this show of spirit on the girPs part. 
" You know I wasn't meaning anything by what I said. 
There ! don't let us quarrel, Marjory, the first night ; and 
I ain't over-well, and that is the trutn. There is Just one 
thing I was wanting to say to you, if you won't dy out at 
me ; don't, there's a dear, for it makes me nervous and 
twittery, and I ain't what I was even a year ago, — that I 
ain't, Marjory." 

"Well, what is it?" returned Marjory, ungraciously, for 
she was much ruffled by this oontreteTn/pa, 

" It is only for your sake I am nanung it, because you 
are a grand young lady and have such fine manners^. If 
you should get speaking to Miss Lilias, — which you won't; 
of course, but there is no accounting for accidents,— you 
need not be mentioning that you belong to me. I shall 
quite understand your being silent : it will be only natural, 
and I will put up with it, Marjory, my dear." 

"Do you mean that 1 am not to say that I am your 
daughter?" returned Marjory, regarding her mother with 
some surprise, for this was utterly unexpected. 

" There is no call to tell our family history to strangers," 
rephed Mrs. Chard, becoming a little confused under Mar- 
jory's fixed look, — ^her speech was always more illiterate 
when she was agitated; "we ain't obliged to take folks 
into our confidence unless it suits us. It is you I am think- 
ing about, Marjory ; you are so fine and grand, for all your 
quiet dress, and it is hard for you, dearie, to have to point 
me out for your mother when I look ana work like a ser- 
vant and Miss Lilias only treats me as such." 

Marjory contemplated her mother still more thought- 
fully. Was this pure unselfishness and regard for her reel- 
ings? or was there some crooked meaning involved in 
this ? Alas that such suspicion should always follow her 
mother's lightest words ! 

Mrs. Chard grew a little impatient under that wide-open 
glance. 

" Gracious me, Marjory I one would think I was speak- 
ing Dutch, to see you staring at me in that way, instead of 
pure common sense. If you were staying witn me for a 
month instead of a week, I would not say a word about 
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keeping a silent tongue in your head. But a week Is jiurt 
nought, and nought's soonest said: fitnd Deane ian't 
Chard, and there is no need to humole yourself unless 
vou want to do it. And all the world can see you are 
heaps finer than your mother, and that you oughtn't 
riehtly to belong to me." 

Marjory curled her lip sarcastically. " * Speech is silver, 
but silence is golden.' I suppose you mean that, mother. 
I am not likely to speak to your lodgers, or to trouble them 
with my private history. If I am asked my name, I will 
tell it. If I see any need to identify myself with you, I 
hope no false shame or pride will cause me to hold my 
to^ue. I dare say you mean kindly, mother, though it is 
dimcult sometimes to understand wnat you say ; but all 
the same I will leave the whole matter to chance. If you 
do not mind, I think I will go to bed now, for the sea air 
has made me sleepy." 

** Ay, do so, my dear," returned her mother, with alac- 
rity. "Early to bed and early to rise, — that keeps the 
roses fresh on young cheeks. You ain't vexed wfth me 
any longer, are you, Marjory ?" 

" No, of course not," replied Marjory, rather impatiently, 
as she gave her cool firm cheek to ner mother to kiss. 
Never once had she offered her lips, or pressed them to 
Mrs. Chard's pale face. If she had followed her inclina- 
tion, a hand-snake would have been all she would have 
proffered. Marjory was rarely demonstrative, even to 
those whom she loved ; .but where she was indifferent, her 
manners could be icy in their rigidity. Strangers often 
thought Marjory cold and hard, and spoke of her as a girl 
who could be an amusing companion, out had little or no 
heart. " Just because I do not keep it pinned to my sleeve, 
for all the fools in creation to have a peck at it," was Mar- 
jonr's scornful rejoinder, when she once heard this opinion. 

When Marjory woke the next morning, she was not 
quite sure that existence was such a desirable thing after 
all. In the first place, a high blank wall, about twenty 
feet from one's window, is not a very pleasing object with 
most people : neither is the drip-drip of rain-drops on the 
fiags below the most musical sound in the world ! A wet 
day. — ^and Mr. Frere and the pleasant out-of-door world 
shui out by a wet margin of broken-up clouds, resolving 
themselves into a cold fiuid atmosphere, with a taste of 
salt in it just to give it flavor. 

"Oh. dear!" sighed Marjory, as she coiled up her heavy 

Slaits before the cracked oval looking-glass, which, from 
eficiency of quicksilver, always gave her the appearance 
of a swollen face on one side. " I shall die of ennui before 
the day is out, unless I get up a good quarrel witii some- 
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body, wliich I am pretty sure to do, unless Providence 
gives me some sort of safety-valve,*' — ^which was not quite 
reverent. But then Marjory had not yet said her prayers ; 
she waa putting them off to the last moment, in the nope 
of feeling more in tune with her morning orisons. 

In front, the prospect was a little more enlivening. 
True, it rained, and rained steadily too, as though it were 
in earnest, and no mistake, and meant to take its own time 
about leaving off. But, somehow, the splash on the pave- 
ment waa not nearly so depressing. And it was rather 
amusing to see the few fishermen that passed under the 
window, in their oilskin caps and leggings; one or two 
had sacks over their shoulders by way of water-proofe. 
And the little shoeblack had picked up an old bit of tar- 
paulin, and had crept for shelter right under the bows of 
the fishing-«mack in front. He had a tame brown mouse, 
which ran in and out of his blue shirt. He showed it to 
Marjory, with such a display of white teeth and good 
humor tnat Marjory at once proceeded to butter a nice hot 
roll for him, as there were two on the table, and she knew 
that her mother had already breakfasted. 

She was hindered in her benevolent task, however, by 
an unexpected sight. Her plate was filled with primroses 
and violets, wet with rain, but looking as sweet and fresh 
as though they had been just gathered and dropped pro- 
miscuously by some careless hand. There was no attempt 
at arrangement. There they lay. in neat little bunches, 
straight from some flower-seller's basket. 

Marjory's eyes opened to their full extent, and a little 
dimple that was rarely seen came into full play. " It must 
be he, — ^Mr. Frere," she said to herself. ** Mother would 
not have thought of such a thing. What would Anne 
say? I am sure she would never believe in his early 
rising." And, somehow, after this, Marjory enjoyed her 
breakfast — and the little shoeblack enjoyed his. 

As soon as she had finished, she sauntered to the window 
again. Certainly the prospect was not alluring. It still 
rained heavily, and the sea had a gray leaden aspect. The 
waves washed on the beach with sullen monotony. There 
were shops just round the corner. There was a special 
shop she knew, close to Trinity Church, that was a perfect 
fairy-land of sea-weed and shells. Marjory thought that 
she could while away a pleasant half-hour selecting little 
gifts for Anne and her friend Nellie. There was no one to 
rebuke her for her recklessness. Mr. Frere would be read- 
ing his paper in the coffee-room : with an ulster and an 
umbrella, where would be the harm? Nevertheless, her 
resolution was a little shaken as she opened the hall door, 
the rain was falling so heavily. 
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Maijory'leaned against the portico rather disconsolately, 
with her eyes fixed on an eddying little pool in the middle 
of the road. But the next moment sh6 was startled hy a 
voice behind her. 

" Oh, do you think we can venture? The wind is rather 
high, certainly ; but if one could only get round the comer 
sa^W " 

** I beg your pardon I" returned Marjory, a little flurried 
at being so suddenly addressed, for she had been deep in 
thought, and had not heard the light footsteps. 

There was a young lady in a gray water-proof dress 
standing quite close to her, with a mackintosn over her 
arm. She gave a little laugh at Marjory's start, but went 
on in the same'pleas|int voice : 

"Do you think it will soon be over? It seems almost 
too violent to last. Perhaps we had better wait a little j 
but there was a shop jusi beyond Crown Street that I 
wanted to reach." 

"And I also," returned Marjory, pleased with this frank 
address. " Perhaps In a few minut«3 it will not pour quite 
so heavily. It is provoking to wake up to a wet morning : 
but possihly it may clear towards evening. At present," 
with a little shrug, " it looks hopeless." 

"Oh, nothing is quite hopeless, — in weather or any- 
thing else," returned the young ladjr, with another little 
laugh. And then they were both silent for two or three 
minutes, during which Marjory was scrutinizing her 
companion with an interest that was not devoid of disap- 
pointment. 

She had been so charmed with her voice on the previous 
night that she had made up her mind, rather foolishly, 
that its owner must be beautiful. 

The mistake cost her a pang. Marjory did so love beauty. 
The girl who stood by her was not pretty at alL On the 
contrary, many people would have called her plain. She 
had a long thin race, somewhat pale in coloring, and the 
nose was a little too long and pointed ; but she had soft 
brown hazel eyes, and the eyebrows were finely arched and 

Eencilled. And Marjory could see she had beautiful hair, 
alf hidden under the dose hat ; her figure, too, was slight 
and graceful. 

Nevertheless, Marjory rather pettishly owned herself 
disappointed. 

Unconscious of all this scrutiny, the young lady was 
looking out at the rain somewhat anxiously. 

"It is not far," she said, half to herself; "just down 
Crown Street, and that little bit of the Parade ; and I have 
mackintoish." 
think it would be wiser to wait," returned Marjory, 
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rather blnntly, to this. *' Some one's umbrella has Just 
turned inside out : the wind seems rising a little." 

** If it were my own business," observed the other, du- 
biously ; " but invalids never like to be kept waiting. My 
brother wants the second volume of this book, and the 
library is on the Parade. Oh, yes, I think I must venture, 
thank you." And then she nodded to Marjory with an- 
other smile, and five minutes afterwards Marjory saw her 
breasting the formidable comer. 

As there seemed little hope of the weather lifting before 
uoon, Marjory soon made up her mind to follow ner ex- 
ample ; but so desultory^ were her movements that almost 
before she had turned into Crown Street she caught sight 
of her late companion coming back with some green vol- 
umes in her hahd. She held them out to Marjory in quite 
a friendly way. 

" If I had waited two minutes longer I should have lost 
them. A lady came in for them lust as Mr. Lyons was 
taking them down from the shelf for me. Isn't this deli- 
cious?" she continued : "the wind and the rain, I mean. 
Things are never so bad as one imagines, looking at them 
from the outside." And, without waiting for an answer, 
she moved on, leaving Marjory quite cheered by the en- 
counter. 

She sx)ent a pleasant hour or two after this^ making her 
little purchases and looking into the shop-windows. She 
was feeling thoroughly damp and exhilarated as she re- 
turned laden with smsJl uneven packages ; and her cheeks 
had a fine bloom in them when she stopped to accost Mr. 
Frere in a windy corner. 

" No, you must not touch them," as he at once offered to 
share her burdens. " Most of them are brittle, and would 
be injured in changing hands." 

" Will it please you, then, to be sheltered under my um- 
brella, as I see yours is useless?" glancing at it quizzically. 

" Yes, I must have it mended ; one of tne ribs is broken. 
You need not look at my hat : it is only an old one. I am 

§lad I came out ; the air is beautiftdly fresh, and I have 
one a neat deal of business. I am quite in love with that 
sea-weed shop. I have bought some nautilus shells for 
Anne, full oi pink and coral sea-weed ; and a spray for 
Nellie to wear. Is it not a pretty idea, Mr. Frere, for girls 
to wear sea-weed instead of artificial fiowers? The spray 
T chose for Nellie is so fine and delicate, — as feathery as 
possible, — and all pink and coral." 

Maijory was rattling on breathlessly, while Mr. Frere 
seemed only intent on shielding her from the driving rain, 
and kept his lips ominously closed until he had her safe iii« 
the portioo. 
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''Oh, ihank you/' she laughed, for she was in quite a 
giddy mood from; her adventurous morning. *' It is no use 
asking you in, I know.'' But, to her surprise, Mr. Frere 
followed her into the little parlor. 

Mrs. Ohard, who was laying the dinner-tahle, dropped 
a knife out of her hand, and iXooped to pick it up beiore 
she greeted him. Pernaps it was the exertion that made 
her turn so suddenly red. Mr. Frere shook hands with 
her carelessly. 

** Gk)od-morninff, Mrs. Ohard : what pleasant weather, to 
be sure — for ducks or any other amphibious creatures ! 
Perhaps, as Marjory does not belong tb the tribe, you will 
be good enough to see that she changes her wet tnings at 
once. She is completely drenched, as you can see." 

'^Dear, dear!'' fUssed her mother, drawing her hand 
down the girl's wet ulster ; '* she is as wet as wet can be. 
What have you been doing with yourself, Marjory, all 
these hours since breakfast ? — and I have not had a mo- 
ment to myself to look after you. And dinner is spoiling 
for the want of being eaten, — as fine a chicken as ever you 
saw. There ! take on that wet thing, do, and I will have 
it dried. And the velvet on your hat is quite spoiled, 
Marjory ; and so is that beautiful feather, and " 

'*Oh, what provoking people you are !" returned Mar- 
jory, a little crossly. " As though a little wetting hurt 
any one I If I had not been so hungry, I would have 
stopped out longer ; but I had all those parcels. Oh,^dear, 
how hungry I am !" continued Marjory, restored to good 
humor at the thought of the chicken. 

** I am so glad to hear it, dearie. Perhaps Mr. Frere 
would stop and have a bit with us ?" observed Mrs. Chard, 
not looking at him, but at her daughter. 

** No, thank you," returned Mr. Frere, hastily. ** I — ^I 
never eat luncheon ; at least, it is not a regular meal with 
me : is it, Marjory? I have letters to write, and I must 
not wait. Thank you all the same, Mrs. Chard." And 
then he caught up his felt hat and hurried out of the 
room. 

Beason with himself as he might, he felt he could not 
bring himself to break bread with ihis woman. He had 
old-fashioned notions of honor. The man or woman with 
whom he ate must be in some sort his friend ; he must be 
in amity with that person. The distrust he instinctively 
felt towards Marjory's mother would not sulfer him to eat 
bread in her presence and under her roof. 

Marjory spent her afternoon quietly in company with an 
engrossing novel, while her mother aozed on the opposite 
Bide of the fireplace. Once Marjory raised her heaa from 
her book and contemplated Mrs. Chard's face thoughtfUUy. 
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How worn it looked even in sleep ! how lined and ftirrowed 
the forehead was ! how the blue, transparent veins showed 
on the temples and on the thin hands that lay folded in 
her lap I Marjory's fixed gaze, rather curious than sym- 
pathetic, seemed to disturb her strangely, for she woke 
after a minute with a startled look. 

** Is that you, Marjory ?" she said. " I did not know it 
was you that was sitting there watching me.'' 

Marjory gave a short laugh. 

" Wny, who should it be, mother ?" 

To her surprise, the tears started to Mrs. Chard's eves. 

" Oh, I suppose I was dreaming. Never heed me, dearie. 
I have odd lancies sometimes. I think a cup of tea would 
do me good. There ! I will get the tea-thin^ in a trice, 
and Martha shall toast some muffins for us. Stir the fire, 
Marjory, and I will be back in a moment." 

Mrs. Chard adjusted her widow's cap with trembling 
hands, and brushed the tears furtively from her eyes ; and 
Marjory knelt down on the rug and stirred the red, glow- 
ing ooalsjnto a blaze. 



CHAPTER XII. 

" I WXLL OO WITH YOU ICYBBLF." 

Masjoby had not informed her mother of her brief 
conversation with her lodger ; she had a sort of intuition 
that it would have been displeasing to Mrs. Chard ; but 
she thought a great deal about the girl, — ^her beautiful 
voice and charming manner, and the face that had 
somehow disappointed her. Strange to say, it had seemed 
familiar. 

"Where have I seen it before? Where can we have 
met?" mused Marjory, vexing hex*self with all sorts of 
firagmentary guesses, but at last giving it up in despair. 

one had hoped that twilight would have Drought yester- 
day's strains with it, but all was quiet upHstairs. Scarcely 
a movement overhead broke the stillness. Manorv had 
been left alone for a little time while her mother had gone 
down-stairs on some domestic business, when she heard 
the quick rustle of a dress outside the door, and the same 
voice that had accosted her that morning calling softly for 
Mrs. Chard. 

Witii a sort of impulse she could not resist, Maijory 
sprang to the door. 

« Do you want Mrs. Chard ?" she asked. " She has \uBt 
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ne down-Btairs to sort some linen, because Martha is oat. 

hall I fetch her for you? Bhe can hardly hear if the 
kitchen door is shut." 

" Oh, thank you !" returned the young ladr, but Mar- 
lory thought she looked a little surprised. ^'But no; I 
think I will not trouble vou, if she be busy and Martha is 
out. It is only " and then she stopped hesitatingly. 

" Are you going out? — ^and it is so late and so dark I" 
exclaimed Marjory ; for the girl had on her hat and ulster. 

" That is just why I wanted Mrs. Chard," returned the 
other. **I thought that she or Martha would be good 
enough to go witn me, as it is some little distance ; but if 

you say she is busy The fact is," knitting her brows 

m a puzzled way, — " my brother wants this prescription 
made up. He is in pain this evening, and thinks it will 
do him good. It is rather a difficult prescription, and I 
wished to speak to the chemist myself. The one with 
whom we deal lives in King's Street. That is some little 
wav off, you know." 

"Yes, indeed : it is ybtj near the fiedi-markel. If yoa 
will wait a moment, I wiU go with you myself. It nas 
quite lefb off raining, and a little fresh air will be delightful. ' ' 

" Oh, will you be so good ? Thank you. But indeed I do 
not like troubling you. I ought not-— indeed I ought not 
to ask you to do such a thing !" 

" Oh, nonsense I" returnea Marjory, with cheerfUl ab- 
ruptness. "I should like a walk beyond everytliing. It 
is so stupid sitting here alone." 

"Are you alone? Oh, dear, how dull you must be!" 
observed the girl, compassionately. " Mrs. Chard told us 
you had a gentleman belonging to you. Please don't think 
me rude ; but we were only asking because I thought you 
looked dull this morning." 

" Oh. no, not particularly," returned Marjory, brightly. 
" My friend, that is, my guardian — ^no, he isn't that ex- 
actly — ^but the gentleman in whose house I live— Why, 
dear me I" excSimed Maijory, interrupting herself with a 
laugh ; '* how droll it sounds, and how difacult it is to ex- 
plain — when there is no relationship and his sister has 
adopted me ! But what I was going to say was that he Is 
at the Crown Hotel opposite, and looks after me.^' 

"Oh, yes ; I see," returned the other girl, laughing out 
of pure sympathy. ** Well, if you will be so very good as 
to do me this kindness, I am sure I shall be gratefuL Shall 
I wait for you here ?" as Marjory was about to dart into her 
bedroom; and, the permission being ^ven, she walked 
quietly into the parlor, and began playing with the black 
cat. Joe, a great favorite with all the parlor lodgers. 

"Is your brother a great invalid?" asked Marjory, m 
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she and her oompanion turned their faces hi the dhrection 
of the old town. 

" Yes, indeed, poor boy I" was the sorrowfid answer. 
'' His health has been very bad for the last three vears, and 
sometimes he suffers a great deal. He has had a bad cough 
this winter ; that is why we have come here. We were all 
together at Brighton, but the east winds were too trying, 
and so I brought him away. We have only been here two 
days." 

** I should think Whitecliffe air will do him good," r^ 
turned Marjory, in an interested voice. 

" I hope it will remove his cough : as he is suffering from 
a spinal complaint, we cannot, of course, expect wonders 
in nis case. How sad it seems for a boy to suffer I it comes 
easier to women, I think. I have often longed to change 

g laces with Barry^to take his place on the couch and see 
im run about. Me is only seventeen, and it does seem so 
hard for him ; only, of course, it is wrong to say so. And 
to think he was once strong and healthy, and that it is all 
the result of an accident, — some carelessness on the nurse's 
part." 

"One hears of such things often," observed Marjoiy, in 
the sympathetic tone that seemed to crave for more details. 

'* Yes, indeed. I am afraid the world is full of sad 
things, only I do love to shut my eyes and forget that it is 
not really the paradise I imagined it. I do think young 
people cannot help being a little bit selfish ; they are so 
happy that they cannot realize that other people are miser- 
able." 

** I think young x>eople can be miserable too," returned 
Manory. rather cynically. 

"Well, do you know," observed her oompanion, with 
an unsteady little laugh, growing confidential in the dark- 
ness, " I am not quite so happy as usual myself. I have 
never had the sole charge of my brother before, and the 
responsibility frightens me a little. I lie awake, oh, for a 
long time every night, — quite an hour. — ^thinking what I 
should do if he got worse or had one of nis attacks of faint- 
ness. My mother was obliged to stay behind at Brigliton, 
and we have never been without her before. She would 
not have let us go anywhere else ; but of course, knowing 

Mrs. Chard so well " But here Marjory interrupted 

her a little brusquely. 

" Mrs. Fowler recommended you to the lodging, did she 
not?" 

" Mrs. Fowler ! I don't think I ever heard that name. 
No, I am sure I have not. Ah ! this is Qibbons's. I hope 
he will not be long making up the prescription. I shall be 
quite vexed if I have to trespass on your kindness for long. ' ' 
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Marlory assured her that she waa in no hurry, and was 
even disappointed when, after a minute, she was told they 
need not wait, as the medicine could noi he ready for sonie 
time, and the shox)-boy should bring it as soon as he had 
put up the shutters. She wanted to study her new ao- 
quaintance in the full light, but the darkness soon closed 
round them again. 

^'I shall tell Barry what a good Samaritan you have 
been to me. Oh, how odd !'' and here the girl began to 
laugh again ; ** we have been walking and talking in the 
most unconventional way, and we do not even know each 
other's names." 

''Mine is Marjory Deane,'' was the somewhat stiff re- 
sponse to this. 

''And mine Lilias Carr ; my second name is '' But 

here a passer-by jostled the girls so roughly that they were 
both somewhat irightened. 

" That fisherman must have been tipsy. Oh, how I wish 
Mr. Frere were here!'' exclaimed Marjory, taking her 
companion's arm involuntarily. 

" It is such a dark night, and this street is so deserted ; 
and how desolate that gray sea-line looks ! I am afraid I 
waa wrong to let you come with me." 

'* Oh, wnat nonsense ! I like it ever so much better than 
that stufiy little parlor. I like, too, the idea of the scolding 
I should get if I were to meet Mr. Frere." And Marjory 
lauded with wicked glee. 

"Is Mr. Frere young?" asked Miss Carr, innocently. 

"Young? oh, dear, no! he is quite old. — ^at least, is not 
forty-five old? Only, I must confess, he is not old in his 
ways." 

" Oh, then it was he I saw this afternoon looking at the 
house so earnestly : he had gray whiskers and wore a gray 
overcoat. Barry noticed him too. I was trying to amuse 
the poor boy by making up stories about the passers-by, and 
I know I maae up one about the gentleman in the gray 
overcoat." 

" Oh, do let me hear it !" exclaimed Marjory, eagerly ; 
but Miss Carr shook her head. 

" Oh, it was only nonsense, such as one can talk to one's 
brother ; one coula not repeat such things." And indeed 
Marjory would have opened her eyes rather widely if she 
had heard those extravagant surmises in which Miss Carr 
had indulged, out of pure whimsical light-heartedness. 

Mr. Frere was a country gentleman with a large fortune 
and a most unhappy history. He had an insane wife shut 
up in a private asylum ; and the young lady down-stairs 
who was watching the rain with such melancholy eyes was 
her daughter, whom her father had been obliged to send 
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f^way from home out of the reach of her mother's violence ; 
and ne had now come down, et cetera, et cetera. Miss Can* 
had entertained her brother quite half an hour with the 
supposititious history of the gentleman in the gray over- 
coat. No wonder she blushed guiltily in the darkness and 
hastened to change the subject. 

** I wonder how one would like to live always by the sea- 
side?" 

"I am quite sure I should like it better than Moor- 
bridge," returned Marjory. 

" Oh, do you live at Moorbridge ? what a beautiful place I 
We are Westmoreland folk. St. Kilda's is well enough in 
the summer, and, indeed, I love it all the year round, be- 
cause it is my own dear home ; but all the same I must 
allow it is very bleak and desolate in winter, far too bleak 
for my poor boyLthough he will not own it." 

"You live in Westmoreland ?" remarked Maiiory, in a 
disconcerted voice : she felt a vague sort of regrel at hear- 
ing her new acquaintance lived so far away. There was no 
denying she had taken to this girl at first sight, or rather 
at the first sound of her voice. She had no time to add 
more, for at this moment they had reached her mother's 
house, and Miss Carr was too full of her charge to linger 
an unnecessary moment. 

" Gk>od-night, and thank you a thousand times, Miss 
Deane!" she exclaimed, gratefully, holding out her hand 
to Marjory. " I shall never forget your kindness, never !" 
And tnen she ran lightly up-stairs. 

" Come here, Marjory. What is she thanking yoii about? 
what is Miss Lilias thanking you for, and what have you 
both been doing?" asked Mrs. Chard, fretfully, as the girl 
entered the parlor. She spoke in an excited tone, and 
there was a wearied, anxious expression in her eyes, — the 
old hunted look such as she had often worn when Ephraim 
Chard had been hard to her. 

Marjory told her story rather carelessly: her mother's 
displeasure was nothing to her. But she was a httle taken 
aback when she found herself overwhelmed with a torrent 
of reproaches. 

" I ain't pleased with you, Marjory, that I ain't ; it is not 
like a young lady to go trapesing about the streets at this 
time of night. Why, it is as near nine as can be, and me 
fidgeting here for the last three-quarters of an hour. What 
would Mr. Frere say to us both, I wonder,— me for not 
looking after you better, and you for meddfUng in other 
folks' business?" 

"Well, mother, I do call that too bad." 

" Now, don't you go answering me and flying out at me 
in your old way, Meujory, for I ain't fit to bear it^ and 
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that's the truth. Tf I had known you were going to put 
all this worry on me I wouldn't have let vou oome, that I 
wouldn't. You have never taken up with my lodgers be- 
fore, but have always carried yourself as high and proper 
as a voung lady should. You are just doing it to vex me ; 
not but what I have always been as kind to you as possi- 
ble; but there ! I'll speak to Mr. Frere myself, for I won't 
have any more of these goings on." 

**Have you quite fini^ed, mother?" returned Marjory, 
hau^tily. ** You need not trouble yourself to speak to 
Mr. Fiere, for I will tell him myself that nothing will in- 
duce me to stay another day under your roof. I never 
wanted to come, and I shall he thankful to go. You can 
have your lodgers in peace to-morrow, without any fear of 
my interference." And Marjory turned to leave tne room. 

"There, now!" replied her mother, with a whimper, 
'there's ingratitude .^ after I have slaved and moitherea 
myself to make things comfortable and fit for a young 
lady, — to fly out at me in that way, just because I ventured 
on a word of scolding. I put it to yourself, Marjory : do 
you think it is becoming to walk about Whitecliffe with a 
young lady you never heard of in your life ? If Mr. Frere 
had met you, he would have had a word to say, I'll be 
bound. But just because I am a bit irritable, and say 
more than I mean, you threaten to walk oui of your 
mother's house." 

" It is no use ! we shall never understand each other !" 
exclaimed Marjory, in a bitter tone. Mrs. Chard's slippery 
line of argument, her vacillating words, — ^first angry and 
then apologetic, — filled her with a sort of disgust. What 
did she mean ? What was there in this act of civility to a 
stranger that should excite her like this? For that she 
was excited was evident : her cheeks had an angry patch 
of color in them, and her head was shaking. For the first 
time in her life, a suspicion crossed Marjory's mind that 
her mother might have contracted bad habits in her lone- 
liness. Had she been indulging in any stimulant? — was 
this the reason of her excitement? " It is no use talking," 
she continued, impatiently, as the thought intruded itself. 
" We are happier apart ; and so it is far better for me to go." 

"Well, but there is no need for you and me to quarrel, 
Marjory," replied Mrs. Chard. But it struck the girl that 
there was a trace of relief in her tone. " If you don't feel 
you can make yourself comfortable, I won't hold to the 
week's end ; you shall please yourself about that. I was a 
bit hard on you, dearie ; but I am that badgered that I 
hardly know what I am about. But there ! you and me 
will make it up, and you shall sleep on it ; and if you make 
up your mind, to-morrow, that you would like to go back 
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to Moorbiidge, I'll not be hindering you, Marjory, for yoti 
are too good for the likes of me ; and that is the truth." 

'*Very well,'' returned Maijory, much bewildered by 
this ready permission to depart, and, out of sheer contrar 
diction ana the perversity oi human nature, not quite sure 
in her own mind whether she wished to go : " then I will 
do my packing to-morrow morning." And then, as a sort 
of pairting fling, — ^a Parthian arrow, — she observed, casu- 
ally, '' By the bye. Miss Carr told me this evening that she 
had never heard tne name of Fowler ; and yet you said — 
that first night " 

But her mother interrupted her testily : 

" Oh, don't be worrying my poor head any more to-night, 
Marjory I I've a memory like a sieve, as I'm always tell- 
ing you ; so fcdks' naities get mixed up in my head, and I 
am always miscalling them." 

'*But Miss Carr said that her mother knew you quite 
well, and that she would not have trusted them anywhere 
else .'' went on Marjory, in the most provoking manner. 

"Well, that comes of my having such good recommendar 
tions, ' ' returned Mrs. Chard. ' * One lady speaks to another, 
and so the lodgings get recommended : but don't you go 
away with any wrong notions in your head. I have seen 
Miss Lilias, and her mother too, half a score of times at 
other people's houses ; and so, in a way, I may be said to 
know them." 

" Oh, indeed I I wonder why you gave me the impreeh 
sion, then, that first evening, that they were total strangers 
to you," said Marjory to herself; but she did not speak her 
thoughts aloud. She only closed the conversation some- 
what abruptly by bidding her mother good-night, and 
walked out of the room with closed lips, as though she 
dared not trust herself to open them. 

"She cannot speak the truth. I am sure Mr. Frere 
thinks so ; and so do I," she thought, as she stood rather 
dejectedly by the toilet-table. "To think of the humiUa- 
tion of calling such a woman mother I No wonder it drives 
me nearly crazy sometimes. There is something behind all 
this, — something in which the Carrs are mixed up. I wish 
I knew what it was. I am almost tempted to stay on, in 
spite of her, and find it all out ; but I am so sicK of the 
whole thing that I shall be thankful to go." 

Nevertheless, as Marjory came to this resolution, she 
thought a little regretfully of the young stranger with 
whom she had walked that evening. Man ory had formed 
her plans for the morrow, but she had little idea how en- 
tirely they were to be frustrated by a most unexpected cir- 
cumstance. 

She had just finished her breakfast, which she had again 
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shared with the little shoeblack, when she was very much 
sarpiised by the sudden appearance of Mr. Frere. Never- 
iheless, she welcomed him gayljr ; and of course there was 
an allusion made to his early rising. 

"Well, you know," he returned quite seriously to this, 
" now and then a man must deviate from his usual habits, 
— when his house is on fire, for example, or when some 
domestic calamity has occurred. — ^the death of a near re- 
lation,— or one's own projected departure to the North Pole 
or the Indies. An earthquake would get a man up very 
quickly, or the loss of his fortune mignt make the very 
softest bed uneasy to him." 

"Oh, yes, I can believe all that," replied Marjory, 
lightly : "^^ but I am at a loss to know what domestic ca- 
l^nity has brought vou here so early this morning." 

He shook his head laughingly at this, and proceeded to 
seat himself. 

" Well, I may as well get it over as soon as possible. I 
have had a letter from Anne, and I regret to say that one 
of our household has been seriously misbehaving herself. 
I never thoiight well of that girl, — ^never." 

" Who ? What girl ? Oh, please go on ! You are quite 
frightening me." And Marjory began to look anxious. 

"No, no ; keep yourself calm," he returned soothingly. 
"It is only Susan, the housemaid, has the measles. I 
never did like housemaids as a race ; they are too fond of 
brooms and dusters. But Susan — no words can express 
the inconsistency and selfishness of her behavior, for, as 
Anne feelingly observes in her letter — ^let me see if I can 
find the passage. Yes, here it is ; and most charmingly 
feminine and characteristic, as Anne's observations always 
are: 'It is too tiresome for Susan to have fallen ill Just 
after her nice long holiday, and at the beginning of the 
spring cleaning. She only came home the night before 
last, and the r^ih is out this morning. The worst is. Mar- 
lory has never had it, and now she will have to keep away 
for another fortnight or three weeks. Of course I shall 
send Susan home as soon as she is well, to make the house 
safe for Marjory. But the poor child will be vexed to stay 
away so long ; and I am vexed too, for my own sake * " 

But here Marjory, who had been looking grave for the 
last few minutes, inierrupted him : 

" It is too provoking ! Stay here, in this house, another 
fortnight or three weeks, just because Susan has stupidly 
got the measles I And 1 told my mother that I should 
pack up and go back to Anne to-day." 

"Eh^ Why, what does this mean ?" he asked, quickly, 
looking at her disturbed face. 

" It means that I cannot be two days with my mother 
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'VrithoTit her finding fault with me and making me quarrel 
with her," returned the girl, rather defiantly. " JuBt be- 
oause I old a little act of kindness to the young lady up- 
stedrs, by going with her to the chemist's to have a pre- 
soripllon made up for her sick brother, and it was dark and 
late before we got back, she went on scolding and worry- 
ing, and threatening to tell you, until I turned round and 
spoke my mind." 

"Now, my dear, this will not do at all," he replied, 
looking at her very kindly. "Your mother is trying, no 
doubt ; but you must keep the peace with her while you 
are partaking of her hospitality. We have got to ask ner 
a favor, Marjory, and it will not help matters to quarrel 
with her. The whole tiling is pretty plain. Unless you 
want to catch the measles, you will have to stay here for 
the next three weeks ; and I mean to ask Mrs. Chard very 
prettily to keep you and to do the best she can for you. 
For of course I shall have to go home and cheer up Anne, 
though I will come back every few days and look after 
you : and three weeks will soon pass." 

"Oh, dear!" sighed Maijory. "If only the Walfords 
had been at home, how delighted Nellie would have been 
to have me I" 

" True ; but, as Parkside is empty at present " 

But Mr. Frere cut short his observation on Mrs. Chard's 
entrance into the room. She looked, as usual, a little flur- 
ried at the sight of him. 

" Good-morning, Mrs. Chard," he said, cheerfully. " I 
want you to read a portion of my sister's letter. You will 
understand then what sort of favor I have to ask on Mar- 
jory's behalf which haa brought me here this morning." 

Mrs. Chard glanced at him doubtfully as she took the 
letter. Both of them could see plainly that her face 
clouded as she read it. She evidently could not trust her- 
self to speak, but gave it back without a word. 

"Well, Mrs. Chard," said Mr. Frere, in a sprightly 
manner, " so, you see, accidents will happen in the best- 
regulated families. As Maijory has never indulged in 
that delightfully childish ailment, my sister and I are 
unwilling to expose her to the risk of taking it." 

"And you want me to keep her, Mr. Frere, for a bit 
longer? Well, there's no need to put it to me as a favor 
to be granted, — ^Marjory's own mother. Of course I am as 
willing as willing can be." 

Nevertheless, Mrs. Chard's face showed no signs of 

gladness; on the contrary, it looked most anxious and 
elected. 

" It is quite true she and I had a few words last night, 
and I was Just a trifle put out. It is not right for a young 
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lady such as Maijoiy is to go out at all hours and take up 
witn strangers." 

But Mr. Frere very evidently did not agree to this. 

*' Well, do you know, Mrs. Chard, I do not think there 
was mucji harm in wnat Maijory did. One must not 
watch young people too closely, and the young lady 
up-stairs is quite a gentlewoman. I followed her down 
Crown Street myself vesterday, and we were in the same 
shop together, and I liked her voice and manner exceed- 
inglv." 

^'Oh, yes ; she is that, no doubt," returned Mrs. Chard, 
hastily. ^' My lodgers are all a good sort. But there is the 
drawiuR-room bell, and I warrant Mr. Barry is ringing 
for his beef-tea. I must go and get it ready for him, — poor 
young gentleman ! Oh, you may stay, Ik&rjory, and wel- 
come. What pleases you pleases me, and I can't speak 
more fair than that." 

And Mrs. Chard courtesied to Mr. Frere and withdrew. 

^*Did you hear that bell, Marjory?" asked Mr. Frere, 
when they were left alone. 

** No." she returned, with an odd look at him. 

'^ Neither did I." he replied, briefly ; and after that they 
were both sUent ror a few minutes. 



CHAPTER Xin. 

ON THE EAST HUiL. 



Mb. Fbebe was the first to break the silence. Maijory 
had walked to the window, and was standing there look- 
ing out at a knot of fishermen who were mending their 
nets in the sunshine. Something in the ffirPs vexed, 
troubled face seemed to move him, but he hia all show or 
pity, and began cheerfully, — 

*^Well. it is no use crying over spilt milk : we must just 
put the best face on things. A good heart will carry one 
over the worst road, and a little jolting breaks no bones. 
The first duty in life, in my opinion, is to get aB much 
fresh air as possible : so suppose that you and Iput our 
vexations in our pockets and just go up the East Hill, and 
you shall show me your favorite seat, and " 

"Oh, I will be ready in a moment!" she answered, 
eagerlv. without allowinghim to finish his sentence ; and 
indeed it was one of Mr. Frere's idiosyncrasies to meander 
on so placidly from one subject to another that his women- 
folk oould not always introduce a word. 
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" Mr. Frere is very fond of punctuation, with ihe excep- 
tion of the full stop,'' as Marjory often remarked ; and 
Anne would observe tranquilly to this that " It was odd, 
but certainly most of Capers sentences were entirely origi- 
nal in their grammatical construction, for they generally 
ended with the conjunction * and.' " 

**I have a ^eat reject for *and,'" Mr. Frere would 
answer. " It is the least exclusive and most sensible word 
in the whole vocabulary. It is not only a bond of union, 
but it is always suggestive of more. Take it all in aU, 
' and' is such a liberal fellow ; he does not shut the door in 
your face Uke * but.' " 

Marjory soon recovered her spirits as they made their 
way through the old town and began to climb the steps in 
the cliff, and they were presently chatting in their old 
way,— only, of course, they started with an argument. 

Mr. Frere wished to cross Castle Hill, but Marjory had 
a fancy for the other route. She liked the narrow winding 
steps and the odd nooks and corners. Every now and then 
they came upon a secluded house perched up high in some 
corner ; a few more steps, and then they would come to 
another, and another, and so on, until uiey stood at last 
on the clear open space leading to the East Hill, and below 
them lay the old town of Whitecliffe. 

" Oh, how I love this hill !" exclaimed Marjory, joyously, 
as they stopped to gain breath after their ascent ; and she 
looked round her with keen enjoyment. 

On their right were the ruins of the old castle ; beneath 
their feet there seemed jumbled up a confusion of rocks 
and houses ; and beyond, a wide stretch of blue sea, with 
here and there a white or brown sail gleaming in the sun- 
shine. 

A Uttle bell seemed tinkling from somewhere: some 
goats were browsing near the edge of the cliff. Between 
the hills lay the fishing-village, with its picturesque red 
roofe : and westward, Hayes Glen, with its wooded slopes, 
and tne white lines of clins standing uncovered in the sun. 

" Oh, how delicious this is !" she be^an again. " One can 
breathe here. The air comes straignt from the sea and 
blows over the houses. Everything human is below one's 
feet. There are only the birds of the air, and the goats, 
and " 

"And a very old donkey behind you," put in Mr. Frere, 
pointing out one that was tethered near them. " Go where 
one will," he muttered, " one is never free from some speci- 
men of that class, biped or quadruped : they flourish in all 
climates and on all soils. But without them nettles would 
be a drug in the market ; and Nature, frugal old dame that 
she is, abhors waste." 
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Marjory stepped up to the donkey and tried to pat to 
shaggy coat ; hut it took no manner of notice of her hland- 
ishments, being " an utter ass," as Mr. Frere observed be- 
tween his teeth. Marjory made a very pretty picture aa 
she stood there, flicking a hazel wand before the animal'e 
nose. She was dressed in a suit of warm brown, a coloi 
that she much affected ; and in her little brown hat she 
wore the wing of some bright>-plumaged bird, that seemed 
all manner of colors in the sunshine. " You look like some 
bright-eyed bird " Mr. Frere said, as she came back to him 
and seated herself a little soberly on the bench beside him. 
Their faces were towards the sea, with its panorama of 
moving sails. 

Mr. Frere planted his stick between his knees and looked 
fixedly before him. He was secretly wondering where 
Marjory's thoughts were straying just now. By and by 
he put the question to her. Great was his surprise when 
she answered at once, very readily, that she was thinking 
about him. 

"About me !" he said, with a slight start. 

"Oh, I often think about you," she answered, carelessly. 
" Sometimes I wish I were a man, and try to imagine what 
work I should choose to do in life. I never can quite make 
up my mind ; there is so much that is interesting that it 
quite bewilders one's choice ; and then I always come back 
to you." 

"Why to me?" he asked, a little uneasily. 

"You will not be angry if I tell you?" she said hesi- 
tatingly, as though she feared her words would displease 
him. "I know there is no need for you to work, that 
there never has been any need, and yet I am always won- 
dering how you can be content to do nothing." 

He shot a swift side-glance at her as she spoke, and a 
dusky flush rose to his temples ; but when she looked at 
him after flnishing her litue speech, he was apparently 
studying the donkey. 

" I have a notion that that fellow does not do much for 
his living," he observed, nonchalantly; "he eats to live, 
and lives to eat, and yei one would not grudge the poor 
brute his share of the common air and a few nettles. To 
be sure," with a reflective air, " he may have done good 
work in his day. He has rather the air of a veteran who 
has been superannuated and has retired on his pension. 
No ; I am afraid the donkey has the best of the argument, 
after all." 

"Oh, how you run on !" she said, amused at this : " it is 
no use asking you to be serious. Never mind, I am in the 
mood for telling you some of my thoughts. Oh, girls can 
think sometimes, so vou need not look so satirioal." 
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"Very well," he said, resignedly, sus he i>ulled his felt 
hat a little over his eyes and began nis favorite occupation 
of drawing circles in the dust. 

"If I were a man," went on Marjory, "I should like 
my life to be crowded with interests. You have so little 
in your life, Mr. Frere." 

"I have my club, and my paper, and my pipe," he re- 
turned, in a lazy tone, — " three necessities to the English 
gentleman. Do you call these nothing? — the soothing 
pipe, the absorbing paper, the club, with its kindred and 
choice spirits, its snug uttle game or whist and ^cartS.'^ 

"Oh, you have your club!" she returned, impatiently; 
" but what of that? You get up, and you go to bed ; you 
eat and drink and talk, and you smoke and walk, and then 
you shut yourself up and smoke and read ; and, when the 
numor takes you, you write some stupid paper in some 
stupid magazine about some Anglo-Saxon custiom or other ; 
and sometunes you go and see i)eople, and sometimes you 
go to your club. Do you call this fife ?" 

"Why, it is a good sort of life," he said, defending 
himself. 

" Yes, I grant you that," she returned, with wilful mis- 
understanding or his meaning. " There is no harm in it ; 
you do nothing wrong; you are always perfectly good- 
humored ; you would not hurt any one, and you do your 
best to make us happy." 

" And you call that nothing !" 

" Oh, 1 call it a great deal. I am not finding fault with 
you. I am only wondering that so little should content 
you ; that you are never restless, as I am ; that you do not 
envy other men who have made names for themselves ; 
that, in short — that you can bear to be only a looker-on in 
thisjgreat big bustling world." 

" Perhaps I do not care to be Jostled and shoved with my 
face to the wall," was the reply. "And, then, I am get- 
ting old, Marjory, — ^forty-five, and a fine crop of gray 
hairs." 

"Oh, you are not old, — ^not one bit," she returned, 
moved to momentary insincerity by his pained tone. 
" People are only as old as they make uiemselves. No one 
cares for gray hairs when the heart is young." 

Again he looked away from her, and a strange glow 
came into his eyes. Nevertheless, when he spoke, it wa£i 
in the old dry manner. 

" It never answers to tell a woman she is right : it handi- 
caps a man, somehow. She is sure on the next possible 
occasion to remind him of the fact. Beiteration is always 
weariness. Jf it were not for this, I might confess that a 
fixed career is an advantage, in some cases." 

10 
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"Oh J then you do agree with meP she exclaimed, 
triumphantly. 

" If one had one's life over again,'' he continued, with- 
out noticing this, "and could stand on one side in fuU 
maturity to map it out for one's self, I am not quite so sure 
that I snould not have made up my mind to read for the 
bar. Why. by this time I might have had a chance of the 
wool-sack !" 

"Oh, what a pitv!" she returned, regretfully. "And 
you are so clever tnat you would have made a splendid 
oarrfster." 

" Yes, I might have been flourishing in my chambers in 
Lincoln's Inn, and haranguing the learned judge for an 
hour together. You would not have been ashamed of nae 
then, Marjory." 

"I am not ashamed of you now," she protested, indig- 
nant at this. "It is only that I wonder sometimes, and 
that I am sometimes a little— just a little — ^bit aisap- 
pointed." 

She ought not to have said it, knowing him as she did ; 
but she had really no idea how her words would wound 
him. They stung him with such a sense of unbearable 
pain that for full five minutes he could not answer her. 
She was disappointed in him, — in his life,-— this little girl 
who was so faulty herself, who had done nothing in her 
sweet innocent youth but indulge herself in her girlish 
fancies. And he, who had lived down so much pain, who 
had renounced a career of exploration and fatigue for his 
sister's sake, because she was lonely and unhappy and 
wanted him, — ^that she should judge him thus harslily ! 
True, she was Anne's child, and not his; but she had 
grown up under his eyes, identif^ng her young life so 
closely with his, that he hardly knew himself in what 
light he regarded her, or what she was to him, except that 
nothing was good in his eyes unless it pleased Marjory, 
and that any x>ossible loss of her would create a void and 
confusion in his own existence. Murrel's End without 
Marjory! The very notion was intolerable. But he 
would not let her see how she had pained him. 

"My dear," he said, very gently, "young eyes are not 
very far-sighted; they cannot always look into a man's 
past. Thai is the best of getting old : one loses much of 
one's restlessness ; one ceases to expect too much of other 
people. A correct knowledge of human nature seldom 
comes early in life. So it is only the young" — with a 
pause, and a smile at her—" who can afford to be unchari- 
table.'' 

" I did not mean to be that," she returned, somewhat 
abashed at his gravity. Had she taken a liberty with he* 
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kind old friend ? " Oh, you are not vexed with me for my 
foolish Bpeeches?" 

"Am I ever vexed with you?" he answered, lightly, 
with another smile, as she laid her hand beseechingly on 
his coat-sleeve. " Of course I know I am only an idle old 
feUow in your eyes. You have not much of an opinion of 
me, have you, Marjory?" But, to his surprise, he saw her 
lips tremble suddenly. 

"Would you care to know my opinion of you?" she 
said, earnestly. ** Could I have lived so many years in 
your house, and not think you the truest and the best 
and " 

But here he checked her. 

" Hush ! Why, what nonsense, Marjory I Tears in your 
eyes, too : and all because a worthless old fellow indulges 
in a bit or grumbUng. Come^ let us walk. I can talk better 
as I walk," — ^holding out his hand, which Marjory held 
fast. Such was the svmpathy between those two that her 
instinct told her she had hurt him, and there was nothing 
she would not have said to make amends for her careless- 
ness. 

"Marjory Daw," he said, laughing at her, "you shall 
have a peep, if you like, into an old fellow's life." 

" May I?" she said, pressing closer to him, and her face 
brightened. * * May 1, Mr. Frere ?' ' 

"Oh, there are no mysteries in it," he returned, indiff- 
erently. "I should have read for the bar on leaving 
Oxford, only some money fell in, and I grew lazy* and 
was bent on amusing myself a little. Isn't it Dr. Watts, 
my dear, who predicts mischief to idle hands ? Well, it 
holds good with a young man's empty brains. Of course 
the young man, having nothing better to do, fell in 
love ; and then, when trouble came of it, what must he 
do but contract roving habits, on the plea of seeing the 
world?" 

"Oh, I never thought of that," she murmured. "I 
never dreamed that you had been unhappy." 

"Of course not ; old fogies have no past histories, have 
they? Well, a traveller I was, and a traveller I should 
have been to this day, if Providence had not furnished me 
with a sister ; but for her, I should have been in Central 
Africa now, — ^most likely only my bones, though, bleach- 
ing in the desert." 

" Do you mean you would have been an explorer, like 
Bruce and Livingstone and all those other splendid men ?" 

"To think of that!" he replied, calmly; "that I might 
have lived to hear myself called a splendid man !" 

"No, don't jest," she entreated ; " not lust yet, because 
I want to know this. And you tell me so little, even now ; 
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you only imply things, and leave me to find them out. 
Did you really give up all your hopes of distinguishiag 
yourself in life just for Anne's sake ?" 

" My dear.'' he said, very gravely, " I think I must tell 
you a parable : parables conceal mighty truths. There was 
once a gray goose, who kept house with a little speckled 
hen ; and one day the gray goose wanted to have a swim 
across the big pond, but the uttle speckled hen would not 
hear of it, ana set up a cackling at once. * It is only swans 
that can swimi, and you are nothing but a big gray goose. 
You will make a great hole in the water, and fall tnrough, 
and I shall never be able to find you. Oh. oh, oh !' ex- 
claimed the little hen, bemoaning lierself. So what could 
the gray goose do? He knew that he should not make a 
hole in the water. He knew he had yellow webbed feet, 
and that he was a tolerably gentlemanly bird in his 
own element, — that he could hold his own among all his 
fellows' hisses ; but there was that brown speckled thing 
clattering round him, and he was a soft-hearted fellow, 
and gave it up." 

"Oh, I can read your parable!" exclaimed the girL 
breathlessly. " You gave it up for Anne ! You gave it all 
up for Anne !" 

"Well, and what of that?" he returned, pretending to 
frown. " Of course I was a goose. I have known that all 
these years. By the bye, Marjory, do you know I am 
wanted at the present moment out in Japan?" 

"Impossible!" 

" Nay, it is true. Do you remember my old friend For- 
tescue, who has been obliged to come over to England on 
account of ill health ? Well, it seems that his nephew and 
young Walter Fortescue have mismanaged things and got 
the concern into no end of a mess. His brother Walter 
was never very good at business, and poor Fortescue would 
give worlds if I would run over there and give him some 
idea of the real state of things. He has a notion that 
Jackson^that is the nephew — ^is speculating a bit. Of 
course he did not ask me right out ; but he threw out a 
pretty strong hint. Did I not think a voyage would do me 
good ? I used to be so fond of the sea ; and had he not 
often heard me say that I should like a trip to Japan ? and 
so on. And what a clever fellow I used to be, — shrewd 
enough to make my fortune in business. You know the 
sort of thing, Marjory." 

" It was very cruel of him, I think. Why should you 
do his business?" 

"Nay, Jack Fortescue was my old chum. We were at 
school together, as well as Freshmen at Oxford. I would 
rather like to do tiiia torn for Jack ; and, as far as I am 
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oonoemed, the trip to Japan would be just to my taste. 
But »' 

" Oh, vou must not go !" returned Marjory, in an alarmed 
voice. "What is Mr. Fortescue compared with us ? Anne 
would not hear of such a thing ; neither would I. Go to 
Japan, indeed V^ 

" That is just the way the little speckled hen put it nearly 
twenty years ago^'' he replied, in the drollest voice, "and 
the gray goose is a gray goose still. Now, hola your 
tongue : I will not have another word said about my past, 

S resent, and future. By the bye, is that not your up-steirs 
lend, Maijory, the young lady in the gray gown, about 
whom you seem so interested V' 



CHAPTER XIV. 

"l DO NOT liOVB MINE." 

They were turning into King's Street as Mr. Frere 
spoke ; and just before them was an invalid chair, which 
was blocking up the pavement until the chairman could 
safely propel it across the road. Miss Carr was standing 
beside it, looking anxiously from right to left for some 
one to come to their assistance ; for at this hour in the day 
traffic was rather busy. 

In a moment Mr. Frere had left Marjory and was beside 
her. 

" Let me assist you. The road will be quite dear as soon 
as this coal-wagon has passed.'' 

And, without waiting for her thanks, he began to push 
vigorously, and in another minute they were safely across 
and in one of the quiet streets leading to the shore. 

"Thank you so much !" exclaimed Miss Carr, gratefully. 
" I am always so afraid of that crossing ; and Cowen is a 
little old and deaf, though he would not own it for worlds. 
Barry,"— stooging somewhat eagerly under the hood of the 
chair, — "this is the young lady. Miss Deane, who went 
with me to the chemist's last night. I know you will 
like to thank her yourself. The medicine did him so much 
good," she continued, looking at Marjory. " He had a good 
nighL and did not cough at all : did you, Barry ?" 

" No. I was very much obliged to Miss Deane," returned 
the boy, a little awkwardly. 

And then Marjory came round and spoke to him ; and 
in another moment the little cavalcade moved on again, — 
the girls tacitly falling to the rear, and Mr. Frere, without 
* 10* 
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waiting for any introduction, walking by the side of the 
chair and talking to its boyish occupant as easily and cheer- 
fully as though he had known him all his life. As soon as 
they had reached the corner by the Crown, there was an- 
other halt : a fishing-boat was being launched, and Mr. 
Frere had desired Cowen to stoj), that they might watch 
it : and in another moment the girls joined them. 

"What fine fellows, Lil !— just look at them !'' exclaimed 
the boy, eagerly. " That dark one with the red cap looks 
like a Neapolitan fisherman. How bronzed and strong he 
looks ! What an arm I What muscles !'' 

*'He has a well-developed biceps," observed Mr. Frere, 
dryly. But his eyes rested a little pitiftQly on the speaker. 
" A son of the Anakim, that." 

"Yes." observed the boy, wistfully, "he seems very 
strong ;'' and then he drew back a little into the shade. 

Marjory watched him rather sadly. " Oh, what a pity," 
she thought, — "so young, and yet so heavily buraened 
with infirmity !" 

He was about seventeen or eighteen, but evidently his 
growth had been checked. It was a Deautiful face, far 
finer in feature than his sister's ; but it had the elongated 
shrunken look that one almost always sees in deformed 
people, the pretematurally old expression that speaks of 
anxiety and suflfering. In his recumbent position the 
narrow sunken chest and rounded shoulders were hidden 
from view ; but the long white fingers gave Marjory 
an uncomfortable feeling, they were so thm and bony. 
And the brown pathetic eyes haunted her, they looked so 
pained and weary, — so tired with their dreary look-out on 
life. 

Her refiections were cut short at this point, for Miss 
Carr suddenly discovered that it was their dinner-hour, 
and that Barry must be hungry; and after this they 
hastily separated. Mr. Frere remembered that he had 
letters to write, and Marjory knew her mother would be 
waiting : so, telling him that she would be on the Parade 
as early as possible in the afternoon, she walked off so 
quickly that she was safely in the house before the chair 
was drawn up to the door. 

Mrs. Chard said very little during dinner, but she 
watched her daughter uneasily. 

"I am troubling myself dreadfully about your being 
dull when Mr. Frere has gone," she said, once, as she 
brushed some crumbs from her lap. " It is that tnat wor- 
ries me, Marjory." 

" Oh, I don't mean to be dull if I can help it." returned 
Marjory, lightly. * * We must just make the oesi of things ; 
and, if I am not in your way, I dare say I shall manage to 
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amtme myself." And then she rose from the tahle. She 
had a letter to write to Anne, — ^a lon^, chatty letter, — and 
by that time Mr. Frere woiila be looking for her. 

Perhax)s the letter was too long, and he was tired of 
waiting for her ; for when she reached the esplanade there 
was no light overcoat in sight, no lazy broadnahouldered 
figure sauntering to meet her. 

'^ How strange !'' thought Marjory ; and then she caught 
Bight of Miss Carr, sitting alone on one of the seats near 
the baths. 8he spied Marjory in a moment, and waved her 
hand to her. 

" I was waiting for you," she said, making room for her. 
** You are looking for your friend Mr. Frere, are you not? 
Barry seems to have taken a fancy to him, for he asked him 
to go with him on the pier. The band is playing there this 
afternoon : so, as I was a little tired, I said I would wait 
for you, and then we could follow them." 

** There is no hurry, and it is so nice and quiet here," re- 
turned Marjory, too much pleased at this unexpected renr 
contre to remember her mother's absurd oblections about 
her lodgers. Perhaps if she had recalled them it would 
have made no difference. She had ti^en a strong fancy to 
this girl, and it was evidently reciprocated, for Miss Carr 
looked equally pleased at their meeting. Marjory was be- 
ginning to wonder why she had thought her so plain at 
first sight. There was something so gentle and winning in 
her expression that one soon forgot the features were by no 
means faultless. When she knew her better, she soon ac- 
quiesced in her Mends' opinion, — that, whether she waa 
plain or not, Lilias Carr was charming. 

One thing struck her, and she brougnt out her thought a 
little abruptly, — so abruptly, indeed, that Miss Carr colored 
a little with surprise. 

"You are not like your brother !" 

"That is what every one says ;" and it struck Marjory 
her tone was a little vexed. " He takes after my mother ; 
his hair and eyes are brown, like hers. I have fair hair 
and hazel-brown eyes, like my father; at least, mother 
often tells us so. If Barry were only strong, he would be 
so handsome : he ought to be, to take after her, because she 
is so beautiful. When I was a wee child," continued Miss 
Carr, laughing, " I used to cry because I waa not like my 
motner and could never hope to be beautiful like her. 
What a vain mite I must have been !" 

" Children have strange fancies sometimes," waa Mar- 
jory's reply to this. 

" I used to resent it dreadfully when people would tell 
my mother that I waa not a bit like her. Barry often 
jound me in tears after one of these remarks, but I never 
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would tell him the reason. I am not so silly now, for I 
know she is quite content with me as I am. You must not 
let me begin to talk about my mother, because I shall 
never stop If I once commence, and I have no right to bore 
you." 

"Are you so fond of her?" asked Marjory, a little curi- 
ously. She knew she ought not to have put such a ques- 
tion to a stranger^ but Miss Carr was so simple and uncon- 
ventional, so different from other girls, and Marjory was 
unconventional herself. 

Miss Carr's color rose at this. 

" Fond of her ? why, I have worshipped her all my life ; 
there is no one like her, — no one." 

" It must be nice to love one's mother like that," returned 
Marjory, slowly, and in an abstracted manner, as though 
she were revolving a problem in her mind. 

Miss Carr turned round and looked in her face. 

** Why, what do you mean by speaking in that tone ? I 
suppose all girls love their mothers, do they not?" 

Marjory shook her head. " I don^t know ;" and then the 
words dropped slowly from her lips, as thoueh weighted 
with lead, each word separate and distinct : ** I — do^— not— 
love— mine I" 

The moment afterwards she knew she had made a mis- 
take ; but at the time she felt as though some magnetic in- 
fluence had drawn the words from her. But as she saw 
Miss Carr's shocked expression, and felt her recoil in abso- 
lute horror, she knew what she had done. It was too late 
for prudence ; she must set her right at all risks. 

"Don't you think we had better join them on the pier?" 
observed Miss Carr, a little coldly, as though the conversa- 
tion were not to her taste. Her changed manner gave 
Manory pain. 

" Not until you acquit me in your own mind," returned 
Marjory, impulsively. "What a pity I said that! Of 
course you could not understand. Perhaps you will not 
be so dreadfully shocked when you know that I have never 
lived with my mother since I was a mere baby ; that I 
hardly know her better than I know you ; that we have 
nothing in common ; that my bringing up has been alto- 
gether different, as you will own when you know my 
mother's name." 

"Your mother's name?" and here Miss Carr began to 
look anxious and puzzled ; " but I should not know it, 
should I, in any case?" 

"Not if it be Miriam Chard?" and Marjory's face had 
its hard, reckless expression as she pronounced the words. 

Miss Carr's start of surprise was very obvious. 

"Miriam Ctard,— our Mrs. Chard— your mother?" she 



"/ DO NOT LOVE MINE.'' 117 

letamed, oonftusedly. ''But— but I thought your name 
was Deane." 

** Bo it is," replied Marjory, rather sullenly : " I told you 
so last night, — Marjory Deane. My stepfather's name was 
Chard." 

'* But I do not understand," returned the other girl in a 
bewildered voice : " Mrs. Chard would surely have told me 
if she were expecting her daughter." 

" You knew she had a daughter?" questioned Marjory. 

" Oh, ves ; my mother always asks after her. She has 
been so interested about her ever since she knew that Mir- 
iam — Mrs. Chard, I mean — found her so unexpectedly. It 
was you who were lost, then," in a still more bewildered 
voice, " and whom some kind people had adopted as their 
own child ; and," a light evidently breaking upon her, " I 
suppose it was our Mend in the gray overcoat, Mr. Frere, 
who adoptedyou?" 

" Not Mr. irere, but his sister," corrected Marjory. " I 
live with them ; MurrePs End is my home, not here." 

" Oh, no, of course not," replied the other, hastily ; and 
then she went on without lifting her eyes, ** How strange ! 
I cannot understand it even now. It was so odd of Mrs. 
Chard not to tell us : she must have known how interested 
Barry and I should be. It is not like her to be so close." 

** You do not know my mother," was on Marjory's lips, 
but she magnanimously forbore to utter the words ; on tne 
contrary, some instinct of generosity made her resolve to 
shield her mother, if possible, from any charge of double- 
dealing. 

'* It was for my sake ; she said so, at least," she returned, 
speaking with a little dlfflculty. *' She thought it would 
be hard for me having to acknowledge it. She asked me 
to hide it, too, but I refused. I said I preferred to leave it 
to chance. I think," in a steadier voice, "it is always 
better to tell the whole truth about one's self : it prevents 
mistakes." 

" You are quite right," returned Miss Carr, warmly : " I 
am so glad you feel like that." And then her face bright- 
ened. " It was wrong of Mrs. Chard, but I can under- 
stand that she meant it kindly ; she is a good creature, and 
I am very fond of her. You know she was my motner's 

" but here she stopped confusedly, and bit her lip ; she 

had quite forgotten to whom she was spealdng. 

"That she was your mother's servant, I suppose?" re- 
turned Marjory, in a stern unabashed voice : she was be- 
^nninff to piece facts together, and she instinctively 
grasped at this. And then, as an awkward silence inter- 
vened, she continued quicfely, " I am glad I told you ; I 
do hate anything that is not quite straightforward We 



118 FOR LILJAS. 

might have got to know each other better during the next 
few weeks, and to like each other, and then it would have 

been painful to break it off; but now " She did not 

finish ner speech, but she drew up her long neck and looked 
down at the other girl with the air of an injured princess. 

"Oh, you must not take it in that way," replied Miss 
Carr, soothingly. " Of course, it is true what you say, but 
I shall never tnink you belong to your mother : you are 
Miss Deane to me ; any one can see you are a gentlewoman. 
Forgive me, but I comd not help saying that, and no one 
could be mistaken in Mr. Frere for a moment. Why,'* 
with a droll little laugh, as though to hide deeper feelings. 
" Moses was the son of JPharaoh's daughter, and I do not 
beheve any of the people in the palace remembered that 
poor homely Jochebed at all." 

"Does that mean," asked Marjory, slowly, and her whole 
face flushed duskily, " that you are not ashamed of know- 
ing me?" 

There was no one just then in sight, for the loiterers on 
the Esplanade had been attracted by the sound of the band 
towards the pier. As Marjory put the question in an 
anxious, shamefaced way, Miss Carr suddenly stooped 
towards her impulsively and kissed her on the cheek. 

" It means that I intend to know you, — ^that you and I are 
going to be good friends !" cried the warm-hearted girl. 

It was that kiss and those few generous words that made 
Marjory love Lilias Carr from that day ; and, though she 
said nothing, and accepted the caress with surprised pas- 
sivity, there was a look in her brown eyes that spoke vol- 
umes. 

"Oh. dear !" laughed Lilias, but there were tears in her 
eyes, "who would have thought, when I promised Mr. 
Frere to wait for you here, that we should have had this 
little scene ! Well, you feel better now, do you not?" 

" Oh, yes ; I feel better." 

" Very weU, then, you must talk to me. I am the most 
curious little soul in the world. I do so love hearing aboiit 
other people, and knowing their histories and their feel- 
ings, and what they think and what they do. It is better 
than reading books. The most exciting novel would not 
be half so interesting. Two or three years ago, when I 
was at the poetry-writing sentimental age, I once thought 
— ^please do not laugh — that I would write a book myse&." 

** A very good idea," encouraged Marjory. 

" I haa been ill, and during my convalescence I had 
perfectly satiated myself with novels. I never read so 
many before or since, and I got it into my head that they 
were all very stupid ; they all ended in the same way, to 
the Jangling of wedding-bells, and a general let-off of 
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moral fire-works ; and I determined mine should be quite 
different and altogether original." 

"Well?" 

" Oh, of course it came to nothing : the whole subiect 
was too exhaustive for a girl's crude imagination. You 
see, I fixed the period at the time of Noah ; the heroes and 
heroines were to be distant relations of his. living in an 
obscure valley somewhere in the land of Nod; and just 
when the plot got most interesting, and people would 
be^n to be excited over it, I intended the flood to come 
and sweep them all away. No one has had an ending like 
that, you know. It would be perfectly novel ; you must 
aUow that." 

"Oh, dear, yes !" returned Marjory, thoroughly amused. 
** It would certainly have had that merit." 

"I never got beyond the first two chapters," replied 
Miss Carr, snaking her head "I managed the hero, 
Miznah Zeboim, very well ; but I found the talk and the 
manners and customs baffled me. You see, one knows so 
little about that period, and has to draw so largely on 
one's imagination. So I gave it up. I was not original 
enough myself." 

"How could you think of such things!" exclaimed 
Marjory, admiringly. 

But Miss Carr refused to talk any more nonsense. On 
the contrary, she began to question her companion so 
gently and delicately about her kind friends at MurrePs 
jQnd. and her own interests and manner of life there, that 
Marjory's reserve quite thawed, and she found herself 
talking in a girlish, open-hearted way, as she had never 
done to any one but Anne and her old friend Nellie. 

Miss Carr was soon in possession of aU the salient points 
of Marjory's past history, — from the time her little trip- 

Eing feet came across the snow and her baby grief was 
ushed in Anne's kind arms, upto the present date. The 
simple household at Murrel's End, the quiet every-day 
life, so peaceful, so free from excitement, the Down, with 
its sociable, prosaic inhabitants, its petty interesis, its 
small carping jealousies, were all revealed to her j but, 
bright and graphic as Manory's descriptions were, Lilias's 
sensitive ear lacked something in her narrative. The girl 
beside her, in whom she had grown so strangely inter- 
ested, was not perfectly content with her life. Now and 
then her speech breathed a spirit of heaviness ; there were 
words dropped here and there, — short sentences that 
oi>ened a margin of doubt, — ^little things that she let fall, 
as it were, unconsciously. 

" She had so few duties, and Anne had so many. Girls 
Aould not visit the poor ; besides, she never liked that «ort 
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of work. A little gardening, a little work, some reading:. 
and a good deal of tennis and walking — well, she suppoeea 
that was enough for most girls, but it hardly contented 
her." 

Then, again, — 

'' Nellie was nice, and so was Mrs. Walford ; but most 
of the people on the Down were so stiipid, had so few ideas 
beyond their own household, she (Maiiory) never could 
get on with them ; they bored her to aeath. Anne was 
different. She liked everybody ; they were all interesting 
to her. Mr. Frere often nicknamed her ' Little Charity,^ 
and the name just suited her." 

'*0h, I know I should like your Miss Anne !" observed 
liilias, involuntarily; and then she started u]^. ''Why, 
there they are coming back ! We have been sitting here 
an hour and a half, and I have ouite forgotten my poor 
boy. To think of my troubling Mr. Frere for a whole 
afternoon I" 

''Oh, he will not mind. He will be pleased at the 
thought of setting you free for an hour. He said this 
morning that you looked fagged and tired, and what a 
pity it was you had no friend to help you with such a 
charge," 

"Oh, but I am quite ashamed of my carelessness !" re- 
turned Miss Oarr, in a low voice ; but she had no opportu- 
nity of expi^ssing her contrition, for Mr. Frere stopped her 
at the first word. 

" You will not be so cruel as to take off the edge of my 
enjoyment," he began, in the tone of lazy good-humor that 
Marjory knew so well, " to deprive the cream of its rich- 
ness. No one but a cat can enjoy skimmed milk, and she 
only makes a pretence at it. I was so grateful for the trust 
t^at you had reposed in me in alowkig me to accompany 
your brother ; and we have had a nrst-rate t^me of t : only 
you must not spoil it for us." 

" Thank you ; then I will not say anything aoout my 
remissness." she returned, with a pleased glance at him as 
she went io her brother's side. ''And you. Barry, — ^you 
have not been cold, or tired, or wanting me?" 

" Oh, no, Lil ; not a bit. I have been enjoying myself 
famously. They played all my favorite tunes capitally, and 
Mr. Frere had me wheeled into a sheltered corner, and 
covered me with this," — ^pointing to a shabby black-and- 
white plaid that Mr. Frere always carried on such occa- 
sions, — " and we had such a talk P' 

" So have these young ladies, to judge from their faces," 
observed Mr. Frere, looking at the bright countenances 
before him, one of which certainly had a more rested look. 
" Now, Miss Carr, I may as well impart to your private ear 
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that your brother is tired. He may assure you to the con- 
trary, but I advise you not to believe him, but to take him 
liome at once." And, as Miss Carr smilingly bade them 
good-by, and desired Cowen to wheel her brother home as 
Quiokly as possible, Mr. Frere stood for a moment watching 
tnem, and then he touched Marjory's arm, and proposed a 
turn on the Esplanade before they separated. 

'* That boy lias cheated me out of your company this 
afternoon," ne said, in a would-be injured tone, "and now 
we have lost our last walk together ; for to-morrow I must 
go back to Anne." 

" Oh, no ; nbt so soon as that?" she replied, quickly. 

'* ' Procrastination is the thief of time.' On, Marjory 
Daw, have you already forgotten your copy-book wisdom ? 
^When one has to take a plunge into cold water, it is foohsh 
to stand shivering on the brink. Now, without knowing 
exactly why, I am loath to go away and leave you. The 
feeling is foolish, and altogether unreasonable, for you are 
old enough to take care of yourself: so I am going to- 
morrow." 

'^You are always so sudden in your movements," she 
pouted. 

'* Oh, I shall come back again when you least expect me : 
J ust when you are contemplating some piece of mischief, 
I shall walk in and take you by surprise. You have not 
got rid of my surveillance ; please to remember that." 

" I wish you would come back to-morrow evening," was 
her sole answer to this terrible threat ; for how could any 
girl in her senses object to so tender and generous a sur- 
veillance? 

He looked pleased at that. In her best moods she would 
often say affectionate things to him. 

" I do not think you wifl be dull without me, my dear," 
he answered, quite seriously. "That new friend of yours. 
Miss Carr, has quite taken my fancy; and her brother, 
poor fellow, has interested me almost as much. Was it no£ 
simple of tne lad to ask me to go on the pier with him ? 
I think Miss Carr looked surprised for a moment; and 
then she said, in such a nice way, that if I would be good 
enough to go with her brother she would wait for you on 
the Esplanade, as she was rather tired. Certainly she did 
look tired." 

" I do not think she is very strong," returned Marjory ; 
and then she repeated to Mr. Frere the substance of their 
conversation. 

"Why, that was brave of you," he said, in a tone of 
strong commendation. " I honor you for that bit of moral 
courage, — I do indeed : and as for that new acquaintance 
of yours, take my wora for it, she is one in a thousand. I 

w li 
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do not over-praise people generally,— do I, Marjory ?— but 
I think tliat girl is a trump.'' 

** I do feel as though I could make a real friend of her/' 
replied Marjory, moved to demonstration by this rare 
praise. **l8 it not strange, Mr. Frere? for I have only 
spoken to her three times." 

'* Oh, there is no accounting for these things," was the 
reply ; and, as they drew near the house, he said, suddenly, 
" By uie bye, if Mrs. Chard is fussy about her lodgers, and 
teases you any more, Marjory, you may just tell her from 
me that I hope she will not put any further check upon 
your intercourse with this young lady — ^that I quite ap- 
prove of it. Do you understand ? That may silence her 
a bit, for she stands in awe of me, I know. Ah I there she 
is. looking out for you. Bun in, my dear : run in : most 
likely the tea is brewing, and all the Chard activities are 
in force." 
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"you must OOME to ST. kilda's." 

Mabjoby did not much enjoy her tea that evening. 
Before man^ ndnutes had elapsed, she soon discovered 
that something was seriously amiss with Mrs. Chard. 
She looked ilL complained of a bad pain in the region of 
her heart, and then followed a list of complaints in the 
fretted irritable tone that always tried Marjory. 

''It was hard on a poor woman that meant no harm, 
that her girl should have no respect to her wishes. Had 
she not passed at the back of the Esplanade that very af- 
ternoon, and seen, with her own eyes, how Marjory fol- 
lowed her advice, sitting there with her lodger, and the 
two of them talking as fast as though they had known each 
other all their lives?" 

'' Mother," burst out Marjory, when she had listened to 
this tirade, and her patience was exhausted, " I wish you 
would let me speak a moment." And then she gave Mr. 
Frere's message, but, to her surprise, Mrs. Chard was not 
in the least mollified. 

"What's it to him what I choose to do about my 
lodgers?" she said, crossly. "Mr. Frere ain't my master, 
if he is yours. A woman has a right to her own words in 
her own house. As long as you put up with me, Marjory, 
I ought to be minded, and not him." And as Marjory 
remained silent out of pure prudence, she continued: 
'*Of course, being so thick together, not half a yard 
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betwe<in you, for the best part of an hour, and I doing my 
shopping all the time, you have been and let out what I 
charged you for your own sake to keep quiet: eh, Mar- 
joiy ?" with an uneasy glance at her. 

Marjory's lips settled into a hard, inflexible curve. 

"Out with it, Marjory. Of course you have been and 
told it aU to Miss Lilias ?" 

"What should I have told her?" returned M^ory, 
obstinately bent on making her mother explain her 
meaning. 

"How that you are my girl," repUed Mrs. Chard, 
becoming more shx)shod in her speech as her agitation 
increased. 

" Most certainly I told her that I was your daughter," 
was the cool, exasx)erated reply. " I object to sail under 
false colors ; and were I ten times your daughter, I would 
not learn one of your crooked ways." 

"What ever do you mean by that. Marjory?" faltered 
Mrs. Chard, turning pale under the girPs flery glance. 

"Nay, you know oest yourself, mother," she answered, 
with quiet scorn. "At one nunute you have forgotten 
your lodger's name ; you are not quite sure — it sounds like 
Cayley, you know. Some one else has recommended them 
to the lodgings. How odd that Miss Carr, then, should 
know you so well as to call you by your Christian name, — 
Miriam Chard ! Not quite so odd, certainly, if one recol- 
lects you were her mother's servant." 

Mrs. Chard became still paler. 

" Did Miss liilias tell you that?" 

" No," returned Marjo^, quite truthfully. "She stopped 
herself just in time, but I grasped her meaning somehow. 
I knew you had been a servant, and somehow I put two 
and two together. She did not contradict me, certainly : 
so we may suppose my guess was correct." 

"I was only keeping it dark for your sake, Marjory," 
returned her mother, putting her apron to her eyes. " You 
need not be so down on me for telling a few nbs for my 
own girl's sake. I did not want you to despise me more 
than you do now. It is pitifully hard on a mother when 
her daughter is brought up over ner head. You ain't like 
a daughter to me, Marjory,— just because I had not a 
bringing-up like yours. No one told me a flb was such a 
heinous sin." 

"Oh, it's no use talking," repUed Marjory, pushing back 
her chair, for she felt another mouthful would choke her. 
" I do not wish to be unkind to you, mother. You are HI, 
and have your own troubles, and I need not add to them. 
If I do not feel like a daughter to you. — and Gk)d knows I 
cannot 1— it is because you will not teacn me to respect you* 
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What does it matter fbr me to know that you were ICnu 
Carfs servant? Shoald I think less of you for that? It 
is the want of truth, — the crookedness, — ^the " 

Here she paused, faltering from sheer emotion ; but her 
mother caugnt her arm piteously : 

" Don't. Marjory I — don't be so hard on me I You will 
be sorry lor it one day, dearie. I'm not long for this life, 
— ^ask tnem that knows, — and there may as well be peace 
between us." 

" Let there be peace, then," replied Marjory, wearily, as 
she sat down by the fire and let her hands drop in her lap. 

Yes, there should be peace, so she told herself, when her 
mother had gone out of the room, crying quietly as she 
went ; there should be au end of all tnis wretched argu- 
ment and recrimination, this perpetual fretting and sore- 
ness between two alien natures. It was not for her to 
rebuke her mother's crookedness, neither was it in her 

Eower to alter her. Oh, by all means, while she was under 
er roof, let there be peace and quiet between them. 

But, even while Mwjory resolved on this prudent course, 
and vowed Inwardly to keep her unruly tongue in order, 
it never occurred to her to avoid the bone of contention 
by holding aloof from her mother's lodgers. On the con- 
trary, Mrs. Chard's opposition only strengthened her in 
her self-will, and, to do Marjory Justice, she had Mr. 
Frere's sanction for the intimacy. 

Bo, when, an hour or two later, as she was still sitting 
moodily staring into the fire, with her hands idle in her 
lap, a light tap sounded at the door, and a moment after- 
wards Miss Carr's bright face showed itself, she forgot all 
past worries in a moment, and welcomed her visitor with 
her usual joyousness. 

" I knew you were alone," observed Miss Carr, placing 
herself without the least hesitation, in the low chair op- 
posite Marjory. '' Mrs. Chard was with us just now, and 
she complained of her old pain, and said she must go to 
bed ; ana as Barry is tired too, he has gone off hours before 
his time : so—" but, checking herself quickly at a sudden 
thought — " you are not expecting your friend, are you? I 
never thought of that." 

" Whom? Mr. Frere? No ; he never comes here in the 
evening. And, as it rains again, we cannot have our usual 
prowl. How good of you to come down I I was just feel- 
ing so dull, and hipped, and miserable," bringing out her 
words with a sigh. 

*' Never mind ; I am not going to let you be miserable. 
No one is, in my company : how can they be, with such a 
chatterbox? Now, there is a gloomy thought in your eyes. 
Suppose you tell me what it is ?" 
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" I only wanted to know if my mother had been talking 
to you," asked Marjory, anxiously. 

" Oh, yes ; she has oeen unburdening herself, poor old 
thing I She seems dreadfully unhappy about everything. 
I am so glad you told me what vou did," she said at once, — 
*''how she was hiding the fact of your relationship to her, for 
your own good. She owned to telling you a fib or two, but 
the poor dear evidently meant no harm by it, so I suppose 
we must forgive her. It is strange how dinerently some 
people feel about little lapses of this sort," continued Miss 
Carr, in a musing tone : and, though she said no more, 
Marjory felt that her mother's want of truth had surprised 
as well as hurt her ; and after this they mutually changed 
the subject. 

*' And now what shall we talk about?" continued Miss 
Carr. briskly. 

"Oh, I don't know," hesitated Marjory; and then she 
stopped, and said, with a smile, ** It does not matter : it 
is so nice to see you sitting there ; it does me good, some- 
how." 

'' I am glad of that," returned Lilias, firankly : " that is 
why we are in the world, just to do each other good. I 
wanted a little rest this afternoon, and you and Mr. Frere 
gave it to me ; and now I must try to amuse you a little in 
return. Only, please tell me first why you are looking at 
me so intently." 

" Because your face reminds me of some one, and I can- 
not tell who it is," replied Marjory, in a puzzled tone. 
** When I first saw you, I had a sort of impression that we 
had met before." 

" How very strange !" returned Lilias, in a startled voice. 
** I had the same feeling about you ; not that you were like 
any one, but that we had seen each other before. Some- 
thing in your voice seemed to vibrate quite familiarly in 
my ears : it gave me such an odd feeling that I could not 
rest until I heard you speak once more. And then fancy 
left me, but now and then I catch it again." 

Marjory's answering smile was a little grave. Miss Carr's 
words impressed her strangely. What did this undefina- 
ble attraction and sympathy mean between two strangers? 
She had never seen Lilias without her hat before. The 
smooth broad forehead and heavy coils of fair hair had 
been almost hidden. It was true her face was too long and 
colorless for beauty, the chin was slightly elongated, and 
the mouth receded a httle : but her bright and varying ex- 
pression redeemed all faults. And she had a very pretty 
figure, which her pale blue gown showed to perfection ; 
her hands were well-shax)ed, but rather large : perhaps this 
was the reason why she wore no rings. 
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" You have no idea what expressive eyes you have," ob- 
served Lilias, leaning back comfortably in her chair : 
'Hhev seem to search one through and through. When 
people look at me very closely, I always think they are 
pitying me for my ugliness." 

"Your— I beg your pardon. What did you say ?" 
Marjory, not believing her ears. 

" My ugliness. I am not afraid of the word ; but per- 
haps I ought to have said plainness. Oh, I am perfectly 
aware I have no beauty : I always tell people so. I do not 
mind it now in the leasi ; every one is just as fond of me 
as I want, and no one wishes to alter me ; so why need I 
trouble myself ?' ' 

" But— but— -you are not plain. I do not think so now," 
with a sudden conviction that this girl's fkce was almost 
beautifuL 

Miss Can* arched her eyebrows and broke into a merry 
lauffh. 

"You say' that because you like me. That makes me 
vain, because I can always make people like me ; and it is 
the real me they care about, — ^Lilias Carr. not my face or 
a little bit of skin-deep beauty. That is wnat I cidl nice.'' 

" You think a great deal about people liking you," re- 
turned Marjory, watching her bright face a little wistfully. 

" That is because I like them. Oh, do you think," with 
rather a troubled inflection of voice, " that one can care 
too much about tiiat sort of thing?" 

" About people liking you ?" 

Lllias nodded. 

" Well, I do not know ! Girls get a little morbid some- 
times on that subject. Anne always tells me that we 
ought to give out everything without thinking of return. 
She calls asking for much love a form of pure selfishness." 

"I am afraid I am very selfish, then," returned Miss 
Carr, sadly. " If my mother did not love me in the way 
she does, I should break my heart. I want her to be en- 
grossed by me, to live for me, to give me the same measure 
that I give her : nothing else would satisfy me. It would 
not do at all to stand by, for example, and see her lavish 
all her love on Barry ; we must share alike, he and I ; and 
I will not let him have the least bit more." 

" Anne would call that jealous love," with a sudden 
warm conviction that this dearest friend of hers was im« 
measurably beyond them both. 

" It is only with my mother that I feel so," returned 
Liilias, in a contrite voice, as though she owned her fault. 
" I do not monopolize other people : I am quite content 
with what they give me. But one's mother is a part of 
one's self; I could not give her up to any one. If rjy 
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father had lived, of course it would have been diflferent ; 
she vraB devoted to him ; but now she has only Barry and 
me." 

" And she loves you both equally ;" but, to Marjory's 
surprise, Lilies colored rather painfully. 

'•1 hope so, and I shall always hope so. No, I am not 
BO selfish as you think: I would share even my mother 
with Barry. It is we three against the world, — * the three- 
fold cord' that is never to be broken.'' 

^'And no one else is to come near you?" questioned 
Marjory, half laughing ; but in her heart how she envied 
this girl, who could love her mother in that way ! But 
what did that glow mean on LiUas's face? and why did 
she find it so difficult to parry this careless speech? 

" How can one know? oh, we do not mean to be so ex- 
clusive. Of course there are friends ; oh, of course one has 
plenty of friends !" 

"I wonder what sort of place St. Kilda's is," mused 
Marjory. "I have only been to Westmoreland once, when 
we sT>ent a month at the Lakes ; but I have never heard of 
8t. Kilda's." 

*' Oh, I dare say not ; it Is not much of a place, though of 
course the neighborhood is beautiful, and there are lovely 
walks and drives. The x)lace is dreadfully cold and bleak 
in winter, and I am afraid it .does not suit Barry ; but we 
are all very fond of it. It was my mother's home when she 
was a girl ; and when we came to England after my father's 
death, we settled there at once." 
" Did you Uve abroad?" 

" Yes, in Peru : his work was there. But when I was 
fifteen, we came to Mavis-bank to live : it used to be called 
the Grange in my mother's time, but the people who took 
it on lease changed the name. I do not think either name 
really suits it ; it is a white house, rather grim-looking out- 
side, but so warm and comfortable inside. A good many 
of tne smaller houses in St. Kilda belong to my mother, or 
at least to Barry ; they will be his by and by. Father built 
them ; and there are two or three farms belonging to us. too. 
Years ago there was some trouble about it all, — soon aiter I 
was bom, — and for a Uttle time we were poor, and obliged 
to go abroad : at least my parents were, for they left me. 
And then thmgs gradually righted themselves ; and my 
father recovered some of his money, and his investments 
answered. And so one of these days Barry will be quite 
rich J not that he cares about that, poor boy I" 
'* But you must be glad of it for his sake." 
" Yes, and for my mother. When you see her, you could 
not ima^eiiie her roughing it ; she looks as though she were 
bom to Be a queen,— as though everything must be smooth 
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under her feet. Life at St. Kilda's Just suits her : she likes 
going about among the people, settling their grievances, 
and making their homes nabitaDle. She oalls herself Bar- 
ry ^s viceroy ; but he will never be so fit to govern as she." 

** I do not see that. You must wait until he is older." 

"Yes, that is what Hurrell says, — ^Mr. Wentworth. I 
mean. How strange that you should repeat his words !" 

"And who is Mr. Wentworth?" asked Marjory, with 
pardonable curiosity. 

Lihas's color flickered a little. 

" Ah, he is a friend of ours. His mother and mine were 
great cronies when my mother was a girl. They live in a 
dear old place at Thorpe, a picturesque village not far from 
us, and of course we are always meeting. Mr. Wentworth 
farms his own land, and he is my mother's referee in all 
matters of business. He laughs, and says he has two 
mothers ; and he certainly is as good as a son to her." 

Marjoiy wisely kept her thoughts to herself; but she 
glanced at Lilias's unringed hand. 

" I am afraid you would think Bedlands far cosier than 
Mavisbank at flist sight," continued Miss Carr, evidently 
warming to her subject. "It is an old red-brick house, 
with a sunny terrace, and a ^eat shady lawn — almost like 

§asture-land— that goes sloping to the road ; and the gar- 
en is so sheltered and snug ; and there is quite a belt of 
green fields round it at the oack. In the hay-season it is 

gerfectly delicious to wander about under the trees. We 
ave all spent such happy days there. Mrs. Wentworth 
is such a beautiful old lady. I call her old, though she 
cannot be more than a few years older than my mother, 
who is quite youn^ in my eyes; but then, you see, Mrs. 
Wentworth has white hair, and she has settled into proav 
old ladies' ways, — perhaps oecause she is rather an invalid. 
There is such a difference in people. I do not believe my 
mother will ever grow old." 

" Have you many friends at St. Kilda's?" 

" Not in the place itself. There are no gentlefolk living 
lust in the town, with the exception of Dr. Ainslie and 
nis daughter, and the Moores at the Vicarage. There is a 
large family of girls and boys there, and the governess — 
Miss Stallard — ^is a nice creature ; the rest are townspeople 
and farmers, and all sorts of respectable people, with whom 
one could hEurdly associate on equal terms. At one time 
Barry had a tutor, who lived with us ; that was pleasant ; 
but now Mr. Moore reads with him." 

" And you do not find it dull?" 

" Oh, aear, no I It is a little quiet in winter, perhaps , 
but there are always people driving or riding over In 
summer-time to take lunmeon or afternoon tea witii iir 
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There are several families at Thorpe,— that is quite close, 
you know, — and we visit some people at St. Theobald's, an 
old market-town a few miles off. So that we are not so 
badly off for society, though we do live out in the wilds. 
And my dear Buby— that is my horse — ^takes me just where 
I want to go. Do you know. I have a plan in my head : 
you must come to St. Kilda's yourself; and see now we 
Uve." 

• *' I must oome to St. Kilda's I" And Marjory's clear 
brown cheeks were suffiised with crimson. 

" My dear Miss Deane, how surprised you look I Mavis- 
bank is just Liberty Hall. I invite any one I like, and 
mv mother lust welcomes them. She is quite used to my 
taking fancies to people. I once took a fancy to two girls 
whom we met in the Engadine, and to please me my 
mother invited them for six weeks. Tney remained 
nearly six months. One of them married from our house, 
and is living not five miles away. Her sister is stopping 
with her now. I did a good turn for Jessie Randall when 
I brought h^ to St. Kilda's, for there she met her fate in 
the shape of a young clergyman, and there she married 
him. And Mrs. Blake — our factotum— made the wedding- 
cake." 

"But that is different," stammered Marjory. "Your 
mother would object to me if she knew " 

" My mother does know by this time. We write every 
day to each other : and I never kept the ghost of a secret 
or mystery from ner for an hour. I have told her all 
i bout you, and how kind you were that night. She will 
send a message to you to-morrow,— a very pretty one, too." 

"But all the same," returned Marjory, "you cannot sup- 
pose for one moment that, when your mother knows my 
antecedents, she " 

"Would welcome you most fully and heartilv? Yes, I 
do suppose it ; and, what is more, I am sure of it. Wait 
until you meet next week, and see if she and I do not 
coax you between us. Bv ihe bye," interrupting herself, 
" I came down this evening to ask you something. I am 
going to drive to-morrow to Hayes Glen. Barry wants me 
to go, and Mrs. Chard has promised to sit with him in my 
absence. Our lawyer — ^Mr. Meredith — has a house there, 
and my mother has asked me to leave some papers with 
him. If you will trust, yourself to me.— I am an expert 
daughter of Jehu, — I shall be so glad of your companion- 
ship. They have a capital gray pony at the Crown : he is 
Bucui a spirited^ pretty little fellow, I quite long to drive 
him. Do promise you will come !" 

^' Oh, I shall be delighted I How kind of you to ask 
mo I" returned Marjory, quite pleased at the idea. 
I 
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''Then that Is settled, and I must wish you good-night: 
for I am obliged to own that, in spite of the pleasure of 
your society, I am growing decidealy sleepy. For, as my 
mother always tells neople, ' I am afraid Lilias is not so 
strong as she looks.' " And with these words, and a cor- 
dial grasp of the hand. Lilias took her departure, hum- 
ming a little French ren*ain, as she ran lightly up-siairs. 
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PEPPER IB A LTTTIiE FRESH. 

The next morning, as Maiiory was standing at the win- 
dow, exulting in the prospect of a perfectly cloudless day. 
she was rather surprised to see Mr. Prere crossing the road 
with his travelling-bag and plaid over his arm. He was 
evidently on his way to the station, and yet he had told 
her positively on the previous evening that he should not 
leave for Moorbridge until the afternoon. 

She met him on the threshold with uplifted finger and 
the frown of a s|)oiled child. 

** What does this mean?" she asked, in an ii^ured tone. 

" My dear," he returned, " the wise man should be pre- 
pared for any emergency : to speak figuratively, he ought 
to go to bed every night with his boots and spurs on. If 
you will allow me to pass you, I will put down my bag a 
moment, for it is unaoubtedly heavy.'' And as she re- 
lieved him from the plaid, and grumbled a little beoause 
his coat was slightly dusty, he continued, " Never mind 
my dusty coat-sleeve. I shall be well powdered with fine 

fray fragments during the next two hours. The fact is, 
Larjory Daw, it never rains but it pours: one trouble 
brings another. Just because our domestic aflkirs are 
slightly involved— spring cleaning and the measles— and 
Anne is desirous of my presence and fraternal sympathy, 
therefore a most tiresome bit of business calls me up to 
town and will detain me there for the next two or tnree 
days. I hope you intend to sympathize with me under 
these trying circumstances." 
"The business is about money, I suppose." 
"My dear, you are young, and consequently ignorant: 
when you arrive at the a^ of discretion you will know that 
money or women lie at tne root of all evil. Ask the ESast- 
ern Caliph, whose world-renowned question, * Who is she V 
will be handed down to posterity as a wonderful piece of 
Oriental wisdom." 
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*• Ab you are in a hurry. Mr. Frere, I will put on my 
hat and walk with you to tne station. '' 

"But as I am in the greatest hurry," he calmly assured 
her, " I must decline this tempting oner. My address is at 
the club, if you want me ; and I am afraid that, looking 
at things aU round, from an impartial and unprejudiced 
X)oint of view, you will not see me down here for another 
week." 

" Not for seven whole days?" she said, a little mischiev- 
ously, for, in spite of his assumed sprightliness, his eyes 
were so very grave. But, instead of his usual merry 
retort, he took her hands and held them for a moment 
firmly, and his whole manner changed. 

"Seven days. What are seven days? Now, you will 
laugh at me, and think me a foolish fellow ; but do you 
know I am leaving you most unwillingly ? I never did 
believe in presentiment, as Anne knows ; but if I did, I 
should say 1 had one this morning." 

"A presentiment, — and about me !" she said, opening 
her eyes very widely at this. 

"Oh, it is sheer nonsense," he returned, more lightly, 
for she certainly looked a little disturbed at his earnest- 
ness. "It is indigestion, perhaps: morbid feelings are 
generally due to indigestion. Why, what should happen 
to you, unless you fell over the pier? and then some one 
would be sure to fish you out. You are not the sort to be 
' drowned dead,' Marjory." 

"Oh, no, you would not get rid of me so easily as that," 
she said, falling in with his humor. " I am your * old man 
of the mountain :' I shall stick to you both." 

" Let us hope so," he returned, dropping her hand sud- 
denly and picking up his bag. "Take care of yourself. 
Gk)d bless you, child I Now I must be ofl", or I snail lose 
my train." And, so saying, he left the room so quickly 
that Maijory hardly reached the door in time to wave her 
last adieu. 

" Has Mr. Frere gone already ?" asked Miss Carr, joining 
Marjory in the passage. "Barry wanted to see him this 
morning. I was just coming down to invite you both 
ujHStairs." 

" Yes ; he is smnmoned unexpectedly to town," returned 
Marjory. " Are you going out? would you like me to go 
up and sit with your brother in your absence?" 

" Oh. thank you ; I should be so glad. I am only going 
to fetcn him some books ; but his back aches so that he 
will not be able to go out, and so it wiU be a long day for 
him. Some one fresh to talk to him and amuse huu a 
little would be a great boon." 

"Very well, then, I will fetch my work," replied Mar- 
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lory, very amiably stifling a wish to climb to the "Eaet Hill 
this fine breezy morning. As she turned over her crewels, 
in search of a particular shade she wanted, she smiled a 
little at the redness of her hands. 

*^ He had no idea how he hurt me. I wonder what pos- 
sessed him this morning to hold my hands in that way," 
she thought: "he is certainly very fond of me, — ^fonder 
than he used to be.'' And then Marjory smiled again as 
she remembered how different things used to be with 
them, and how she would go to him regularly for the 
morning and evening kiss, lust as she did to Anne. 

\nd then, all at once, when she was fifteen or sixteen, 
he had checked her, not a bit gravely, but in his joking 
way : she was so tall, quite a young lady now. — he meant 
to shake hands with her in future ; and so he did from that 
day. Marjory would have been sorry if he had known 
how often she had nearly forgotten this new rule he had 
put in vogue. It would have caused a little reserve on her 
side, but for his tact and kindness. But his manner never 
varied to her ; morning after morning he would greet her 
with the same pleasant smile, and evening after evening 
his " Good-night, Marjory Daw," bore the same caressing 
sound to her ear. 

"Always so kind, so thoughtful." she said to herself, 
gathering up her crewels and work-oag. " He was like no 
one else. "No ; she had never seen any one else to compare 
with him." And then she remembered that she had never 
told him about their proposed expedition to Hayes Glen. 
How pleased he would have been to know that there was 
such a treat in store for her, — and perhaps an invitation to 
St. Kilda's ! but that last thought was too exciting. It 
had kept her awake for hours last night, so she put it away 
most resolutelyj and went up-stairs. 

" Has your sister told you that I am coming to sit with 
you a little?" she said, in an easy, good-humored tone, as 
the boy — for he looked little moife than a boy — ^turned on 
his couch and looked at his visitor. 

"Oh, yes; Lihas told me." he returned, rather shyly 
shaking hands with her. "Won't you sit down? It is 
awfully good of you, you know." 

Marjory took possession of a chair midway between the 
couch and the window. She had often been in tliis room 
before^ and she knew this special corner. It was a large, 
cheerful room, with three windows ; and the books and 
work that were littered about, and the vases of f^esh flow- 
ers, gave it a bright, home-like air. The comfortable in- 
valid couch, with its quilted-satin cauvre-pied. was placed 
in the mosi inviting angle. Nevertheless, tne poor lad 
looked far more forlorn than he had done in his chair. 
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Marjory could see more plainly how stunted and shrunken 
he was in figure, with his head sunk slightly between the 
shoulders that were far too broad for his height. To judge 
merely from his face, one would take him for a year or two 
older than his real age ; but his voice was weak and boy- 
ish, and he had the manners of extreme youth. But for 
his sickliness and the sharp worn lines, his face would 
have been beautiful. The eyes were singularly so, — dark, 
brown, and pathetic, — and the eyebrows and eyelashes pe- 
cuUarly fine. The forehead was low and broad, but hidoen 
by a deep wave of brown hair that seemed to grow natu- 
rally close to the temples. The mouth was beautiful ; only 
the close pressure of the Ups was a little painful at times, 
betokening sufibring. 

"You have been awfhlly good to me already," he con- 
tinued, propping himself higher on his cushions, " turning 
out that damp evening ; and so was Mr. Frere yesterday. 
I wanted to see him a^n. he was so lolly and all that ; 
but LiUas says he has gone io London.'' 

" Yes ; but we shall see him next week, I hope. He was 
obUged to go : I imagine about some law business." 

** Oh, by that time my mother will be here. We expect 
her next Wednesday or Thursday. Lilias would be sure to 
tell you that first thing." 

" She did not mention the day." 

" No ; we only knew ourselves this morning. She has 
been nursing a sick friend, but now she has pulled through ; 
so mother says she will be able to leave her comfortaoly 
next week. Lilias and I have never been alone in this way 
belbre. I tease her dreadfully about being so mother-sick." 

"She seems perfectly wrapped up in her mother," ob- 
served Marjory, with a sigh." 

"Oh, my moiher is equally devoted to her !" returned 
the boy, a Uttle sadly. " I do not beheve they have a 
thought apart. You see, Lilias is so awfully good for a 
girl ; she is not a bit selflsn or cross, like other people : and, 
though she is delicate, she never makes a fuss about her- 
self, as some people do. Mother tells me sometimes that 
she thinks she is almost too good to live." 

" There are not many people Uke that," rephed Marjory, 
a httle enviously. 

He shook his head. 

" I only wish I could be half as good : but then, you see, 
what chance can a fellow hke me have for anything of that 
kind? Why, I have been lying here for the last four 
months, and it may be as many more before they will let 
me try io walk." 

" I am afraid you have never had good health.'' 

" No ; I have been pretty bad for as long as I can re- 

12 
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member, but things have been worse with me for the last 
two or three years. Dr. Ainslie will insist that I shall be 
able to ^et about by and by. I am sure I hope so, for it is 
a horrid bore lying here and giving other people trouble. 
One can't help getting selfish, somehow.'' 

** It seems to me that you are very patient," returned 
Marjory, feeling drawn by the strongest sympathy to this 
poor laa. 

He was almost as simple and ftunk in manner as his 
sister, only there was an underlying tone of bitterness that 
spoke of a troubled spirit. Marjory had never regarded 
herself as a very sympathetic i)erson, but as she sat and 
listened to this boy's weak voice the strongest longing 
seized her to say and do something to comfort him ; and 
yet how was she, in the fulness of health and strength, to 
comprehend the sad mystery of a life that seemed set apart 
for weakness and pain ? 

"You say that because you do not know," he replied, 
turning his face away. " Perhaps with women it is differ- 
ent. It does not make them feel cross when people are 
always sorry for them and making a fuss over them." 

"Oh, no; we can stand a great deal of petting," was 
Marjory's laughing response. "Do you mean that over- 
much svmpathy makes you cross?" 

"Well, do you know,'' he returned candidly, throwing 
back his heaa on the cushions and looking full in her face 
with his beautiful eyes, "I do believe I have an abomin- 
able temper? Sometimes I sulk, and will hardly speak 
for days.*^ 

" On, dear I that must try your mother and sister dread- 
fully. I would not do that, if I were you." 

"Well, of course I don't, want to be disagreeable ; but 
what is a fellow to do when he is too miserable to talk, and 
all the women are driving him crazy with their fuss? It 
just comes down on one like a black cloud, shutting out 
all prospect, as a London fog does. Life seems a preciously 
slow bit of Dusiness then." 

" I think I understand you," returned Marjory, slowly, 
and calling her own perverse moods to remembrance. 
" In your case it is partly mental and partly physical. It is 
is not pity — it is rousing you want when you are like that." 

"Why, that is what Hurrell saySj'' he replied, looking 
at her a little eagerly. "Hurrell Wentworth, I mean. 
He is a capital fellow, — one of the bracing sort that gives 
you plenty of common sense. He is always going on at 
mother and Lilias for spoiUng me and letting me give way 
to despondent fancies. It is like a whiff of moorland air, 
hefuring Hurrell talk; and, do you know" — in a shyer 
voioa— " I think you would do me good too ?" 
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'*'0h, I am so glad," answered Marjory, blushing with 
pleasure. '* I never feel as though I could do any one any 
good. Anne — that is Miss Frere, you know — says it is 
because I am too unsettled myself. Bhe is always quoting 
Archbishop Trench's lines to me : 

'''Would thou go forth to bless, be sure of thy own ground. 
Fix well thy centre first; then draw thy circle round. ^ " 
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" That's beautiful." observed Barry, in a low voice ; and 
he seemed to repeat; the words to himself. '*I must say 
those lines to Lilias : she is always spouting poetry. Ah I 
here she comes, to interrupt our talk. But you won't go, 
Miss Deane, will you ? Lil and I get awfully tired of each 
other's company : don't we, Lil?" And, as Marjory wil- 
lingly consented to forego her walk, the three passed quite 
a merry morning. 

Marjory had hardly exchanged a word with her mother 
since the previous evening. Mrs. Chard had evidently 
avoided her daughter ; and, although they sat together at 
the mid-day meal, there was httle conversation between 
them. Mfi^ory mentioned Mr. Frere's departure, and 
spoke casually of their afternoon's expedition, but Mrs. 
Chard hardier made any response. 

" I hope it is all as Mr. Frere wishes, for I shall wash my 
hands of your doings from this day, Marjory," she re- 
turned, a little gloomily, when Marjory saia a word about 
the pony-carriage from the Crown. " It is a blessing that 
Mrs. Carr will Be here next week, before you young folk 

Set into trouble." And with this vague remark the subject 
ropi)ed, and soon afterwards Marjory went to her own 
room to prepare for the drive; and as soon as she was 
ready she joined Lilias, who was standing with Mrs. 
Chard in the porch. 

" Ib he not a dear httle fellow ?" she called out, joyously, 
as soon as she caught sif ht of Marjory. " He is as playful 
and frisky as possible.— just like Ruby when she has had 
an idle day in her stable and too many oats. That is what 
I like,— a little bit of spirit." 

" I should not advise you to touch him with the whip 
lust at first, miss," observed the hostler, who had over- 
heard this remarK. "Pepper is as good as gold, but he 
BhowB his temper if he is put upon before he warms to his 
work. He will go like a lamb, for all his play, if he is 
just humored a bit at first." 

" Oh, I will humor him," returned Lilias, as she took 
the reins. " Don't look so dreadfully solemn, Mrs. Chard. 
I have driven Mr. Wentirorth's pair of browns oftencr 
than I can remember to teil you : they lan^ away with us 
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once. And our own Lightfoot has a decided temper, bat 
I never have any difficulty with him." 

Miss Carr was evidently a little proud of her own prow- 
ess and skill in driving ; and pernaps she was mischiev- 
ously bent on frightening her companion, for she certainly 
gave the reins a little shake, which started Pepx)er off in a 
moment. Lilias laughed as she heard Mrs. Chard's stifled 
exclamation, and guided the pony dexterously round the 
first corner. 

*' You are not afraid to trust yourself to me ?" she asked, 
with a glance at Maijory. 

" Oh, no, — oh, dear, no ! I do enjoy going fast^" returned 
the other girl, as she leaned back comfortably in her seat, 
and watched JPepper's skittish pranks as he tossed his head 
and threw up his little gray hoofis in full enjoyment of his 
scamper on such a fine afternoon. 

" lie is very fresh." remarked Lilias once, when they 
had left the town benind them : '* he takes up all my at- 
tention, and I cannot talk. I hope you do not feel dull?" 
But Marjory assured her that she was perfectly comfort- 
able ; and indeed both girls were sonry when they reached 
Hayes and the lawyer's house came in sight. 

It had been Miss Carr 's intention just to leave the papeta^ 
at the door, and to drive back without delay :' but, unfor- ' 
tunately, as it turned out afterwards, Mr. Meredith had 
just come in from town, and nothing would satisfy his 
sense of hospitaUty except that the young ladies should 
come in and see his wife and have a cup of tea. 

" The boy will look after the pony ; he is a little hot. — 
you have evidently driven fast, — ^and Smith had better 
rub him down," observed Mr. Meredith, assisting them to 
alight. " My dear, I have brought you some visitors," he 
announced, in a loud, cheery voice, as he threw open the 
drawing-room door. — "Miss Carr and a friend of hers, — 
and you must ring for some tea." 

Mrs. Meredith was a pretty little woman, with just a 
ftiint suspicion of brogue in her mei ry Irish iongue. She 
welcomed the girls heartily, and they were soon in the full 
swing of tea-table gossip. It was M!aijory who first called 
Lilias's attention to the lateness of the hour, interrupting 
her in the midst qf listening to an anecdote or her momer's 
girlhood. She rose quite reluctantly. 

" You were right in calling me to order," she said, pres- 
ently. " I am dreadfully careless : my mother often sayu 
so. I get interested in listening to people, and then I forget 
how the time passes. I like Mr. Meredith ; and liis wife is 
such a nice chatty little woman. She is a second wife, and 
they have not been long married. She has step-children,— 
somewhat a bore that must be : do you not think so ?" She 
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stopped as Marjory acquiesced in this, and then continued, 
in rather an anxious voice, " Do you know, I am afraid 
they have been giving Pepper some more corn ? he seems 
fresner than when he first came out. J must drive him 
very quietly." 

Tne words were scarcely out of her mouth before Pepper 
Bhied suddenly, and then, tossing up his head with a fhgnt- 
ened whinny, iore down the long country road as though 
the Furies were after him. 

Marjory said afterwards that she saw a boy with a pitch- 
fork climbing the hedge, and that the pitchfork had fallen 
into the road, almost at Pepper's feet. It must have been 
this that startled him. 

"Sit quiet. Miss Deane ! I have him well in hand," 
called out Lilias, a little breathlessly ; and Maijory obeyed 
her instructions, as she saw how firmly and rigidly the 
girlish hands were grasping the reins. Lilias's color had 
not even varied, though her lips were tightly pressed to- 
gether. 

The next few minutes were like a nightmare ever after 
In Marjory's memory : the hedge-rows were flying past 
them ; the whole world, not they, seemed running away. 
Maijory began to feel dizzy. How could the girl beside her 
Bit so motionless ? How was it they avoided, now a deep, 
watery ditch, and now a heap of stones ? How was it thai 
they passed that huge wagon in safety, when the wagoner 
— ^foofish lout that he was ! — only put up his hands and 
shouted? Was there really an inch between them and 
the hind-wheel? 

The town was in sight now ; and they must have come 
miles. More stones, — ^another cart ; more hairbreadth es- 
capes, due to the girl's steady hand. Pepper must surely 
slacken his pace soon : he must feel the power of that light, 
strong toucn. But— oh, good heavens! what's that?— - 
children playing on a nve-barred gate; a barking dog 
snarling fiercely at the heels of a young heifer that has 
strayed on the road ; another heap of stones, with a man's 
white coat ^ying on it. Pepper has shied across the road 
again ; there is a sudden shriek, a scream from the chil- 
dren, — ^and Marjory knew no more. 

But the state of semi-unconsciousness only lasted for a 
minute or two. She was merely stunned by the sudden 
contact with the hard road. It seemed to her as though 
the children were still screaming — ^as though the sudden 
crash and plunging of hoofe were in her ears — as she con- 
fusedly opened her eyes and leaned on her elbow a moment 
before she struggled to her feet. 

The children were standing, a fWghtened little group, in 
the road ; a doctor's gig, with a genUeman driving in it, was 
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oominff from the town ; the chaise lay overturned against 
the pile of stones | and poor Pepper iky struggling d the 
traces, unable to rise. But that confused heap, half in the 
chaise and half on the stones, was surely not Liilias ? 

Marjory had to clear her eyes from tne dust and collect 
her stupefied thoughts before she could take in the real 
state of the case and go to her assistance. 

"Wait a moment: we will help you," called out the 
gentleman ; and the next moment he directed the groom 
to hitch his own reins over the gate, while they lifted 
Lilias with difficulty from her jammed and perilous posi- 
tion, and laid her carefully on the grass, with a cushion 
under her head ; after which, Pepper — ^kicking and strug- 
gling, but otherwise unhurt — was got on his legs again. 

" Is she hurt? is she much hurt ?" asked Marjory, kneel- 
ing down on the grass, and dreadfully frightened at seeing 
Lilias's eyes still closed, and a faint streak of blood show- 
ing under her hair. 

" I do not know : it is impossible to tell." returned the 
gentleman, who was examining the girl with professional 
care. "We are just by the town, fortunately. WiU you 
tell me where you live?" 

"At Mrs. Chard's,— No. 26 Crown Street," returned 
Maiiory. 

" Oh J I know Mrs. Chard. I am Mr. Gilbert. Will you 
be afraid to hold your pony while my man drives the gig 
back for one of the Crown flies ? He will not be five min- 
utes gone, and I will take care of your friend." 

" Oh, no," replied Marjory, moving at once obediently 
to Pepper's head. 

The poor animal was much subdued by his fall, and 
looked aejected enough, trembling in every limb, ana cov- 
ered with dust and lather. He even whinnied faintly, in 
a contrite manner, as she went up to him. 

Those minutes seemed endless to Marjory, feeling shaken 
and bruised, and full of miserable conjectures as to Lilias's 
injuries. Ir she would only open her eyes, — if only her 
face were not so dead-white ! When the fly came rapidly 
up, she could hardly bear to see her lifted in, looking such 
an inert mass of drapery. As she sat opposite to her. hold* 
Ing one of her hands, her eyes sought the doctor's face 
rather pitifully. 

" She may be only badly stunned. I have not examined 
her properly," he said, with professional reserve. " It was 
those sfones, you see. If she had only fallen In the road ; 
but she has had a hard knock, somehow. Now, my dear 
young lady, this is twenty-six : will you run into the house 
and ask Mrs. Chard to get a room ready for my patienti 
and we will bring her in ?" 
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" Mother T' exclaimed Maijory, bursting into the parlor, 
where Mrs. Chard was evidently dozing by the fire, " we 
have had an accident. The pony ran away, and we were 
overturned ; and Miss Carr is badly hurt : tney are bring- 
ing her in. Mr. Gilbert " but here she stopped, con- 
founded by the look on her mother's face : it was as of one 
suddenly stricken. She half rose, and then fell back in 
her chair. 

" Lilias hurt, — ^my Lilias !" she almost shrieked. 

" Ah, I am afraid so ; she will not open her eyes, and 
there is blood under her hair. Oh, mother, mother, why 
do you look so?*' 

** I ain't your mother ; I am her mother. What are you 
catching hold of me for, Marjory ? Let me go ! let me go ! 
I say — to my own child !*' Ajid, as Marjory tottered back, 
putting her hands to her head as though she had received 
a blow, the excited woman rushed from the room: and 
through the open door Maijory could see her almost 
snatching LiUas's head to her shoulder, as her bearers 
stood for a moment in the entry. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

"l MUST SIT THERE AND WATOH." 

Fob some minutes Marjory remained like one in a 
dream. There was a rushing sound in her ears, a sense of 
confusion, of unreality, in her brain. The pain of her 
bruises was forgotten ; every sensation seemed swallowed 
up in the effort of her inner consciousness to comprehend 
and ^asp the meaning of those words. 

" * I ain't' your mother ; I am her mother.' Merciful 
heavens! could that be true?" When Marjory came to 
herself, she found that she was repeating the words aloud 
over and over again, as one might reiterate some feverish 
phrase in delirium, only somehow the meaning escaped 
her. "If it should be true," she said, putting back the 
heavy hair from her face, — and there was no one there to 
see how white her face had grown, — ** if this thing should 
be true !" Then she stopped, and smote the palms of her 
hands together, then waLked to the window and let the 
cool sea-breeze blow upon her temples, for something 
seemed to stifle her ; she wanted to laugh in her awful joy. 
She could have laughed loudly and long. " * I ain't your 
mother ; I am her mother.' " 

A slight sound overhead, like the tapping of a 9tick oiu 
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the floor, roused her. Lilias had heen safely carried to 
her roonoL,— the large front room over the drawing-room. 
Most likely the unusual movements in the house had ex- 
cited Barry's attention. It was necessary that some one 
should tell him gentlv of his sister's accident. 

In another moment Marjory had collected her scattered 
faculties ; she washed the dust from her face, smoothed 
her disordered dress, and then went quickly up-stairs. 

The boy's eyes were turned quickly to the door. 

** Oh, is that you. Miss Deane r" he said, in a disappointed 
tone. " Where is JLilias ? There is such a tramphng over- 
head in her room ; is there anything the matter?" as he 
saught sight of her face. 

"We came to grief with the pony," she said, trying to 
meak lightlv. "He was too fresh, and some one jumping 
«ne hedge frightened him. We were both thrown out. 
I am only a httle bruised, but your sister is rather more 
hurt." 

" She is badly hurt ; I can see it in your fkce ; you are 
keeping something from me I" 

"No, no," she returned, soothingly, for the poor lad's 
expression frightened her. "I am trying to tell you. 
She could not walk up-stairs, and so they carried her. 

She is a little stunned ; but by this time " But here 

she broke off. much distressed, for Barry covered his face 
with his hands and burst into tears. 

"Do not — do not!" she exclaimed, in great emotion; 
"oh, please do not cry ! I am telhng you the truth. Her 
eyes are closed, and she does not speak at present; but 
Mr. Gilbert is with her. People are often like that at first 
after a fall; they are stunned, — stupefied. 'Bhe doctor is 
with her ; everything is being done. You shall see him 
if you Uke, — if you will not believe me, I mean." 

" If I could only move ! it is my wretched helplessness !" 
he groaned. " I suppose some one would carry me to her 
if she were dying?" cried the lad, hysterically. "To lie 
here like a log, and wait, wait for what people choose to 
tell me — oh, it would try a saint I And i am not good ; I 
am not like Lilias." 

"No, you are not good at all," she said, quite forgetting 
herself in her efforts to rally him. "You are making 
yourself ill, just to worry her when she gets better. That 
IS like the selfishness of you men: you have not the 
patience to wait a little until things right themselves." 

He was so unused to this bracing treatment — to be 
scolded instead of petted — ^that he could only lie and stare 
at her ; but Marjory would not look at him, for fear she 
should be melted into some show of pity ; and he did look 
so ill, poor fellow I 
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'' I am Just waiting until I hear Mr. Gilbert's footsteps 
on the stairs, and then I will call him in,'' she said, briskly. 
** We will make him tell us all about it, and then you can 
help us by writing to your mother." 

But, to her surprise, he seemed to shrink from this task. 

" Cannot you write 1" he asked, rather feebly. " I would 
give you the address ; and if a telegram be necessary, Mr. 
Gilbert would tell you what to say. I could not be the one 
to tell such news to my mother." 

"I think you are quite wrong," retiuned Marjory, im- 
patiently. * * A letter from a stranger would alarm her far 

more, feut, of course, if you do not mind that " And 

then she relented at the sight of his quivering lips. '* Now, 
there is no i^d to worry about that. I am ready to do 
anything and everything for you or your sister. I see 
the tea is on the table. You nave been waiting all this 
time ; no wonder you are exhausted. But the Kettle is 
boiling, and I will soon have it ready." 

'* But I could not touch it !" he remonstrated, in a mis- 
erable voice. "You don't understand, Miss Deane — ^how 
can you? — but when one is in such suspense " 

"Indeed — indeed I do understand!" she returned, 
earnestly, laying her hand on his for a moment. " Oh. 
you must not mink me so unsympathizing ! I am only 
doing as your sister would wish. I think we ought to try 




bring 
in?" 

And, as Barry returned a quick reply in the affirmative, 
she waylaid the doctor and induced him, a little reluc- 
tantly, to follow her into the room. 

" I have told Mrs. Chard," he began ; and then, at the 
sight of the invalid, his hasty tones softened a little. " Oh, 
this is her brother, I suppose? — ^and he can give me the 
address for the telegram. Mrs. Chard seems a little mud- 
dled about it, and yet she wants me to communicate with 
this young lady's mother. Well, perhaps even in a slight 
accident — ^as I trust this may prove — the friends should not 
be left in ignorance." 

" But my sister, — how is she ?" asked Barry, in a tone of 
great anxiety. 

" Oh, I shall come and see her again by and by," re- 
turned Mr. Gilbert evasively ; " and then perhaps I shall 
give a better account of her." 

" But has she — is she conscious yet?" persisted the boy. 

Mr. Gilbert gave Marjory a look full of rebuke. He 
thought her evidently deficient in prudence. 

" Wellf no ; she has not spokem to us yet," 1m adnitte4, 



142 FOR LILIAS, 

reluctantly. " You see." coming nearer to the couch, " she 
fell in a very awkward place, on some sharp flint stones.— 
this young lady was more fortunate, and had a softer oit 
of road on her side. — and so there is slight concussion of 
the brain. Only slight.'' he continued, as Barry started 
nervously at the word, ** and I have no rears at all as to the 
result. It is only a question of time. She may lie a few 
hours, more or less, in her present condition j but, as far as 
I can judge, she has sustsuned no other injury, except a 
slight cut wnich will soon heal.'' 

But it was evident that the doctor's words failed to re- 
assure Bany. 

'* Could i{ not be managed for me to go up and see her? 
I am not so very heavy." pleaded the boy, " and I am sure 
Fleming could lift me.'' 

But Mr. Gilbert shook his head very decidedly over this 
BURgestion. 

*^ It would not do at all. I have just ^iven orders that 
my patient is to be kept as quiet as possible. In this sort 
of case, freedom from noise — perfect silence — is the one 
thing needfuL I have always considered Mrs. Chard a 
very good nurse, but she is not well herself, and perhaps 
this c^prives her of her usual calmness and good judgment ; 
but " 

Here the doctor knitted his brows and looked vexed. 
He had already seriously remonstrated with Mrs. Chard 
for giving vent to her feeling 

** Buch nonsense, too, making all that fuss, as though the 
girl belonged to her !" he had said to himself, angrily, as 
he went down-stairs. 

"I was going to suggest," returned Marjory, boldly, 
Hhat I should go up-stairs presently and see if there be 
anything that I can do for Miss Carr.'' 

" Oh, there is nothing to be done," was the quick reply. 




Marjory's face — " that you would be willing to sit up 
her to-night?" And, as the girl nodded assent, he con- 
tinued in a pondering tone, "Well, it would not be a bad 
idea. Mrs. Chard is not looking herself, and she might 
have one of her attacks in the night, and then who would 
look after my patient until her mother comes ? Yes, we will 
consider that settled. You can go up in about an hour's 
time and tell Mrs. Chard I have sent you to help her." 

" Oh, thank you !" returned Marjory, gratefully ; for she 
feared that she also would be forbidden access to Lilias's 
room, and she had the strangest longing to be there. ** You 
will spare me to your sister, will you not?" she continued, 
ttag»riy, when Mr. Gilbert had left them. 
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"Oh, yes ; I shall be thankful to know you are there,' 
lie replied, in a delected tone. " Oh, I shall do very well !" 
as Marjory looked at htm rather anxiously. ^^ Fleming — 
that is my servant—will oome in and attend to me. He is 
lodging over the way, because Mrs. Chard had no room 
for him." 

'* Is Fleming that respectable-looking man who helped 
you into your chair the other day?" 

** Yes ; he is a first-rate nurse. I could not get on with- 
out him at all. He ought to wait upon us by rights, only 
Mrs. Chard is so fussy, and can't stand having men in her 
house ; so he only comes in every morning and evening. 
But I can send for him if I want him." 

**Oh, then I shall be easier in my mind about you," 
repUed Marjory, cheerfully, "especially if you will be 

food enough to eat and drink what I set before you. See. 
mean to keep you company !" as she carried her cup and 
plate to her favorite corner. 

And as she talked brightly to him, Barry forgot his 
nervous fears and grew more hopeful ; and before Marjory 
left him, to prepare for her night-watching, she had per- 
suaded him to send for Fleming and to go quietly to bed. 

"Poor fellow! it is dreadfully sad for him, being so 
helpless!" she thought, as she went down-stairs. "He 
will be better when his mother comes. If his sister be 
long ill, it will be very lonely for him. One imagines 
things so much worse at a distance." 

But her thoughts changed into a different channel as 
soon as she was m her own room. 

"I am a good actress," she said to herself, "whatever 
Mr. Frere may think to the contrary. I acted well this 
evening, pretending to scold that poor boy and to appear 
so bright and cheerful, when all the time I was afraid that 
things were bad with her. Oh, what a lonff day !" she 
sighed, presently, stretching her hands over ner nead for 
a moment's relief. "Was it only this morning that he 
bade me good-byand talked about presentiments? Will 
this day ever end, I wonder? But no ; it is to go stretch- 
ing on into the night, and through the night I must sit 
there and watch and think, and never say a word, or ask 
that question, until we know that she is safe. Oh'' — with 
a still heavier sigh — " it must be acting still, until the 
time comes for me to sx)eak." 

Marjory had no idea that she was doing anything spe- 
cially heroic when she formed that brave resolution of put- 
tlDg away her own doubts and perplexities until the fitting 
time arrived for their solution. In her present condition 
of mind, it was courting martyrdom ; but when perhaps a 
life mignt be hanging in the balance, what could she do 
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but stand aside and wait? Nevertheless, it would have 
comforted her greatly to know that she was displaying 
true greatness of mind under trying circumstances. 

There was very little light In the sick-room when she 
entered it ; a hasty glance towards t^e bed convinced her 
that there had been no change in the patient's condition. 
Lillas stUl lay in the same unoonsciotn state, her figure 
inert and motionless under the light covering, and her fair 
hair tucked up hastily, with the exception of one long 
plait that had loosened and lay like a gold streak across 
the pillow. As Marjory stooped over the bed, she thought 
how beautifkil it was. There was nothing painful in Lil- 
ias's apx)earance : she was always pale, so tne faint pallor 
was scarcely noticeable. In the dim light one might have 
thought her sleeping, instead of lying with (uouded brain 
in a heavy stupor. It startled Marjory, therefore, not a 
little, as sne leaned over her and sofuy kissed her cheek, 
when a faintly-uttered "Mother" most certainly met her 
ear ; though a moment afterwards Lilias seemed to sink 
away again into unconsciousness. Marjory was about to 
speak a tender word in reply, when her arm was violently 
clutched, and, turning round, she saw Mrs. Chard looking 
at her with a disturbed, almost frightened, expression. 

"Come away; come outside the door a moment," she 
whispered, hoarsely ; and so harsh was the grip on her 
arm that Marjory thought it better to obey, and in a mo- 
ment they were both standing in the passage. " Why did 
you kiss her?" began Mrs. Chard, angrily ; but Marjory 
noticed that she purposely lowered her voice. "Did not 
Mr. Gilbert say that no one was to disturb her ? — that we 
were to leave her quiet until she comes to herself? You 
ain't got any business up here, Marjory ; and I hope you 
will just leave Miss Carr tx> me until her mother comes." 

" On the contrary, I am going to share the night-watch," 
returned Marjory, coldly but firmly ; and she repeated Mr. 
Gilbert's woras. Mrs. Chard's countenance fell as she lis- 
tened : it was evident that, in spite of her dislike to accept 
Marjory's services, she would not dare to set aside the 
doctor's orders. 

"There is an attack threatening," she muttered, as 
though to herself, "unless I can stave it ofl"^ and cease 
worrying ;" then, louder, "Well, the responsibility lies on 
Mr. Gill^rt's shoulders, not on mine. One is enough for 
any sick-room. I would have kept her quieter, if I could 
have had my way ; but there ! young folKs are always wil- 
ful." And with this final thrust she drew aside rather sul- 
lenly, and let Marjory pass before her into the room. 

As soon as Maijory had taken the easy-chair by the win- 
dow, where she could see Lilias and notice the slighteit 



"J MUSf StT THERE AND WATCH,'' l46 

jnovemjent, Mrs. Chard slid into her old place close to 
Xfilias's pillow, where the shadow of the curtain would 
sliade her from too close a scrutiny. 

A little later on Mr. Gilbert paid his visit. He took no 
notice of Marjory, but gave his orders in a low voice, stand- 
ing so that his words should be audible to her. And after 
lie had ta.ken his leave, both the women settled down for 
tlieir night-watching. 

If the day had seemed long to Marjory, the night was 
simply interminable. One hour dragged on after the other, 
each one slower tHan the last. 

There was a small fire burning, for the night was chilly, 
and every now and then Mrs. Chard crept noiselessly from 
her place to tend it. Marjory watched her movements 
with close attention. Once, wnen she would have antici- 
pated her, Mrs. Chard waved her impatiently away. She 
would do everything herself. When once or twice during 
the night Marjory ventured to approach the bed, thinking 
she saw some change on Lilias's face, Mrs. Chara eyed her 
ahnost jealously. 

It was a miserable ordeal for the tired girl, but she fought 
gallantly with her weariness. Her eyes had grown accus- 
tomed to the dim light, and Mrs. Chard's face was clearly 
visible to her, in spite of the sheltering curtain. Once or 
twice it grew so wan and gray that Marjory started up, 
thinking that she was ill ; but the warning hand only 
waved her away. "It is nothing; I'm used to it," she 
said, harshly ; "the drops will give me relief by and by. 
Your sitting there watching only makes me worse. No ; 
leave the fire alone. I wiU put on a bit of coal with my 
fingers.'' But Marjory noticed that she tottered as she 
walked, as though from weakness. Once, towards morn- 
ing, Marjory dozed : indeed, though she would not have 
owned it, she slept lor some time. The moment she roused, 
her eyes turned instinctively to the bed ; and then she 
closed them again, and remained apparently sleeping. 

That moment had shown her Mrs. Chard's empty chair. 
The woman was half kneeling, half lying across the bed, 
with her face hidden in the pillow, and the braid of golden 
hair was in her hand. " Oh, my darling !" Marjory could 
hear her whisper ; " my darling whom I have given up ! 
But it is better so, — ^far, far happier for her, though not lor 
me." 

A sensation of coldness, almost of sickness, passed over 
Marjory ; but she remained still. A moment after there 
was a slight movement, and she could not refrain from 
opening her eyes. Mrs. Chard was standing by the bed, 
with the tears running down her cheeks. As Marjory 
stirred, she came towards her, drying them with her hands. 
Q k 18 
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" I have got a bit nervous and low with want of sleep," 
she said, with an attempt at her old manner. '* You have 
had a fine nap yourself, Marjory, — ^more than an hour, — 
but ^ou look paush. I will make a cup of tea for us both : 
it will put a little heart in us.'' 

Marjorv made no answer ; but, as Mrs. Chard turned to 
the fireplace, she moved herself with some difficulty, for 
she was stifir from her bruises, and walked towards the 
bed. Lilias was still lying in the same position, but it 
struck her her face was a little less pale, and her attitude 
less rigid. As she stooped over her to fold back the loose 
braid, it felt damp to her hand, and the pillow and even 
the coverlet were moistened as ihough with tears. What 
agony, what repentance, what wrong-doing, had set those 
tears flowing? Were they tears of guilt or sorrow? Mar- 
jory felt something like pity stirring her heart as she went 
softly back to her place. Mrs. Chard had not noticed her 
movements. She brought her the tea presently, looking 
red-eyed and subdued, but more like her old self. The storm 
of feeling had evidently spent itself. She even commented 
on the gray dawn that seemed creeping over the sea. " It 
will soon be morning, and then you can go down and have 
a rest," she said, quite pleasantly; " for it is easy to see 
that you are as tired as ured can be, Marjory." 



CHAPTER XVni. 

lillilAS'S MOTHER. 



It was still early, and the world was only half awake, 
when Marjory crept down-stairs and cautiously unbarred 
the front door, and stood in the porch to breathe the sweet 
freshness of the spring morning. 

There was no human life stirring. The Crown Hotel 

E resented a blank of closed and curtained windows. The 
each was empty : only the brown fishing-smacks and coils 
of ropes lay high and dry upon the shingle. The tide was 
coming in, with a low wash and ripple of sound. A soft 
wind seemed to blow straight from ibhe sea over Marjory's 
tired face, lifting the stray hair from her temples. The 
beauty and stillness of the scene stole into the girl's senses 
with a subtile feeling of rest after conflict. Nothing 
moving on God's earth, so she thought, except some white 
fantail pigeons that were strutting under the bows of a 
large boat. A dim golden haze lay on the sea, and above it 
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stretched the blue morning sky, with its benignant prom- 
ise of a da^'s sunshine. 

** It remmds me of a picture I have seen of the morning 
after a shipwreck on a Cornish beach,** thought Marjory ; 
"only there are no broken spars and dismantled masts 
strewing the shingle. It is an odd fancy, perhaps, but I 
feel w^recked somehow, as though I had gone to pieces on 
some concealed rock. I suppose I am the same as I was 
yesterday, but I feel different. Well, it is a comfort to 
know that there are two real people in the world, any- 
how ;" and then she sighed as she thought of the miles 
that separated her from her friends. 

A sign of life in an opposite window arrested Marjory's 
attention. It was evident that some one besides herself 
w^as awake ; but she was not a little astonished when, a 
few minutes afterwards, a tall figure in black appeared at 
the side-door of the Crown, and in another moment was 
crossing the road with rapid, uneven footsteps, that sent 
the pigeons fluttering to the roofe. Marjory watched her 
curiously. The lady had evidently dressed herself hastily, 
for she wore a loose cloak just folded round her, and a lace 
veil over her head. A sudden light broke on Marjory, and 
she moved impatiently to meet ner. 

" I am so glad you have come I" she said, quickly. " You 
are Mrs. Carr, are you not?*' 

** Yes, yes !'' she returned, and Marjory noticed how 
nervously her hands grasped the palings as she looked up 
in the girPs face. " But £ilias,~my child,— how is she ?" 
" She is about the same," replied Marjory, in a soothing 
voice ; " but I thought just now that she looked a Uttle less 
pale. Please come in here a moment,"— opening the door 
of the parlor, — " and I will tell Mrs. Chard that you have 
come. The doctor has ordered such perfect quiet that we 
have to be very careful, and there must be no talking in 
the room." 

** Yes, I know ; concussion of the brain,— that was what 
he said. Oh, you have no need to tell a mother to be care- 
ful I" And here a faint smile came to her pale lips, in spite 
of her troubled looks. 

Marjory thought she had never seen such a beautiflil 
face. The brown, plaintive eyes reminded her of Barry. 

" I arrived last night," she continued, in a low, musical 
voice, that somehow thrilled to Maijory's ears. ** It was 
so late, and I could not make you hear, and I dared not 
knock loudly, for fear of disturbing my son. Oh, it has 
been such a night ! I have been sitting watching the Ught 
in her window, and praying — praying and longing for day; 
and then I saw the door open and you standing there, and 
I guessed how it was,— that you had been wat«hing too. 
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And now pleaae take me to her. You need not be afiraid 
of her motrier. Oh, we know how to be quiet and how to 
efface ourselves, if it be for our child's good I" 

''Come, then," replied Marjory; but she spoke almoBt 
inaudibly as she led the way up-stairs. 

A sudden return of yesterday's dizziness seemed to send 
her senses reeling. She stopped on the first landing to re- 
cover herself, and Mrs. Carr stopped too. 

"Will you wait one instant?'' she said, gently. "This 
is my son's room, is it not? — ^and he will be awake listen- 
ing, and worrving if I do not go to him. Yes, Barry, it is 
I,'' as the boy's voice called to them both. "Why are you 
lying awake, dearest? Has your night been troubled too?" 

And Marjory, supporting herself giddily against the 
walL could near Barry's low, vehement answer : 

" Oh, mother, mother. I am so glad you have come I It 
has been so dreadful without you !" 

" Yes, I know." kissing him ; " but you will try and help 
me, my boy, will you not? You will not fret and make 
yourself ill? Now I am going to Lilias. I will come to 
you again by and by, — ^as soon as I can." 

" Let it be very soon, mother," Marjory heard, as Mrs. 
Carr softly closed the door. 

"He looks ill," she sighed. "AU this is bad for him. 
My poor boy, how much he has to bear I" 

Mrs. Chard was just coming out of the room, with the 
little tea-tray in her hand, when she caught sight of them. 
A sudden rattle of the tearcups made Marjory instinctively' 
take the tray out of the shaking fingers. Mrs. Carr drew 
back rather frightened. 

" Miriam, my good creature, have I startled you ? Good 
heavens, if 1 had caused you to drop the tray I This young 
lady was right. I ought to have allowed her to prepare 
you." 

" It was foolish of me to give such a start," returned the 
woman, in a scared voice ; " but I was not looking for you 
for hours yet, and you came upon me sudden-like. Wny. 
it might have been her death !'' laying her trembling hand 
on Mrs. Carr's arm. " I fancied there was a turn for the 
better, but a noise like that might have killed her. I 
should have been as good as her murderer, shouldn't I, 
Mrs. Carr?" 

" Hush, Miriam I what nonsense I when this dear young 
lady," with a grateful glance at Marjory, "has just saved 
us by her promptness. Now, not a word more. I want to 
go in and see my child." And she turned away with 
gentle dignity, and entered the room, followed by Mrs. 
Chard. 

Marjory crept in behind them : perhaps she had no busi- 
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0688 there, but she had yielded her night's rest for the sake 
of this young stranger, and she felt as though this had 
given her some claim on Lilias^s mother. 

Mrs. Carr did not seem to notice her presence : she stood 
by the bed, looldng down on her unconscious daughter, 
with eyes so full of love and sorrow that a great lump 
seemed to rise in Marjory's throat. 

** Oh, my darling, my darling! will she ever open her 
sweet eyes and look at me again?" whispered the poor 
mother, in a voice of suppressed agony ; and, as though in 
answer, the limbs moved slightly, and there was a faint 
flicker of the eyeUds. 

** Mother ! — ^my own mother !" came drowsily and indis- 
tinctly from the scarcehr-parted hps. A hghtning-like 
flash of loy swept over Ikurs. Carr's face. 

" She knows me ; it is onljr partial unconsciousness ; she 
is coming to herself !" She sighed out the words as though 
overcome by the very Alness of happiness. ** Lilias, my 
child, it will all be well now ; your mother will not leave 
you." She checked herself as though her words were in- 
cautious, and kissed her hair softly, and put it back from 
her face ; and at the touch of her warm, firm hand there 
was a faint smile on Liilias's face. 

''Mother," she said, again, but this time less inco 
herently. 

"Marjory, I feel ill* I must have air," was muttered 
hoarsely in her ear, and Marjory felt a heavy touch on her 
arm. Mrs. Carr did not turn her head as Marjory guided 
Mrs. Chard's uncertain footsteps to the door ; slie was still 
bending over her child with fond worshipping looks. 

"Oh to be loved like that," thought the girl,— "to be 
loved in that way by one's mother!" But she tried to 
banish the envious feelings as she placed Mrs. Chard care- 
fully, though not tenderly, on her own bed, and arranged 
the pillows and covered up her feet, and measured out the 
drops as she told her, and then ran down to wake Martha. 
who was a drowsy body, and to bring a few sticks to light 
the fire: for, in spite of the spring sunshine that was 
flooding the httle room, Mrs. Chard's teeth were chatter- 
ing as though with the ague. Was this the attack that 
she had been trying to ward ofl" all night? Anyhow, she 
looked a pitiable object, cowering and shivering, and yet 
demanding air. 

" I am like ice, and yet I can't breathe for want of air," 
she gasped; and Marjory, obeying her own instincts,— 
for she knew Uttle about nursing, — set open the window 
and door, and warmed some flannels for her feet while the 
water was heating, and then stood and fanned her pa* 
tiently until the paroxysm of pain had passed. 

18» 
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"Tliank you, Marjory, — thank you, dearie,'* she said, 
faintly, after a time; **you have done a deal for me, ana 
[ am easier now : those drops always give me relief after 
a while. Supposing I turn round and try to have a sleep, 
while you ^o down and have your breakfast, and bia 
Martha do the best she can for Mr. Barry and his mother. 
Oh, dear I oh, dear!'* — fretfully, — "how ever will Martha 
manage without me scolding behind her?'' 

" I think you had better ue still and not trouble about 
anything," replied Marjory, quietly. "I will look after 
Martha, and do what I can for Mr. Barry. When Mr. 
Gilbert comes, I will send him to you." For Marjory felt 
vaguely alarmed at Mrs. Chard's appearance : the blueness 
of ner face and the darkness of her lips seemed bad signs, 
even to her inexperience. 

"You are a good girl, Marjory," responded the other, 
turning her head away ; but Marjory did not hear more, 
for she was anxious to set about her self-imposed duties. 

Martha's blunders and stupidity soon cooled her enthu- 
siasm, and she was looking at the blackened fire in the 
kitchen with feelings of despair, and wondering how the 
bacon was to be toasted and the eggs boiled, when she was 
relieved by the entrance of Fleming. 

" I hear that my mistress has arrived," he said, " and 
that Mrs. Chard is ill. Is there anything that I can do?" 
eyeing her doubtfully, and hardly knowing what to make 
of this stylish young lady in the brown dress who he had 
just heard from Martha was Mrs. Chard's daughter. 

"Anything that you can do?" repeated Marjory, bright- 
ening up at tnis. " Oh, thank you, Fleming ; I should be 
so much obliged if you would help me get some breakfast 
for your master and Mrs. Carr ; but just look at that Are." 

"If you will leave it to me and Martha, ma'am," he 
returned, respectfully, " I will soon have it all ready. I 
can take a hand at cooking, for I am an old soldier ; and 
as to that fire, we will soon settle that." 

And as Marjory gave up her place to him and thankfully 
withdrewj she could hear him ordering Martha about in 
brief soldierly style. 

She was dusting the drawing-room, which Martha had 
neglected, and making it trim and habitable for its occu- 
pant, when Fleming entered with the neat little breakfast- 
tray. 

"I am afraid I must trouble you to take this up to my 
mistress, ma'am," he said^ apologetically ; " for I dare not 
trust Martha up these stairs. When you come down you 
will find yours ready for you. And then I will attend te 
nay young master j but he sent me away just now, because 
b« WBM sure you needed help." 



LILIAS'S MOTHER. 161 

nnds little piece of thouglitfulness quite touched Mar« 
Jory. 

"Thank you, Fleming, for managing so nicely for me," 
slie said, pleasantly, as sne took the tray. 

Mrs. Carr was sitting by the bed as she entered, holding 
tier daughter's hand. She looked up with a grateful smile 
into the girl's face, as she brought a little table to her side 
and arranged things comfortably for her. "How good 
you are to me !" she whispered. 

Marjory shook her head at this. 

** I am Koing down-stairs now," she said, in a low voice ; 
** but I shall be back presently to make the room tidy. 
Mrs. Chard is not very well, and Martha is so clumsy that 
^we dare not let her come in." 

" Miriam is not well !" ejaculated Mrs. Carr. " I thought 
slie looked strangely ill just now. Lilias has movedJ' sli© 
continued. "She was feeling for my hand just now. When 
the doctor comes, he will be sure to say she is better." 

" I am sure of that too," returned Marjory, in a voice full 
of feeling. And then she withdrew, feelmg ihat things al- 
ready looked brighter. 

Marjonr found she had enough on her hands that day. 
When Mr. Gilbert came, he pronounced a verv favorable 
opinion on his patient. The brain was gradually recover- 
ing power; but the greatest care and the most absolute 
quiet were still necessary. Very little must be said to her. 
There would doubtless be a few days of feverish restlessness, 
but after that, he hoped, she would be fully herself again. 
His opinion on Mrs. Chard struck Marjory as slightly eva- 
sive. 

" It was one of her usual attacks," he said. " Of course 
she had been worrying herself about something. He had 
learned her over and over again that she must keep her 
mind quiet and take care of herself; but she would not 
take his advice. She must just lie where she was for the 
remainder of the day : indeed, for the next two or three 
days she would not be fit for work." And when he had 
delivered himself of these remarks, he went down to Barry, 
to carry him a cheering report of his sister's health. 

" Don't mind me, Marjory ; you will have enough to do. 
goodness knows, without my giving you extra trouble," 
observed Mrs. Cnard, dejectedly. 

And Marjory soon found that she spoke the truth. But 
for Fleming's skilful help, she would have been in utter 
despair. 

Martha, who was greatly in awe of him, obeyed his orders 
most implicitly. Thanks to his supervision, the meals were 
served tolerably well cooked, and Marjory found herself at 
liberty to go in and out of the two sick-rooms, which were 
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haj)pily adjoining each other, and to perfbrra all the Attndty 
little offices that were needed for tne comfort of the in- 
valids. 

A sense of dutv made Marjory hide the repugnance that 
she felt in ministering to Mrs. Cnard. She entered the room 
unwillingly, and left it as soon as possible. Mrs. Chard's 
gratitude was coldly received : her one longing was to be 
with Lilias and her mother. 

The chief difficulty lay with Barry. The strain of the 
lon^ nisht had told upon him, and a certain reaction had 
set m : ne becalne more depressed as the day went on. and 
Marjory found it almost impossible to leave him. When 
her services were not required up-stairs, she sat and talked 
and even read to him. It was not until the evening was 
half over, and Fleming came to relieve her, that she found 
herself at liberty to sit quietly for a few minutes in Lilias's 
room. A sort of magnetism drew her there, and, but for 
her overpowering weariness, she could have lingered there 
for hours, iust watching that quiet figure sitting so tran- 
quilly by the bed. 

*' I have never seen any one like her," thought Mariory. 
" I fancied it was only Lilias's partiality ; but she did. not 
say a word too much. How Mr. Frere would rave about 
her if he could see her I — he does so admire handsome 
women. Handsome is not the word : she is simply beau- 
tiful." 

And then, as she leaned back among the cushions and 

{)erused the face of Lilias^s mother in the dim softened 
ight, she went on in the same critical vein : 

** She is very large and massive. I suppose most people 
would call her a fitle womah. But how gracefully she 
moves ! Her features are so clearly cut, like the features 
in a cameo ; and I do so admire that creisimy complexion ; 
and her hair is as brown as mine, — like a Spanish chestnut ; 
not a gray hair to be seen. I wonder Lilias is not more 
like her ; but Mr. Barry has her eyes." 

As though conscious of Marjory's scrutiny, Mrs. Carr 
looked up and smiled; and a moment afterwards she 
crossed the room to the girPs side. 

**I was lust thinking how tired you looked," she said, 
putting a large but beautifully-shaped hand on Marjory's 
shoulder. "Young people cannot afl[brd to lose a night's 
rest : it is only we elder lolk, who have served our appren- 
ticeship in a sick-room." 

" But you had no sleep either," replied Marjory, hastily. 
" It is dreadful to think of your sitting iip to-night too !" 

"Dreadful to sit by my child's sider' returned Mrs. 
Carr, with gentle reproach. " Do you know how happy I 
shall be? Yesterday — oh, it was martyrdom! But to- 
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nlglit It will be so different ! She is sleeping now, poor 
darling ; but when she awakes, how pleased she will be to 
Bee me beside her I** 

** I will bid you good-night, then," replied Marjory, a 
little abruptly. 

That old choking was in her throat again. Was she 
growing envious of this girl, who had been saved from 
death, because of this tender love that seemed enfolding 
her? 

" Yes, you shall go," returned Mrs. Carr, a little surprised 
by her manner, and still more by the moody look m the 
girPs eyes ; " but I must thank you first for being so good 
to my children. I know all you have done for Barry to- 
day, and how kindly you have waited on us all." And, as 
Marjory made no response, she stooped down and kissed 
her cheek. "Go and sleep, my dear." And Marjory felt 
herself gently dismissed. 

"She wants Lilias all to herself; the presence of a 
stranger is irksome to her," she said to herself, rather 
bitterly, as she went into Mrs. Chard's room to make her 
conifortable for the night ; and when this was done she 
went down-stairs, still in the same strange dissatisfied 
mood. 

" I wonder what is the matter with me," she said to 
herself, as she laid her head on the pillow. ** It is because 
I am so tired, I suppose, and that shaking was not good 
for me." But it was not her stiffness or fatigue that made 
the tears run down her cheeks. "Have I no mother at 
all," she sighed, — "no one living to love me as Lilias is 
loved?" But, even as the thought passed through her 
mind, Anne waa on her knees praying for her adopted 
child, praying as only such women can pray, — ^pure tin- 
selfish petitions for the beloved one whom they would fain 
shield from all the evils of life. 



CHAPTER XIX. 
"who am I?" 



NeabIjY a week had passed since Mrs. Carr's arrival at 
Whitecliffe, when Marjory was sitting late one evening by 
the window of her little parlor, looking out idly into the 
summer's dusk that seemed creeping over the gray sea. 
An open letter lay in her lap, — a merry rambling epistle 
fi*om Mr. Frere that had lust reached her, — such a letter as 
hd loved to write to Marjory, and such as she loved to re- 
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oeive from him. But, for the first time, it had failed to 
bring a smile to her lips ; on the contrary, a deeper cloud 
gathered on her brow. 

'* I have not told him or Anne," she said to herself; "no 
wonder Anne found my last note brief and unsatisfactory, 
and wonders what I am doing with myself ; not a word 
has reached them about the accident or Ijilias's illness. I 
have put it off*, waiting for a leisure hour, and that hour 
never comes." Marjory might well excuse herself on the 
score of want of leisure, for this was the first idle moment 
she had had in all these days. 

Mrs. Chard had only rallied very slowly from her attack, 
and was still unable to leave her room, and the whole care 
and supervision of the household had come upon Marjory. 

Barry would have been lost without her ; the poor lad 
must have been thrown sadly on his own resources but for 
her bright companionship. She talked to him, read to 
him, and listened patiently to his half-boyish, half-philo- 
sophical disquisitions ; and the one half-hour that she al- 
lowed herself for exercise was passed beside his chair. 
Lilias was recovering gradually from day to day, and 
needed little beside her mother's care. Marjory knew the 

greatest comfort that she could vouchsafe both to her and 
Irs. Carr was to relieve them from all anxiety about 
Barry ; and their gratitude amply rewarded her. 

Her brief visits to the sick-room were always hailed joy- 
fully by both mother and daughter. Lilias would draw 
her face down to her pillow and stroke it affectionately. 

" Mother says she cannot help loving you for your own 
sake as well as mine," she wliispered one day, when Mrs. 
Carr had left the room for a moment. " She says that you 
are so good to Barry, and such a dear girl. She wants you 
to come to St, Kilda's as much as I do, Marjory ;" for the 
" Miss Deane" had been tacitly dropped between them. 

Marjory blushed at the praise. She was glad to know that 
Mrs. Carr regarded her with such favor. She had almost 
a morbid craving that Lilias's mother should think well 
of her. Marjory cared for few people, but she clave to the 
few whom her heart elected to love with almost passionate 
fidelity ; and from the first moment Mrs. Carrs fascina- 
tions had subjugated her, and every day her admiration 
deepened. Sne was so affectionate, so unconscious, so 
utterly merged in her children, her own rare gifts of mind 
and person seemed hidden from her eyes. She smiled at 
Lihas's open adoration : the girPs lover-like devotion was 
received with deprecating gentleness. 

** You must not believe all Lilias says," she would ob- 
serve almost anxiously to Marjory, when Lilias would 
break into one ol her little rhapsodies. " We all think the 
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faoe we love beautiful. I like my children to think there 
is no one like their mother. Of course we must expect 
people to laugh at us ; not that that matters much.'' 

"1^0, indeed I" returned Marjory, vehemently ; but she 
sighed as she went out of the room. ** If I lived with her 
I should be as silly as Lilias,'' she thought. ^' She has no 
idea how she strikes people. It is not exactly her beauty : 
it is her voice and everything about her. I am determined 
that Anne and Mr. Frere shall see her." 

It would have soothed her much if she had known how 
warmlv Mrs. Carr returned her admiration. She praised 
her to ner daughter in no measured terms. 

" I know she lives with gentle people, and has been well 
educated," she said once, "but how can Miriam's daughter 
be such a distinguished-looking creature? She is hand- 
some, — ^very handsome, — ^I think, only she has not a happy 
expression ; but it is her aristocratic air and refined voice 
that surprise me, and her hands and feet are beautiful. 
One would not expect to find that. Robert Deane was 
such a common good-looking fellow, a clumsy young black- 
smith, — ^nothing more." 

*' Her hands are far prettier than mine," returned Lilias. 
with a charming pout ; not that she the least minded thac 
fact. 

"You are perfect in my eyes, darling," replied her 
mother, kissing her; and indeed she would not have 
owned that there was a single fiaw in Lilias. 

" Mother really thinks me lovely," observed Lilias once, 
with a merry laugh ; and she heartily enjoyed the little 
joke. 

Marjory was sitting idle in her little parlor, because all 
her duties were over for the day, and she really wanted a 
quiet half-hour to herself. She was forming a painful 
resolution, and one that would be difficult to carry out, and 
from which her whole nature shrank. Nevertheless, she 
knew it must be done. 

To-morrow Mrs. Chard would be down-stairs, and would 
doubtless set about her old duties. There was some talk, 
too, that Lilias should be moved into the drawing-room. 
At any moment Mr. Frere might take it into his head to 
come over to WhitecliJQfe. Marjory felt that what she had 
to do must be done at once, and that no false pity, no 
cowardice on her own part, should prevent her to-night 
from putting the long-deferred question to Mrs. Chard. 

** I have waited a whole week until I thought she was 
well enough to bear it, but now I am determined not to 
sleep another night until she has explained those words." 

And Marjory's mouth took its decided curve, as she rose 
from, her seat and went slowly up-stairs. 
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Mrs. Chard was sitting by the fire in her gray wrapper. 
It was a small room, and shabbily furnished, but in tlie 
firelight it looked bright and cosey. The closed curtains 
shut out the dull view ; the little table, with its lamp, med- 
icine-bottles, and a large Bible, was close beside her. She 
had evidently been reading, for a crimson marker lay on 
the open page. 

She looked up at Mar)ory almost affectionately. 

" I was wondering what you were doing with yourself, 
dearie," she said. **I knew Mr. Barry had gone to bed, 
and I thought you might be dull all alone, as you were not 
in the next room." 

" No : they do not want me. I have come to sit with you 
a little," replied Marjory, placing herself on the opposite 
side of the fireplace. " You do not think of going to bed 
yet, I suppose ?*' 

"Not just yet, dearie. I have only just taken my sup- 
per. I must not lie down for a good nour to come." 

"The room is very close," observed Marjory, feeling 
feverish at the thought of her self-imposed task. 

" Open the door. then. I should like a little more air 
myseu. The night is warm, surely." 

Marjory half rose, and then she sat down again. 

" No. better not," she returned, hurriedly. ** Mrs. Carr 
might near us. I forgot she and Lilias were so near. One 
should not tell secrete with an open door," continued the 
girL boldly ; and she shot a swift look at Mrs. Chard from 
under her long lashes. 

Mrs. Chard fluttered the leaves of the Bible nervously. 

"I was reading when you came in," she said, "about 
the prodigal son. I mostly turn to that when I am a bit 
low in nay mind. I don^t know what you mean about 
secrete. I suppose you have not got any worth mention- 
ing, Marjory?" 

" No, Mrs. Chard ; the secret is none of mine," she re- 
turned, very slowly, but there was no mistaking her im- 
pressive manner. 

Mrs. Chard shrank back into her chair. " Why are you 
calling me by my name? I ain^t Mrs. Chard to you!" 
looking at Marjory with her old frightened expression. 

"What are you to me ?" asked Marjory, leaning forward 
and speaking almost in a whisper. " I have called you 
mother, but I will never do that again as long as I live. I 
am no child of yours ; but am I anything to you ? That is 
what I want to know. Who is Liuas, and who am I, and 
what are you to both of us? That is what I mean to find 
gut to-night." And then, in a clear, accusing voice, she 
repeated, syllable by syllable, as though the words had 
been burjied into her brain, — 
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" ' I ain't your mother ; I am her mother. Let me go — 
let me go, Maijory, to my own child !' Your own words. 
Mrs. Chard, — ^your very words, as I can witness in a court 
of law." 

Mrs. Chard uttered a faint cry, and covered her face with 
her hands ; but a moment afterwards she looked up with a 
sort of ghastly eagerness : 

'* I was not in my right mind. I had been asleep, and 
you startled me. You frightened me about the blood } 
you know you did. Marjory. You have no call to repeat a 
few bits of words that showed I was dazed." 

Marjory's eyes flashed with sudden passion. 

** You can say that I" she said, pointing her finger with 
youthfiil severity at the unhappy woman before her. * * You 
can say what you know to be false with your hand resting 
on the Bible, — ^you that might have been dead a few 
days ago. and who know what is said to us there about 
liars I On," with another scathing ghmce, th£^ seemed to 
wither her victim, "I will not tafik to you ! I will have 
no mercy upon you ! I will write to Mr. Frere to come to 
me, and he shall take me to a magistrate, and I will swear 
to the words you spoke that day. and how you have Ued 
to me about your lodg^», and—" 

But here Mrs. Chard caught hold of her dress with a 
Huppressed groan. 

"You are killing me, Marjory I Don't I Where's my 
drops? Give me them first, and I will make a clean 
breast. The drops I the drops ! — and I must think first !" 

Marjory, frightened at the livid look on Mrs. Chard's 
face, choked back the angry feelings that threatened to 
deprive her of all self-mastery, and measured out the 
medicine with a shaking hand. 

"It is you who excite yourself," she said, harshly. 
" Why will you not do the right thing? There is notliing 
else that will give you peace. There ! I will wait while 
you recover yourself, but you must not try my patience 
too far." And, so saying, she walked up and down the 
narrow room with the restless movements of a ca^ed 
animal. Yes, she was hard, hard, perhaps, on a dying 
woman ; but her own suspense, her impatience, her despair 
at these feeble subterfuges, were driving her wild. **If 
she would but tell the truth. — ^tell it for once in her life, — 
I feel I could forgive her, wnatever it is ; but not now, lor 
these last few days I have almost hated her." But here 
Mrs. Chard's weak voice recalled her. 

" Sit down, Marjory. Why are you pacing up and down 
so that they will hear you? Come a bit nearer. I won't 
speak above my breath : the walls may have ears, for 
aught I know. Now, before I tell the story that maybe I 
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have got to tell you, you must make me a falthftil promia . 
— a promise that shall be as sacred and binding aa thiS) ' 
touming the book beside her. 

" What am I to promise, Mrs. Chard?" 

"That you will not repeat to a living soul what I teU 
you to-night until after my death. That shall set you free 
to say what you will." 

Marjory experienced a little shock of dismay at these 
words. The idea of hiding anything from Anne and Mi. 
Frere was repugnant to her in the highest degree. " OK, 
I cannot do that," she replied, quickly. 

" Then not one word Will you drag from me to-night, o^ 
any night." returned Mrs. Chard, in a tone of dogged ob- 
stinacy. "Oh. you may do your worst ; you may bring 
them all aboui me, but I warn you there is nothing that 
can be proved. All my old neighbors at Chigwell know I 
had an attack of the brain after you were lost ; and if I sum 
a bit wron^ in my head and excited at times, no one will 
wonder at it." 

Marjory sat absolutely dumb. The cunning of this 
speech baffled her completely. She could have wrung her 
hands in despair at her futile attempts to track this 
woman's secret. Mrs. Chard saw her advantage, and 
followed it up : 

"It is not much to promise, Marjory; you need not be 
so scared about it. My days are numbered, and I do not 
believe I have many months to live. Ask Mr. Gilbert, 
if you doubt my word; you are always doubting me, 
but to-night I am telling you gospel truth. It was only 
yesterday that I brought him to book myself, and he 
as good as owned that I might go off in one of these at- 
tacks." 

" I believe you are telling the truth in this matter," re- 
turned Manory, slowly, for she had herself spoken to Mr. 
Gilbert, and he had admitted bluntly that he did not be- 
lieve that Mrs. Chard would last a twelvemonth. " There 
is more the matter with her than people suppose," he had 
said, frankly. "It is not only the heart, but some of the 
other organs are diseased. She has not been a strong 
woman, and she has had a great deal of trouble. Try and 
get her to unburden herself, for I have long thought there 
is something on her mind." And Marjory had promised 
that she would do her best. 

" I ain't likely to tell lies on that subject," replied Mrs. 
Chard, bitterly ; " and if you would be a bit kinder to me, 
and just give me your promise to leave things as they are 
until I am gone, 1 will not deny that it will be a sort of 
relief to tell it to some one. I have had a miserable life, 
Marjory, and I don't care how soon I part with it. I ana 
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like that poor prodigal : I have been feeding on husks until 
I am pretty near starved." 

"You are' tempting me to do wrong; I know it. — ^I feel 
it," returned Marjory, excitedly. *'But the temptation is 
too hard for me ; I cannot endure this suspense." She 
clasped her hands, and the words "Deliver us from evil" 
passed through her mind, but she closed her heart to the 
thought. " Yes, I will promise : there is my hand on. it. 
I am true ; I never told any one a lie in my fife." 

** Oh, I can trust you, Marjory, though you are none of 
mine. I will always say you are as true as steel, and 
would go through a martyrdom rather than break your 
word. Well, you have promised, and you shall hear what 
you are longing to know. — that you are only my foster- 
child, and not my daughier : it is Lifias who is my real 
child." 

" Lilias I reall^r LiUas ? Good heavens, if she only knew 
that I" then, knitting her brows perplexedly, " But who 
ami? What is my name? Is my mother dead?" for, 
strange to say, no suspicion of the actual truth had pene- 
trated her brain. 

" Your mother is in there," pointing to the wall. " Your 
name is Lifias Marjory Carr, and Mr. Barry is your own 
brother." But here she stopped, for this time it was Mar- 
jory who gave vent to a sound fike a hoarse, hysteric 
scream, only her face was happily muffled in her hands. 
In another moment she had sprung to the window, and, 
throwing it open, leaned out into the night. Faint star- 
light overhead, and the slow washing of the sea in her 
ears : her brain seemed reefing ; a cold moisture bedewed 
her lorehead. 

" Your mother is in there." Mrs. Carr,— that beautiful 
woman — so gentle, so ,beloved — her mother ! It was well 
that the words evoked their own pathos ; well that a sud- 
den refief of tears eased the overcharged brain. Mrs. Chard 
shivered and grew pale as the night-draught and the sound 
of Maijory^s sobs reached her ; but to Marjory those floods 
of tears brought their own heafing. 

Mrs. Chard watched her anxiously. 

"You are better now, Marjory, aren't you?" she asked, 
almost piteously, as her little lamp flared in the draught. 

Marjory did not answer, but sne presently closed the 
window and sat down. Tnere was not a vestige of color 
in her face, and her eyes were full of tears. 

" Go on ; I can listen now," she said, covering her eyes 
with her hand. " I must hear, and understand, or how am 
I to beUeve? Tell me about it from the beginning." 

"There is no call to go over it all again," returned Mrs. 
Chard, hurriedly. " Mr. Frere knows how mother and I 
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lived op at ihe Granse at St. Kilda's,— the place they oall 
MaviBbank now ; and how my youn^ mistress, Miss Wes- 
ton, married before I took ap with Robert Deane ; and how 
things went wrong with the handsome young gientleman 
her husband, and she was forced to go to Peru with him 
and leave her baby with me." 

'* One moment.'' exclaimed Maij^y, rousing up at this : 
'* There is some oiscrepancy here. When you lived at the 
cottage at Chi^ell, there were two children, — one of them 

your own '' she paused, and Mrs. Chard nodded ; '* but 

the other — oh, I remember ; you told Mr. Frere and Anne 
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truth ; but no sooner was the first wrong step t^Jten than 
I found myself in a muddle, and nothing but falsehoods 
would help me out. I remember now that I did make up a 
sort of story about Captain Cooper and his mad wife : but 
there was Mr. Frere ferreting things out wiUi his snarp 
questions, and I got in a panic and said what came into 
my head. I did not want to set him on the Carrs' track, 
for I knew they might be coming back to England and 
bringing Liilias with them, and there might be some awk- 
wara inquiries. I was not wholly true, and I was not 
wholly false : I just tumbled things a little, that was all." 

" You say Mrs. Carr," pronouncing the name with trem- 
bling lips. *' left her baby with you. I was that baby, I 
suppose ?" 

Mrs. Chard«nodded again. 

'* Yes, I was nursing you then, for my poor young mis- 
tress had been very ill with fretting about her husband's 
losses and fearing ne might go away and leave her, and 
she was so much in love with him that she was breaking 
her heart about it." 

^^Wait a moment I" panted Marjory, and the blood 
surged into her face suddenly Mid vividly. "Tell me 
what my father was like. I have never heard of him, — 
not a word — ^not a word !" 

*' Well, he was not unlike Robert. If Robert had been 
dressed up in gentleman's clothes, and had trimmed him- 
self a little, they might have passed for brothers; only 
Robert was florid, and Philip Carr was pale. He was a 
fine handsome man, only a little too delicate for my fancy ; 
and he had very fair hair and moustache, and his nose was 
a little long. Robert's was, too. Their eyes were both 
hazel-brown. ' I remember Miss Lilias — she was Miss Lilias 
then — talking about her lover to me. She was even then 
crazy about him, though nothing to wha4; she was after- 
wards. ^ He is so uncommon-looking, Miriam,' she said 
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to me one day. * One generally sees blue or gray eyes with 
such fair hair: the combination of dark eyes is more 
rarely seen.' And after she was married, and there was 
exx)ectation of your coming into the world, she said that 
she was sure that it would be a girl, and tnat she hoped 
it would be like Philip, and not like her ; and yet she was 
the most beautiful young lady that one could set eyes on.'' 

" She is beautiful still," murmured Marjory. 

"Yes; but you have got a look of her. Perhaps Mr. 
Barry is the most like; out you have her low forehead, 
and the hair and eyes are the same coloring, though your 
skin is darker : and there is a trick of expression now and 
then, and a tone in your voice, that turns me cold with 
/ear. But what was I saying? I have lost the thread of 
my story." 

*'That you were nursing me, because my mother was 
ill." 

''Ah, true. It is a little difftcult for me to tell things 
off straight. Indeed she was ill. You were scarcely with 
her at all ; and when the doctors said the voyage would do 
her good, and that she would fret herself to death if Mr. 
Philip left her behind, it was arranged that you were to be 
given into my charge, and mother, who was alive then, 
was to come with me to Chigwell and mind Marjory. 
Marjory Lilias I had called her, out of love for my dear 
young mistress. And, as nothing better could be arranged, 
— ^for you would have pined without me, being a delicate 
baby, — ^the poor thing was forced to go her way over the 
seas without you. l^iey had hoped to be back in a few 
months, but they were away nigh upon three years." 

"And all that time Lilias ana I were together?" 

" Yes, — ^you and Sissie. We called her Sissie because that 
was your name for her ; but she always called herself Lila, 
or Lily. Well, in spite of mother's death and Robert's 
leaving me, I was not half as unhappy as I ought to have 
been, tnough I had bad times, of course ; but I was that 
fond of you, Marjory, that no one, not knowing us, could 
have guessed which was my own child. You were a bit 
passionate and masterful even then ; but I was as proud 
of you as proud could be, because you had grown so strong 
and bonnie-looking, and loved your mammie, as you called 
me, and was so good to Sissie. I used to stand and watch 
you both at nights, with your little arms round each other 
80 loving. You were always for giving up things for Sissie, 
eharing your toys with her. I never knew you to snatch 
a thin^ from her,— never. 'Give Sissie the biggest lot, 
mammie,' was always your cry. 

"Well, it was all as peaceful as possible until that dread- 
fkil day when the peddler-woman came to the door, and 
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soon after we found you were missing. I had had a letter 
that very morning from my young mistress, saying they 
were on their way home to fetch their little Marjory, — she 
and Philip Carr and their baby-boy. ' He is such a fine 
strong fellow,' she wrote, — * my very ima^e, they say ; but, 
to my thinking, he is far too beautiful. You are a tiresome 
creature^ Miriam, never to tell me what my darling Mar- 
jory is like. Just " bonnie-looking" is no aescription to a 
mother.' 

" Well, I had that letter in my pocket : and when they 
told me you were as good as stolen^ and I raced up and 
down the village like a mad-woman, it came over me that 
I would rather have lost Lilies, dearly as I loved her. The 
thought that my sweet young mistress had trusted her 
child into my keeping, and that I could give no account 

of her, drove me nearly wild Wait an instant, dearie ; 

for, if you will believe me, the thought of that miserable 
day overpowers me even now." 

And Mrs. Chard leaned back in her chair and fanned 
herself feebly, as though her strength were gone. 
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"yes, hazel,— just liIKE PHIIiIP'S." 

Mabjoby was in no hurry for Mrs. Chard to resume the 
thread of her narrative. As far as her dazed condition 
would allow, she was endeavoring to compare Mrs. Chard's 
story with her own childish recoUections and the few facts 
she had gleaned from Mr. Frere. She was quite sure in 
her own mind that the woman was speaking the truth, but 
that her own falsities confused her. Probably, as Malory 
thought for the first time, her brain might have been 
slightly Jarred by the shock of her misfortunes and the 
state of rear in which she had passed her life. Marjory 
was beginning to understand wifii a sort of dim terror the 
infinite woe that might be worked by the mere unravelling 
of this weak plot. No. she must not think of that to- 
night. She had only io listen and try to comprehend. 
Life would be quite long enough to solve other problems. 

"I am keeping you waiting, dearie," observed Mrs. 
Chard, after a while. '*The night is wearing on, and I 
want to finish this miserable story. It will not do to think 
about that day or the next. It was winter weather, close 
upon Christmas, and the air was thick with unfallen snow : 
but there seemed a fever upon me as I tramped up and 
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down the country-roads, stopping at cottages and asking 
people if they had seen the child, till they grew to dread 
the sight of me. And all the time my heart felt like a 
Btone in my breast, for I knew the beggar-wife had carried 
you off; and when my young mistress asked me for her 
cliild, I felt that I should just fall at her feet like a dead 
tiling. I was almost crazed with the horror of it all, and 
thin k ing of my bonnie Marjory having fallen into evil 
hands. Nothing but a mercirul Providence kept me from 
self-destruction, when, on the third evening, I limped back 
to my cottage in the winter's darlmess, with all hope gone, 
and nothing but a deadly terror creeping over me. I'hat 
day I had eaten nothing. The sight of food seemed to turn 
me sick, but nothing would allay the fever of my thirst. 

"I had left Sissie — Lilias, I mean — under a neighbor's 
care ; and when a bright light from the uncurtained lattice 
streamed down the garden-path, I only said to myself that 
Betty Morgan knew how to make free with other people's 
coals, and that she must have built up a rare fire. 

** The lattice was ajar, strange to say ; and I was just 
stepping over the frozen flower-bed to close it, thinking it 
was JBetty's carelessness, and that Sissie would catch cold, 
when all at once my heart seemed to stop, and for a mo- 
ment there was no life in me at all. For, instead of Betty's 
rough figure, there was a lady^ in a dress trimmed with 
fur, sitting by the fire, and Sissie was on her lap, with her 
little arms round her neck, just * loving her,' as she would 
4*.all it in her baby-way. 

"I could not see the lady's face, but I knew that it was 
my young mistress ; and as I stood there, holding on foi 
support to the sill of the window, only one desperate 
thought came into my mind, — ^to go awajjr somewhere 
where I should never see that mother's accusing face when 
she heard her child's miserable fate. 

"I was tm*ning to go, for I was clean daft with the fear 
and the anguish, when I heard my young mistress talking 
to my child in a way I could not understand. 

'* Sissie was squeezing her face, and laughing at her in 
her pretty way. * More mammies, — ^lots of mammies for 
Lila/ she said. 

***Do they call you Lilias. my darling?' returned my 
young mistress. * And I told Miriam that I always meant 
to call you Marjory.' 

" *Margy's done I' returned Sissie, with a solenm shake 
of her head. 

** 'What, Miriam's Marjory? Oh, I hope— I hope,' In a 
very low voice, * that she has not lost her child ! So they 
calf you Lila, my pretty one, do they? Let me see your 
sweet eyes again. Yes, hazel,— just like Philip's, only not 
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8o dark ; and the dear fkir hair is like his, too. Toa are 
Philip's little girl, aren't you, my darling? You are not 
like your mother or your baby-brother one bit ; but — oh, 
you precious little soul, I never thought you would be fidr i 
Old nurse vowed that you would be a regular nut-brown 
maid ; and that vexed me, for I did so long for my fiLrst- 
born to be like PhiUp !' 

"Marjory, as I stood there like an outcast, homeless 
thing, with my head against the wall, I shook and shiv- 
ered as though I had the ague, to hear her going on, and 
yet my brain seemed on fire. My young mistress had my 
child on her lap, and was talking to it, believing it to oe 
her own ! 

" Then it was that the devil took possession of me, tempt- 
ing me in my hour of weakness. I was myself, and yet 
not myself, for I could not argue things properly. Ah, you 
need not shrink from me ; for it was not all wickedness, as 
you think. I loved my young mistress dearly, — dearly, for 
we had been children together. She would be happier so, 
believing that she had her child ; and I could not bear to 
see her bright face overcast. One was enough to be miser- 
able. She need never know. My child should be my sac- 
rifice. After all, it was only a fair exchange. I had lost 
her child, and I would give mine instead. She shoidd 
have my fair-haired, prattling little Lilias, who was so 
Uke Robert, and yet so like Philip Carr ; and would you 
believe me, Manory? — the thought of expiating my own 
carelessness by this sacrifice gave me an instant's peace. 
It was not until it was done, and could not be undone, 
that the loss of my darling, my own fiesh and blood, who 
was never to be mine again, drove me for a while crazy. 

"I could not argue things, as I said; it only passed 
through my brain like lightning, to leave the deluded 
mother in her belief, and to let things take their chance. 
And, as I made up my mind to this, a sort of desperate 
courage emboldened me to face them. 

"The fire-glow had bunit down a little, and my young 
mistress could not see my face clearly ; but hers was radi- 
ant and beautiful, though there were bright drops shining 
on her eyelashes. 'Miriam,' she said, holding out her 
hands to me, for the child was still on her lap, playing 
with some trinkets, — * Miriam, my dear woman, let me 
thank you for your goodness to my baby.' And, before I 
could draw back, she had kissed me, not once, but twice, 
in the very fulness of her gratitude. 

"*Yes, let me do it,' she said, misunderstanding my 
shudder. * For three years you have been a mother to my 
darling, and watched over her, and loved her. Oh, how I 
envy you those years ! But I will not part with her again, 



" YES, HAZEL,— JUST LIKE PHILIP'S.'' 166 

_iy golden-haired treasure ! Oh, Miriam !' — ^with a happy 
little laugh, — * how you and nurse used to prophesy that 
slie would be my image ! and you were wrong, — ^both of 
you. See, she has her father's long nose I not a pretty one, 
perhaps, but it will remind me of his. Her eyes are lighter 
tlian 1 remember baby's to have been. But what lovely 
liair !— Just Philip's color ! Oh, he will be so proud of his 
little girl I You were right to call her Lilias : Marjory 
-would not have suited her so well. Your own little girl is 
Marjory, is she not ?' But here she caught sight of my face. 
and drew back with a little shock of dismay. * What is iti 
Miriam ? You look ill and sorrowful. Is there anything 
w^rong with the child V 

"*Bhe is lost! I have lost Marjory,' I cried, throwing 
my apron over my head and bursting into sobs that seemed 
to tear me to pieces and yet give me no relief. * Oh, what 
shall I do without my child ?' For the sight of Lilias, sit- 
ting there unconscious and happy in her lap, playing with 
lier diamond rings, and with ner golden curls shining in 
the firelight, overcame me for a moment. My young mis- 
tress wept when she saw my distress. She put down the 
child softly on the rug, and came to me, and implored me 
to tell her what I meant. She drew the story ofMarjory's 
disappearance from me bit by bit, and tried to comfort me 
with the hope of soon finding her. I told her she had Sis- 
Bie's beads, for I feared she might ask after them. * Marjory 
was crying for them that very morning, and I gave them 
her to play with,' I said, concocting my first clumsy false- 
hood. * They must have attracted the beggar-wife. And 
she had some of Sissie's old clothes on, too.' 

" Well, she talked to me, and cried over me, for my mis- 
tress had always a feeling heart ; and Sissie cried too, out 
of pure sympathy, and clambered up in my lap and cud- 
dled us both by turns. And I remember kissing her pas- 
sionately, and imploring Mrs. Carr to allow me to keep her 
for a few days longer, and how the dear creature promised 
to do so. Only she must bring her Philip the next day to 
see her, she said, and so on ; but I hardly heard her, for a 
sudden thought was turning me sick. The mark on your 
arm, — ^that, of course, her mother would remember. I was 
turning this over in my mind, in a confused sort of way. all 
the time she remained with me. But I knew what sailors 
did, for I had a cousin who was one ; and before another 
night had passed I had managed to tattoo a faint and 
clumsy L in the same place in which yours was, just above 
the vaccination-mark. It was so baoly done that no one 
could have mistaken it for the real mark if the two arms 
had been compared,; but I thought it would pass ^^ith my 
young mistress. 
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" A week later, I saw my own child carried away ; and 
then the emptiness, and the loneliness, and the horror of 
the acted he — ^the first— the first in my life, Marjory, 
though it has brought naught but falsehood in its train — 
were too much for me, and I had a bad attack of brain- 
fever. 

" Betty Morgan, who nursed me, said afterwards I talked 
of nothing but tlie children. It was Marjory and Liilias, 
Lilias and Marjory, day and night, calling first to one and 
then to another to come and kiss me. 

" And then, when I got better, a cousin fetched me away, 
and I went down to Wliitechapel, until Ephraim Chard 
found me out and persuaded- me to marry him, — which I 
did, just because I was too weary of life to care what be- 
came of me, and he had a soft tongue with which to beguile 
a woman. And, alas ! I yielded, and from that day I had 
no peace, nor even dared to say my soul was my own, or 
to cross a will that was too strong for me. 

* * But all the time I lived with my cousins at Whitechapel, 
and after I married Ephraim, I never let go the hope of 
finding you. 

" Lilias had gone to Peru with the Carrsj but though I 
had made over my own child as a peace-oflering, still my 
conscience would not let me rest. Their real child Marjory 
was still missing, and I felt as though I were responsible 
for her. I had a sort of wild fancy in my head that if I 
could only find you the wrong might still be undone at 
some future time ; and, as I said before, though you may 
not beheve me, I was that fond of you tnat I was anxious 
to find you again for my own sake. 

"Well, you remember that morning in Kensington 
Gardens, and how I claimed you for my own child. It 
seemed to me that nothing else would suit my purposes. 
I durst not tell Ephraim the truth, for I had learned to 
fear him as only a weak creature like myself can fear, and 
yet I durst not lose sight of you entirely. 

" For four years I had gone to bed every night quaking 
to think into what handsyou might have fallen ; and such 
a weight seemed lifted oflr me when I saw the people who 
had adopted you, and knew that they were real gentlefolk, 
and would bring you up like their own, and that you 
would miss nothing. * 

" You need not look at me like that, Mariory, as though 
I had deprived you of a mother, for Miss Anne loved you 
like one. I am sure ; and I had gone too far en a crooked 
road to iake a straight turning. It was always my mean- 
ing to put things right some day, though that diw might 
nol come until after my death ; not to lose sight of you, for 
I still felt responsible; I claimed you as my own, and 
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made a bargain with the Frerea that you should pay me a 
yearly viait. I was forever hopmg that some day the op- 
portunity would come for me to place things on a right 
rooting ; but when years passed, and Mrs. Can* returned 
to England a broken-hearted widow, bringing Lihas — ^my 
Ijilias — ^with her, and that poor boy Mr. Barry, I had not 
tlie heart or the courage to speak, for she and Lilias doted 
on each other, and it woula almost have killed the poor 
lady to have spoken then 

"Oh, Marjory, it is true I have injured you, my poor 
dearie ; and you were right to take a grudge against me, as 
you did from the time you were a mere child, for you were 
that sort that you could not abide what was not true ; but 
you would not have been so hard on me if you had known 
the martyrdom that was to be mine from the day the 
Carrs returned to England up to the present hour. To see 
my child treating me with the good-natured tolerance due 
to her mother's old servant ; to hear my own daughter and 
Robert's address me as Miriam or Mrs. Chard ; to see her 
lavish caresses on another woman, and pass me by with a 
light word of command ; to love her more and more as her 
sweetness grew familiar to me. and yet to pretend to feel no 
uncommon interest in her ! Oh, no wonder that there were 
moments when I could not bear the sight of you, Marjory ; 
when I spoke crossly to you ; when I could not endure to 
flee you near her. I was that mad with fear and jealousy." 

** It is not difficult to understand that," observed Mar- 
jory, with a stifled sigh ; but Mrs. Chard was too much 
absorbed in her painful reminiscences to heed her. After 
all these years or bitter concealment, her tongue was loos- 
ened, and she could speak to a human being of the trouble 
that lay so heavy on her soul. The relief was too great for 
her to check her outpourings ; and as she spoke of Lilias, 
a brightness came into the poor faded eyes, that had known 
little else but tears all these years. 

"It is a pleasure, and yet a torment, to me," she went 
on, " to have my own dear under my roof, even if I cannot 
see much of her. Often and often I have crept up of an 
evening, when she and Mrs. Qarr have been talking, just 
to stand outside in the darkness and hear her sweet voice 
laughing, or maybe singing ; and more than once I have 
slipped inside her room when she has been asleep, just to 
make believe I was bidding her good-night, and to near the 
soft, regular breathing. Once she stirred a bit restlessly 
in ner sleep, and I heard her say, *Is that you, mother 
dear?' Eh, Maijory, I just crawled out into the passage, 
and sat there rocking myself and crying like a baby ; tot 
was I not her mother? though she might never know it, 
poor lamb, until, maybe, she may call me so in heaven. 
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" I was put out not a little, Marjory, at her coming with 
Mr. Barry so unexpectedly, just wnen I was awaitine your 
visit. I got into a panic, and lost my wits ; and then I 
said to myself, What harm could it do to have you both 
together for a week? I could keep you apart, and LiiliaB 
need not know you called yourself my daughter. But 
when Mr. Frere accompanied you I gave myself up for 
lost. I knew he suspected me in some way, and I was 
always at my worst before him. Well, well^ there is no- 
thing more to tell ; it was the shock of Lihas's accident 
that threw me off my guard, for I thought it was my dead 
child that they were bringing into the house, and what 
mother could stand such a signt as that? There ! I have 
finished," with a long, quivering sigh. "Tell me, dearie, 
do you hate your old nurse for all the mischief she has 
done?" 

"No," returned Maijory, slowly, and rousing herself 
with difficulty, "I do not hate you. You have done 
wrong, but it seems to me that you are dying of your 
punishment. T am sorry for you,^yes. I am even sorry 
for you, though you have made me do wrong, too, in 
giving that promise." 

"But you will keep it, Marjory? We clasped hands over 
the Book, and it is binding as an oath, i could not live 
and know that Lilias should be taught to despise her 
mother. When I am dead and gone, the knowledge will 
not reach me, — not up there, * where the weary are at rest,' 
Marjory ; for even such a sinner may be forgiven, though 
it goes nard to believe it. 

"Let me pass my last few months in peace," she con- 
tinued, still more earnestly ;" it is all I ask of you. After I 
am gone you will find it all written out word for word as I 
have told it you. You will find it in the right-hand top 
drawer of my old secretary, but the key is on a watch-guard 
round my neck. When I am dead, you may take it off me. 
You are a good girl not to hate me, Marjory. I would 
undo it all if I could, but I have not the strength or the 
courage for it now. Go to bed, dearie,— for I dare not talk 

if you will." 

say that 
sty that word," she returned, speak- 
ing in set,' dry tones. "I believe that you do repent of all 
these falsehoods ; but I think — I think," very solemnly. 
" that it will be better that we do not meet again, — ^thai 
when I once leave you it will be on the full understand- 
ing that you do not expect me to sleep under your roof 
again." 

" I am not asking it," in a dejected tone ; " but you wilj 
come to me when I am dying, Maijory?" 




y 
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"Yes, if you send for me I will come. I will try not to 
tbink more hardly t>f you than I can, though you have 
caused such bitter confusion in my life. Perhaps I shall 
be able to make more excuse for you when I have thought 
it all out : anyway, I wish you to rest sure of my forgive- 
ness." 

"Thank you, dearie ; then, good-night !" 

" Good-nu^ht !" returned Marjory, in the same forced 
voice ; but she took no notice of the nand that Mrs. Chard 
lield out to her. 

"I cannot take it !— I cannot— I cannot I" muttered Mar- 
jory through her teeth, as she crept Cautiously past the 
closed door of the sleeper and took refuge in her own room. 

The town clock was striking one as she drew a chair 
to the bedside and laid her head against the pillow. She 
was utterly weary, faint and exhausted in body ; but the 
strained tension of her brain, the crowd of conflicting 
thoughts that passed through her mind, made sleep im- 
possible. She would sit there until morning should oring 
greater calmness ; and then perhaps she might streten 
erself on the bed and court an hour's forgetfiuness. She 
bad lighted no candle ; yet, after a little, the room was not 
dark to her. An eerie light made objects perceptible to 
ber, even the grim blackness of the wall before her win- 
dow. The house seemed full of ghostly presences, of dead 
silences, of faint gropings and shadowy outlines ; and yet 
no sense of fear crossed her mind. She must think it all 
out from the beginning, so she told herself. She had hours 
in which to do it ; and yet when the gray dawn began to 
light up the horizon, Marjory still sat there, with strained, 
wide-oj)en eyes, ana the pulses beating like hammers in 
ber temples. 

Now and then, as the hours passed, broken exclamations 
rose to her lips, showing the drift of her thoughts as they 
surffed unbidden into speech. 

"Who am I?— not Marjory I>eane at all. I am Lilias, 
- -Liilias, and my mother is sleeping up-stairs !" 

A smile of exauisite tenderness curved her lips at this. 

" I have been looking for her all my life, and now I have 
found her. Oh, that is what I wanted, — a mother that I 
could love I And Barry, too, my brother I Oh, how rich 
I am ! Happy girl, to have found a mother and brother 
in one night !" 

The brief ecstasy vanished, and reality, in its coldest 
aspect, jarred on her sensitive nerves. 

** It will break Lilias's heart. My happiness will be the 
ruin of hers. I must destroy hers to build up my own, 
and — and" — here the keenest anguish smote her — "my 
mother will not want me. It is too late. Nature will do 

m 16 
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nothing for me. After all these years I could not super- 
sede Lma^r' 

Then again : 

"She was Sissie,— poor little Sissie,^my own foster- 
sister I We slept iu tne same cradle. It is I who am tc 
wreck her happiness. Oh, merciful heavens ! what am I 
to do? what can I do? And, yet, right must be done and 
the truth spoken. Oh, if I could only ask some one ! — if 
Mr. Frere and Anne could help me!" And then she 
wrung her hands and cried out in her helplessness. And 
so she passed the night, until the first sunbeam shone in 
at the window ; and then, utterly spent, she threw herself, 
dressed as she was, on the bed, and fell into a heavy sleep 
of exhaustion. 

It was nearly noon when the cool fragrance of a bunch 
of violets touching her cheek woke her, and she started up 
to find Lilias standing beside her bed, looking at her 
anxiously. 

" What does this mean?" she asked, sitting on the bed 
and leaning over the pillow to kiss her. " You are dressed ; 
you have not been to oed ; and you have dark circles round 
your eyes, as though you were ilL" 

" I was up late with Mrs. Chard, and — and I was too 
tired to undress, ' ' faltered Maij ory. * * But you — ^you ough t 
not to be here; you are so pale. You should not ha/e 
taken the trouble to come to me." 

** They said you had overslept yourself, and I wanted to 
surprise you. Mother does not know. I slipped down- 
stands the moment she left the room. I was on the couch, 
talking to Barry, and feeling so strong and well : so I 
thought it would be such fun to wake you myself. Mr. 
Gilbert says I may go out for an hour to-morrow, so I do 
not mean to be treated any longer as an invaUd." 

" You must take more care of yourself," returned Mar- 
jory, faintly. " You are looking far too delicate, now you 
are up." 

" Lilias I Lilias I" echoed from above, and at the sound 
of that voice Marjory trembled all over. 

" There, go — ^go !" she said, almost pushing Lilias from 
her. " That is her voice. She wants you." 

"But there is no need to send me away in such a hurry," 
pouted Lilias. " If I waited a moment and pretended not 
to hear, she would come and feteh me. No, I am not going 
to leave you. You do look so iU, and mother will think 
of something to do you good. She always does^ you know." 

And, to Marjory's utter despair, she maintained her 
position, and a moment afterwards Mrs. Carr entered the 
room. 

Maijory closed her eyes, for all the blood in her body 
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0eemc<^ to surge to her head suddenly. At least she could 
plead with truth to an intense headache, for the throbbing 
of her temples amounted to agony. 

" Oh, Linas, LiUas, this is very imprudent !" began Mrs. 
Carr, reproachfully ; butLilias, as usual, silenced her with 
a kiss. 

" I was so dreadfully in need of eiiiercise," she pleaded, 
' ' and I did so want to wake Maiiory. Does she not look 
ill, mother ? She was up late with Mrs. Chard, and then 
Bhe was too tired to undress." 

** Yes I but you must undress now, and go to Ited, like a 
good child," returned Mrs. Carr, laying her cool hand on 
the girPs burning forehead. " Lilias, you chatterbox, you 
must not talk any more. I can see what is the matter. 
ITour father had these headaches, and nothing but quiet 
i»vould do him any good. My dear," as Marjory shivered 
under her touch, "I will stay and help you, if you will 
allow me, while JLilias goes back to her couch. No, you 
must not refuse," as Marjory's lips quivered with the effort 
to speak. ** I am so used to nursing, and there is nothing 
I liKe so well as helping people." 

" You will be all right if mother helps you," echoed 
Tjilias, brightly, as she left the room. 

Poor Marjory ! The sudden crisis, the intense physical 
and mental pain that she was enduring, seemed to paralyze 
her. She wanted to refuse Mrs. Carres help, to implore to 
be left alone ; but all power of speech seemed taken from 
her. 

Mrs. Carr took things into her own motherly hands. 
The girl looked very ill, she thought, but she knew exactly 
how to treat her. When Marjory refused to undress wholly, 
and would only lay aside her gown and put on her dress- 
Ing-gQwn, she had little idea of what was passing through 
the girPs mind, and only treated it smilingly as a youthful 
whim. 

"You shall GO as you like, dear," she said, pleas- 
antly. " I never tease my patients ; but I think you 
would have been more comfortable if you had really gone 
to bed." 

But Marjory only shuddered in answer. She remem- 
bered the tell-tale mark upon her arm, and the clumsy 
imitation on Lilias's; and, with that promise scorching 
her soul hke a lie, she dared not run any risk of discovery. 

It was well, perhaps, for Marjory, that her physical 
suffering dulled and numbed her mental pain. She lay in 
a sort of dream, — conscious, yet without feeling, except the 
acute throbbing in her head, — waited on by the mother 
who did not know her. 

How •omforting was the semi-darkness that had relieved 
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the morning glare ! how refreshing the cool air fchut sfcolii 
through the open windows ! A pleasant warmth dlflfVified 
itself through her cold limbs ; gentle hands changed the i 
flagrant wet cloths on her head, and unloosened the plaitB \ 
of heavy hair. Those hands, so firm, so cool, so beautiful, 
seemed to mesmerize Marjory. 

She had not opened her eyes, for she dared not look in 
her mother's face: but once sne whisj)ered through her 
white lips something about Lilias, begging her to go to 
her. 

*'Yes, I shall go to Lilias presently. You need not 
trouble about me, you poor child ! I shall come in and 
out and look after you through the day; but it is only 
quiet and sleep you want. You young things can never 
aflfbrd to lose your natural rest, aiiQ you have been wearing 
yourself out for all of us. On, I know these headaches ! 
Lilias's father used to have them. They would last from 
morning until evening, and I was the only one he would 
allow near him. Are you cold ?" as Marjory gave a long: 
shiver at her words. 

These headaches, at which Anne had often marvelled, 
were a heritage that came from her dead father. 

So the day passed on. Marjory slept a little, and some- 
times, when she woke, her thoughts seemed to wander and 
lose themselves. Once Mrs. Chard came and loolted at her, 
but Marjory turned her face away and pretended to be 
sleeping ; and she never willingly unclosed her eyes while 
Mrs. Carr was in the room. 

As the evening closed in, and she found lierself alone, 
she dragged herself off the bed to prepare for the night. 
As she passed the glass, such a white-lipped heavy-eyed 
creature met her view that she hardly recognized herself. 

"You have dispensed with my help,'' observed Mrs. 
Carr, smiling, as she entered shortly afterwards and 
smoothed the disordered bed. "Now you will sleep like 
a baby to-night, and wake up a different girl to-morrow. 
What are you doing, my dear?" as Marjory intercepted 
the busy hand, and touched it, — oh, so humbly and grate- 
fully ! — ^with her lips. 

" JLet me do it!" exclaimed Marjory, wildly. "I want 
to thank you, and I cannot." And then, moved to some 
sudden passionate impulse, she threw her arms round Mrs. 
Carr's neck. " Try to love me a little, for I love you so 
very, very much." 

" Hush, my dear ! Of course Lilias and I will love you," 
she returned, kindly. This little outburst surprised and 
touched her. She thought the girl was hysterical, and 
soothed and kissed her, as she would have soothed Lilias. 

But after she had left her, Maijory hid her face in the 
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pWcfW, and burst into passionate sobs. " Oh, it is too hard 
— ^to be near her, and yet for her not to know me ! How 
Bliall I bear it— to keep silence and not to tell ? But I must 
be near you, mother, whatever the pain costs me. I can- 
not see you go away with Lilias and leave me behind/' 



CHAPTEB XXI. 

'* PIiEABE BE SEBIOUS A MOMBNT." 

Dinner was Just over at MurrePs End, and Mr. Frere 
had placed his sister's favorite chair by the window, that 
she might look out on the beds of yellow and violet pan- 
sies that lay like motionless butterflies under the sweet 
spring light. It was nearly the end of April, but the fire 
still burned cheerily ; and Fluff lay like a gray muff 
dropped down accidentally on the white rug. 

A shade was on Anne's gentle face as she sat with her 
knitting beside her, but with her little hands lying idle on 
her lap, while she looked at the pink sunset clouds and the 
limes rippling softly in the breeze, or turned her head to 
watch her brother's desultory movements about the room. 

Mr. Frere was one of those men who always look to best 
advantage in evening dress. As a general rule, he was 
somewhat careless in nis attire, preferring an old coat to a 
new one, holding the philosophy of clothes a little loosely, 
and yet stamping everything he wore with a certain 
fashion of his own ; but in the sober black and white of 
the Englishman's evening costume he looked in perfect 
harmony. "Quite aristocratic," Mrs. Curwin would say, 
** with that silvery gray hair and clever face,"— an opinion 
in which Anne secretly coincided. 

This hour was considered by them both as the most so- 
ciable hour of the day, as Mr. Frere was given to inform 
his womenfolk rather frequently. ** Without being a gas- 
tronomist, or being in any way addicted .to epicurism,'' he 
would say, "I always feel, when I have dined, in that 
pleasant mellow condition that leads to loquacity. A glass 
of good claret, with the knowledge that an excellent cigar 
is to follow, makes a man feel in good humor with himself 
and his surroundings. His moral frame expands into be- 
nevolence ; his intellect widens ; witty speeches drop as 
easilv from his lix)s as roses and diamonds from the girl in 
the rairy-story." 

"What a pity that women do not always drink claret 
too !" Anne would answer, in a quizzical tome. But she, too 
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loved this hour, when Capel would walk up and down tbe 
room, talking of all things in heaven and earth. The claret 
might be ^eellent. — everything was good of its kind at 
Murrel's End, nothing but the best suiting Mr. Frere's fas- 
tidiousness^ but she knew how little he thought of Buch 
tiling. His simple genial nature was always ready to ex- 
pand, and he would talk as freely to her as though she 
were one of his choice spirits at the club. 

To-night his conversation had been more than usually 
difi\ise. As he had carved the fish, he had harangued 
Anne on the folly and extravagance of colonial wars^nd 
the pitifUlness of the economy tnat could waste good Eng- 
lish olood in combats with savages. 

" Ours is a greedy government," he observed. " We sit 
in our island like a spider in its web, and we run out lines 
to all quarters of the globe, trying to bring one native 
power after another into our meshes." 

From this subject he passed lightly to the rising power 
of trade. "Trade is a mighty power at the present day. 
Fashion and rank are legitimizing it. We are studying 
the roniance of business. Mark my words, Anne, a good 
dav is coming for the middle classes of England. Work 
will be declared honorable. Younger sons of needy noble- 
men will recruit their exhausted fortunes in city offices, 
and impoverished gentlewomen will turn dressmakers ana 
milliners, and work up the philosophy of clothes into a 
fine art, only secondary to painting and sculpture. Idle- 
ness and helplessness will be declared vulgar. You know 
the derivation of the word lady ?" And, as Anne shook 
her head, ^^ Hldf-weardige^ bread-keeper ; from hLdf^ loaf, 
and weardinny to look after. The same meaning attiaches 
to the title lord." 

"Bread-keepers need not be bread-winners, Capel." 

" My good Anne, half a loaf is better than no bread ; but 
if the half-loaf failed, surely the htdf-weardige'a duty is to 
provide the loaf. Eve had to turn dairy-maid probably 
from the time she was elected from Eden, and her feminine 
descendants will find that honest work will not toil the 
fairest hand." 

This was a subject on which Anne could talk : hei ideas 
were a little hazy on colonial wars. But when Mr. Frere 
had aired his ideas on this topic, he strayed off to Darwin- 
ism, and from thence to ants, and finally landed himself 
and Anne on the subject of phrenology and the arguments 
in favor of Comte's philosophy, in the midst of which 
Anne retired silently to her chair and looked out absently 
at the lime-trees. 

" Capel," she said, suddenly, arresting this fiow of argu- 
memtative eloqueate, "I wisn you would leave Comte 
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alone for to-night. Yesterday it was Oliver Cromwell, and 
the evening before we were deep in Boswell's Johnson and 
Mrs. Thrale-Piozzi. To-night I want the conversation in 
my own hands. There is that letter of Marjory's to dis- 
cuss." 

Se was standing with his back to her, fingering the 
books on the table, or she would have seen the swift inde- 
finable change that passed over his face at the mention of 
Marjory's name. But a minute afterwards he came up to 
her, with his usual good-humored look. 

"Ah, the letter you read to me at luncheon I Well, it 
seems to me Marjory has a right to amuse herself. There 
is nothing to discuss there.'' 

** Sit down a minute," she returned, patiently. " I have 
wanted to talk to you all day, Capel, but you have put me 
off so. This letter of Marjory's troubles me." 

** Why, it is a good letter," he said, lightly, taking it out 
of her hand. '^The child has crossed her ^'s and dotted 
her i's, and her punctuation is as correct as most females'. 
I do not think the feminine intellect ever will completely 
master the difficult art of punctuation : it is too fond of 
notes of admiration and interrogation, and too loath to use 
the full stop." 
Anne shook her head at him. 

"Capel, what has come to you? Why will you never 
talk to me about Marjory now?" 

" Am I not criticising her letter?" he returned, with the 
same provoking good humor. " When you write to her. 
Anne, 1 wish you would tell her, from me, that the elegant 
letter-writer of the nineteenth century ought not to in- 
dulge in such long rambling sentences. She has com- 
pletely lost her nominative in one place. I am not at all 
sure whether she is alluding to Miss Carr or herself." 

"Caj)el, please be serious a moment. You know these 
people^ — ^the Carrs? You like them. But do you not 
think it strange that Maijory should be so infatuated with 
them that she must accompany them home ? She has been 
a^ay a whole month, and yet she means to give us only 
three days." 

" There is nothing in that," he replied, carelessly. " Mar- 
jory is young. In youth, one is addicted to sudden friend- 
ships. Miss Carr is an amiable girl : I took a fancy to her 
myself. She is a i)erfect young gentlewoman, ana would 
satisfy even you, Anne. Fortescue knows Mrs. Carr, and 
speaks most nighly of the family. There can be no harm 
in Marjory wishing to pay them a visit." 

"No harm, perhaps; but St. Kilda is more than two 
hundred ndles away, and Msirjory has never been awav 
ftroxa us before, except to Whitecliffe. I am afraid you wil] 
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laugh at me, Capel, — I am not generally superstitious: 
presentimento are foolish things, — ^but I have such a feeling 
against her going.'' 

"Why, what nonsense?" he returned, a little impa- 
tiently. " You are like the hen with one chick : you dc 
not like to trust the girl out of your si^ht. My dear, what 
have I often told you about old maios' chilaren ? They 
are over-ruled, and over-talked, and fussed over until they 
are j)erfectly unlike other healthy young people. We are 
sober, staid, middle-aged folk: we cannot hope to keep 
Marjory forever under our wing : she will have her peep 
at the world, like other young folk." 

This ruffled Anne's smooth plumage a little. 

"We have done all we could to make her happy," she 
returned, in a plaintive voice. "Few girls have been so 
petted. You never wished to part with her before, Capel. 
You always say the house is so dull without Marjory, and 
yet you take her part in this." 

" Yes, I do." he returned, auite seriously. " I have been 
young myself, and I know now one yearns to work off 
one's restlessness: one longs for fresh faces and pastures 
new. Young limos must stretch themselves ; young eyes 
will be curious, and long to explore under new horizons. 
If you take my advice, Anne, — which you never do, for I 
always take yours, — I would give Marjory her head. She 
is a generous, high-spirited creature ; but she will not bear 
the curb, unless you use it very lightly." 

Anne looked at him with eyes full of reproach. 

" How you talk, dear ! Have I ever put my wishes 
against Mlarjory's? — have I not always studied her inter- 
ests before my own? If I am not anxious for her to go to 
St. Kilda's, it is not because I cannot bear her out of my 
sight ; it is only that I have this strange feeling against it. 
All this montn I have not been quite happy about her. 
She says so little in her letters ; there is a strained, unnat- 
ural tone about them; she never mentions Mrs. Chard; 
she speaks little about the Carrs, — ^less than ever the last 
week^ — ^and yet she tells me that her heart is set on accom- 
panying the strangers." 

" They are not stfangers to her," he returned, pointedly. 
"She has helped to nurse Miss Carr. By the bye, Anne, 
was it not thoughtful of Marjory to keep the news of the 
accident from us until Miss Carr was well again? She 
knew how it would trouble you to hear they had been in 
such danger." 

" I wish she had told me more about it," replied hia 
sister; "but Maijory's letters have been so short and un- 
satisfactory. They are always affectionate, but they are 
not BM bright as usual. I wonder you have not noticed it, 
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Capel ; you are always so sharpnBighted where Marjory is 
concerned- '^ 

" Come, Come ! I hope I am not as fanciful as you, Anne," 
he returned, with rather a forced laugh. 

He had shaken his head in secret over these letters, 
wondering what had come to the girl, and why her fun 
seemed to have forsaken her : no little familiar Jokes, no 
girlish drolleries, nothing but grave, every-da^ mcts and 
labored attempts at descriptions ; not as Marjory usually 
wrote, — out of her warm heart and glowing imagination. 
But not for worlds would he hint to Anne that he was 
dissatisfied also. 

** I tell you what !" he said, suddenly, breaking the brief 
silence ; "if you will let the child have her way and go to 
the Carrs, I will promise to run down by and by and have 
a look at her. Fortescue tells me there is a tolerable inn 
at St. Elilda's and that they provide excellent breakfasts, 
— ^trout fresh from the river, and real Westmoreland ham. 
^ should not mind doing a little fishing on my own 
account. I might take tne Lakes on my way, too. I 
could bring you a report of Mariory's friends. English- 
women are never seen to better advantage than at home." 

Anne raised her quiet eyes and looked at him. Her 
smile seemed to say, "Some one else is restless, too ;" but 
her only words were, — 

" Thank you, dear ; that is a very nice plan, and will 
ease my mind greatly." 

** And you will not trouble that wise little head of yours 
any iuc»re?" he asked, half jesting and half anxious. 

"Not if I can help it. 1 will at least keep my unruly 
mem'.«er in order. You are lord and master here, Capel ,* 
and if you say Marjory is to go. you shall be obeyed." 

" I think we have no right to refuse such a reasonable 
request," he returned, risine, as though the subject were 
finished. "Now Fluff and I will have our prowl, and 
when I come in we will do a little of Carlyle's * Past and 
Present;' " for Mr. Frere had lately taken to read to his 
sister of an evening. 

Anne sighed rather heavily aa he quitted the room : the 
pink glow of the sunset clouds seemed melting into faint, 
streaky grays ; the soft spring light was fading into twi- 
light ; the limes grew dark before her eyes. Anne shiv- 
ered a little as she left the window and sat down beside 
the fire, stretching out her delicate palms to the warmth, 
as though in need of visible comfort. Anne's quiet spirit 
was strangely disturbed. If she had spoken aloud, her 
thought)? would have fashioned themselves into oddly- 
broken sentences. 

"It IB always so," she wait saying to herself; "it ia 
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alwavs we 'who are old, who have our lives lying belilnd 
us. wlio must give way and stand aside.^ 

" * Give, and it shall he given unto you^' is the true gospel 
measure, out they will not have it so. They say, * Give all ; 
it is our right to receive ; it is not for us to pay back ; we 
must be loved for our own sweet sakes ; mothers ask for 
nothing again, and you are not even a mother.' 

** Then, again, he says she is restless. I know it, and I 
have long known it. Is restlessness the heritage of youth 
only? for Capel is restless, too ; they are neither of them, 
happy; they both long for the impossible. Capel?— yes, 
I know, — 1 know ; but I dare not open his eyes to his 
madness. Poor Capel ! he calls it by eveiy name but the 
right one. When the knowledge comes, he will struggle 
against it, but it will master him ; all his life he has wanted 
it, and the Almighty has seen fit to deny it to him. Some 

Eeople hiive their lives spoiled for them, like his and mine ; 
ut I am a woman — a woman can always live in other 
people's lives : he wants to live his own. Men are so ; they 
want the best. ; they think it their right. God has made 
men so." 

Anne was wandering vaguely among the shadows she 
was conjuring up. Her simple, reasonable nature was not 
given to fanciful imaginations; in reality, she was prac- 
tical, — almost prosaic ; but her intense love for her brother 
and the child of her adoption made her clearnsighted on 
their behalf. She foresaw the difficulties that lay before 
them, and would have smoothed them with her loving 
hands if they would have permitted it. 

She shook off her gloomy thoughts at last with an effort, 
and smiled at herself as she rang for lights. 

" Here I am talking about presentiments like a Scotch 
wife," she said, scolding herself vigorously. "It is not 
like me to indulge in whimseys. Mackay," as that ancient 
domestic entered with the lamp, **we must see about get- 
ting Miss Marjory's room ready. She is only coming for 
three nights, but 1 should like it to be in its usual order." 

" Miss Marjory is taldng to gadding : that is an ill sign 
in young folk." grumbled Mackay, wnose temper was not 
improved wirh age. "What do they want better than 
their home? Once master was forever going away, but 
he seems to have settled down now, as a gentfeman ought 
at his time of life. But there ! Miss Marjory was always 
for having her own way," finished Mackay, in an injured 
voice ; for. like the rest of the household, she had doted on 
Marjory, lor all her grumbhng. It was her opinion that 
Murrers End was never the same place when the younK 
mistress was away 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

MABJOBY COMES HOME. 

Mb. Fbebe was at the station when Marjory arrived. 
She knew it would be so, and was looking for him before he 
Iiad caught sight of the tall figure in brown just alighting 
from the railway-carriage. It was nearly a month since 
they had met, for circumstances had prevented him from 
again taking ui» his abode at the Crown, and the weeks 
had seemed strangely long to him. Nevertheless, there 
was no eagerness in his manner, no undue haste in his 
leisurely walk, as he strolled up the platform to meet her. 

But the vivid brightness of his eyes, as she approached 
in her careless, graceful fashion, spoke of a repressed, care- 
fully-concealed joy. He had seen no one like her, he said 
to himself, all these weeks, no one who could compare with 
her in the least ; yet as he greeted her and saw her face in 
the full light of the April sunshine, he started, as though 
he found ner unexpectedly changed. 

** I knew you would meet me," she said, with something 
of the condescending graciousness of a win cess. " I saw 
you long befoie you saw me. And Fluff has come too !" 
lifting the little animal in her arms and caressing it. 

** They are bringing out your luggage. I have secured a 
fly. Shall we go now ?" he asked, by way of saying some- 
thing, and to hide his sudden shock of apprehension. 

What had happened to her ? What strange, undefinable 
change had come over her? Only a few short weeks, and 
yet it was a different Marjory ! 

He placed himself opposite to her in the fly, and watched 
her furtively as she caressed Fluff or gazed out half dream- 
ily at the yellow gorse-covered common. She was not ill^ 
he told himself. Her cheek was embrowned with sun ana 
sea-air, but she was certainly thinner. Her large brown 
^yes had a softened, almost a wistful look in them, and the 
mouth had new curves. As they cUmbed up the steep hill 
leading from the town to Woodleigh Down, she seemed 
almost lost to his presence. The smile which he had loved 
to watch breaking over her face had not once greeted him. 
She was graver, older. She looked — and yet it was impos- 
sible — as though trouble had overtaken her. 

"Marjory," he said, attempting to rouse her, 'I hope 
you are glaa to be at home again." 

" There is MurrePs End," she returned, evasively. " How 
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lovely the limes look ! Woodleigh Down never lookB better 
than in spring dress. Those tender greens are so Tivid." 

" But you do not tell me that you are glad to be here," 
he returned, watching her with still keener anxiety. 

She started, and, to his surprise, her eyes filled suddenly 
with tears. 

"Oh, how I have wanted you, — both you and Anne! 
What a long, long time it seems ! and now I am going 
away again I Oh, there is Anne !'' as she caught sight of 
the little figure in black flitting between the shrubs : and, 
almost before the fiy had stopped, she had sprung io the 
ground. 

There was nothing missing in the loving greeting that 
passed between her and this, dearest friend. 

" Oh, Anne, how lovely you look ! I am so glad to see 
your sweet face again !" cried the girl, moved to unwonted 
demonstration. 

"My darling, if vou knew how glad I am!" returned 
Anne, tenderly. "Come to your room, Marjory : Capel 
will see after tne luggage. I must have you all to myself." 

No, she has noticed nothing, Mr. Frere decided within 
himself. A beautiful color had come to Marjory's face at 
the sight of Anne, and the fiush had not yet died away. 
Would that lost pathetic look come back into her eyes as 
they talked together ? — ^that look that had filled him with 
uneasy alarm ; for it spoke of some new experience un- 
shared with tiiem, — some girlish sorrow locked up in the 
recesses of her own breast. 

Nothing could have been sweeter than Marjory's greet- 
ing ; but before many minutes her manner had changed. 
At the first sight of her room she had turned suddenly pale 
and had burst into tears ; and yet, when Anne questioned 
her on the reaaon for her agitation, her explanation had 
been vague and unsatisfactory. 

" Oh, don't asK me ! — ^it is nonsense, of course ! Perhaps 
I am tired ; I did not sleep well last night ; I do not always 
sleep well, — not as I used. It is so still and quiet here, it 
seems to oppress me, somehow." 

" Your own home oppress you, Maijory ?" 

" Never mind what X say. I have wanted you always^" 
with another sob. " There I take your old chair, and I will 
sit at your feet as I used to do in my childish days. Why 
cannot we be children always, Anne ? — ^thinking is such 
hard work when we get olaer. There, now, we can be 
comfortable," wrapping Annfe's arms round her, and lay- 
ing her head in her lap. 

The very action — so unlike Marjoiy, for she was rarely 
demonstrative even with Anne — filled her friend with 
vague uneasiness. What possessed h«r Ghild, that she 
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should sit there hiding her face and saying nothing ? And 
yet Anne knew that the tears were still flowing. 

But, with womanly tact and patience, she said nothing 
for a long time,— only smoothed the glossy brown hair 
softly, as one would smooth the plumage of a bird. Mar- 
jory would surely tell her soon what ailed her ; she would 
wait till she was ready to speak. 

But presently Marjory lifted her face, and her eyes were 
drv and hot, and a tremulous smile was on her lips. 

"'How silly I am,'' she said, almost petulantly: ''one 
would think something had happened, to see me behave 
so foolishly. You never knew 1 was nervous before, did 
you, Anne? and yet I must be, crying like a baby, just 
because everything looks so beautiful.'' 

"Tell me what troubled you, darling." But Marjory 
dropped her eyes ; her mood had evidently changed. 

** I always have been a trouble to myself as long as I can 
remember," she said, impatiently, "and I am sure I have 
been a trouble to you. Please do not question me ; it was 
only an odd sort of nervousness. Whitecliffe always up- 
sets me, and a whole month there ! Anne, I will never go 
near the place again, — never — ^never !" her voice shaking 
with some strong passion. 

"No, dear," hastening to soothe her. " I will speak to 
Capel. I will not have you tried like this. Have things 

been so bad, then? I hoped you and Mrs. Cliard " but 

at the sound of that name Marjory interrupted her. 

"Anne, if you love me, never talk to me of her again. 1 
owe her no duty ; I will pay her none. Neither she nor 
Mr. Frere shall force me there again." 

Anne's face brightened : she thought she had discovered 
the reason for Marjory's strange behavior. She had been 
a whole month under that woman's roof, and she had 
been weary of the intercourse with her. 

"Dear, I am sure Capel would not wish it. I cannot 
bear to see you fret like this. Why did you not tell us you 
were wretched, and Capel would have come to you at once? 
Try and forget it all now, Marjory ; you are my child, not 
hers, and you are safe with me at home." 

A slow shiver passed over Marjory at this soothing 
speech. Alas ! alas ! that Anne's gentle lips should speak 
such words! Her child? not hers now, for nature has 
claims paramount to adoption. But Marjory's silence had 
another interpretation. 

" Yes, you know you are safe with me ; we are so sure of 
each other, are we not, Marjory? Wliat a pity you are 
goinff away so soon witn those people ! You must tell me 
all- aoout them, dear. Capel has quite fallen in love with 
jour friend Miss Carr." 

Id 
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Marjory drew her hands away suddenly, 

" We liave so much to talk about," she said, quickly, 
almost feverishly. " But I must dress now, Anne ; dinner 
will be ready ;" and, as Anne^s orderly soul could not deny 
the wisdom of this proceeding, she reluctantly left the room* 
She wislied Marjory had asked her to stay and help her. 
But Marjory felt a strong need of solitude : the hy8teri(»l 
lump would keep rising in her throat. The signt of her 
girlish room, with the evening sunshine streaming on pic- 
tures and statuettes, the white-curtained bed, where she 
had slept so peacefully, with no tragedy hidden in her 
breast, brought a load or sadness to her mind ; never more 
would such careless rest be hers ! 

She felt almost like a ghost revisiting its old haunts, as 
she compared her present feelings with those of a month 
ago. 

Then she had been an idle, visionary ^irl, full of frag- 
mentary discontents, seasoned with undisciplined tempers : 
now she was a woman, who had tasted of fhe fruit of ^ood 
and evil, who knew of the force of temptation, and how 
the unwary can fall into pits of their own devising, who 
had seen the firm ground!^ opening beneath her feet with 
the yawning chasm of a moral earthquake : the Marjory 
who held a tragic secret in her frightened breast was not 
the Marjory who had slept here a month ago. 

A strange conflict, terrible in its sadness, was liarassing 
her. Inclination and hasty impulse were at variance with 
conscience ; duty with rigid rectitude whispered to her, 
" Be true to your honest self; remain quietly and patiently 
with the friends who have watched over your infancy until 
that woman's death unseals your lips; do not enter se- 
cretly and as a stranger into your motner's house." 

But impulse spoke more loudly, "I cannot remain here 
with this secret Detween me and them: it would destroy 
all enjoyment and all peace ; they would see that I was 
unhappy ; I should grow weary oi acting a part ; my reti- 
cence would wound their feelings. It is far better for me 
to go." 

And then jealousy, that most masterful and cruel of all 
passions, stepped in, and secured the victory : " They shall 
not go without me. I must follow them ; I must make 
myself necessary to them ; I must try to win their love, 
that when I have to assert myself I may not be regardea 
as a stranger. No one shall rob me of my mother, now I 
have found her. I would rather serve as a servant in that 
house than remain here ignored and disowned. Perhaps 
when I am there I shall And my clue to the right path ; 
light wiU come— it must — out of this bitter doubt and 
darkness." *" 
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I>ay and night this passionate conflict had warred within 
her, until she had grown dull and weary with it. " Come 
wliat may, I will ro,'' was her final resolution ; and after 
this nothing would liave moved her. 

A lifetime of longing had prepared her for tills sudden 
response. The cry of nature is a powerful one : a passion- 
ate love, all the stronger that it must be repressed, had 
-woke up in Marjory's soul. Her mother, her newly-found 
mother, was her one thought; and Anne's gentle love 

Saled beside it, as the pure moonbeams would pale beside 
le scorching glare of the mid-day sun. 
Such were the thoughts that were pressing on Marjory 
as she put on her wnite gown, after loosening and ^re- 
arranging the thick brown braids that overweighted the 
small head : her arms fell wearily to her side when she 
had linishea. Mr. Frere, as he watched her entrance, was 
struck still more by the ^rPs altered looks. Had she been 
crying, for surely ner eyelids were reddened? but, while 
he questioned himself anxiously on this point, Marjory 
^was uilking in her old careless way. 

" So my words have come true, Anne, and Nellie and 
Mr. Brooks are engaged. I must go over to Parkside to- 
morrow." 

"They will be expecting you, dear. Mr. Brooks is din- 
ing there to-night : he is certainly very devoted. I went 
round there IsSt week to congratulate her. Nellie was 
looking very pretty and happy ; she takes very kindly to 
her responsibilities. Popples and Susie had been spending 
the day there." 

"Fancy Nellie being Popples's mamma !" returned Mar- 
jory, solemnly. " How I should like to forbid the banns ! 
Mr. Frere, I can see you are laughing ; but this is no occa- 
sion for mirth. Nelhe is my friend, and she is far too dear 
and pretty for Mr. Brooks ; he is not half good enough for 
her." 

" I never think men are good enough for women," re- 
turned Mr. Frere, more seriously than usual. 

** Do you remember the renowned Mrs. Peyser's speech ?" 
asked Anne, in a funny little voice : " * Women are foolish, 
but Gk)d Almighty made them to match the men.' " 

" My opinion of Mr. Brooks is that there is not enough 
of him : he is good-looking, but he is shallow ; his character 
wants backbone, and then I am afraid he is a little selfish." 
" A common masculine fault, Marjory Daw. A man is 
generally A 1 in his own estimation ; the lords of creation 
are generally fond of their own way." 

" I found Mrs. Walford in rather a hazy condition," con- 
tinued Anne, pleased that Marjory should be so interested. 
'< One minute she seemed elated, — ^ Brooklyn is such a 



184 FOR LILIAS. 



pretty 
Eustac 



house, my dear/ she kept on saying, 'and then 
iUstaoe is a rising man,' — ^and the next minute she was 
speaking of the poor children as an encumhrance. ' It 
seemed terrible for the poor darling to be a step-mother at 
her age ;' you know her way." 

"On, yesj" returned Maijory, absently. Her thoughts 
were straying: this marrying and giving in marnage 
seemed so strange to her. She almost smiled at the idea 
that she had ever had a chance of winning the prize ; her 
lip curled involuntarily at the remembrance of sundry 
compliments paid to her by the handsome widower. Poor, 
dear Nellie ! she was mucn to be pitied, she thought, dis- 
missing the subject with a fleeting sigh. 

But Anne's next remark brought a vivid rush of color to 
her cheeks. 

** Marjory, my child, you have told us nothing about vour 
new friends. I nave heard about Miss Garr fromCapel : he 
positively raved about her. But you have told us so little 
m your letters about her mother." 

Marjory bent over her plate ; the dusky crimson mounted 
to her forehead. 

" It is so hard to describe people," she said, quickly ; but 
her very voice sounded differently to Mr. Frere's ears. " I 
thought I told you, Anne, that she was very beautiful. Bhe 
is not like any one I have ever seen ; her features are so 
fine, just as though they were cut in cameo, all the lines so 
periect." 

" Capel told me that her daughter was not at all pretty ; 
rather plain, in fact." 

"They are very unlike each other," returned Marjory, 
speaking in the lowest k&y possible, as though she had lost 
her voice. "You would not call Lilias plain if you knew 
her ; she has the sweetest expression, and then it changes 
so. Mr. Barry is more Uke nis mother. He would be so 
handsome if his face were a little less thin and worn." 

" Poor fellow I Capel seemed so interested in him. It is 
such a pity that he should be so afflicted. It is very kind 
of them to invite you, Maijory. Mr. Fortescue says they 
are such warm-hearted, hospitable people. He stayed there 
six weeks once." 

"Under the circumstances, it was wonderfully kind," 
replied the girl, in a dry, hard voice ; " but I suppose they 
thought me lady-like. I do credit to your bringing up, 
Anne." 

Mr. Frere and his sister exchanged a silent glance. This 
proud speech was so like Maijory. She had made the ac- 
quaintance of these strangers under such disadvantageous 
circumstances. If they had met her under their roof, it 
would have been far better ; but to recognize her claliiiB to 
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equality and friendship at tlie moment tliey disoovered h^r 
to be the daughter of their old servant was a compliment 
to their discernment and Marjory's aristocratic bearing. 
Her refinement and cultured speech must be indeed a sur- 
prise to Mrs. Carr. 

Mr. Frere was so strangely silent this eYenin|f that Anne 
found it difficult to satisfy her innocent curiosity about 
Maijory's new friends. She hazarded a few more ques- 
tions, which Marjory answered as briefly as possible. And 
then she said, with the confidence of one who has good 
news to impart, — 

" I suppose you will not stay very long with these peo- 
ple, Marjory? Capel means to come and look after you. 
Me says there is a capital inn at St. Kilda's where he could 
stay and enjoy some fishing." 

Marjory started, and looked up uneasily. As he met her 
eves, they seemed to question hiB purpose. Mr. Frere saw 
that the news was unwelcome. It troubled her to know 
that he was coming. 

** It would be better not to do that," she said, slowly : 
*' it would look strange ; as though you could not trust me 
with them." 

" I differ from you there," he answered, cheerfully. 

'* It would be embarrassing to Mrs. Carr," she continued, 
more firmly. " Mr. Fortescue talks about their hospitality. 
They would not hear of your remaining at an inn ; you 
would be invited to Mavisbank." 

'* Is there any legitimate reason against my accepting 
any such invitation ?" was his cool response to this. 

**No ; but your following me would look so strange, — so 
uncalled-for. I am not a child," she stammered, with an 
annoyed air. 'For the first time in her life she felt his 
presence would be unwelcome to her. The tender watch- 
fulness implied in this resolution failed to touch her. She 
wanted to be free, away from their loving surveillance, 
their questioning looks. Mr. Frere read all this in her face, 
and it only strengthened him in his purpose. "Some- 
thing had gone wrong with the girl : he must follow her, 
and find it out." 

**I shall come upon you when you least expect it," he 
said, in a rallying voice. "Perhaps you will nave come 
out to sketch the old castle, and you will see me sauntering 
up the road with a knapsack." 

"I see you are determined to make me uncomfortable," 
she answered, with decided temper, as she rose from the 
table. 

But as he opened the door for her with a light, mocking 
bow, she could make nothing of his look. There was fUn 
in his eyes, but there was something else besides. What 

16* 
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was it? Marjory asked herself, as she walked down the 
garden-path. But, as she puzzled herself over it. he came 
up to her, and began to talk in his old manner of the books 
they had both been reading, and the paper he was writing 
for the " Nineteenth Century" on ola myths and supersti- 
tions, — gliding from one topic to another in easy fashion, 
until her face nad lost its shade, and she grew bright ana 
interested. 

"Now we will go in to Anne, Marjory Daw," he said, 
gently : " and you must not be cross with me again to- 
night.'* 



CHAPTER XXni. 

"tell MB WHAT TROUBLES YOU." 

Mabjory paid an early visit to Parkside. Mrs. Walford 
and Nellie were still sitting over their late breakfast, when 
Marjory entered the room unannounced. Nellie jumped 
up and greeted her Mend rapturously. She looked prettier 
than ever in her dainty morning costume: a diamond 
twinkled on the little plump white hand. Marjory held 
it for a moment, and gravely inspected the ring, at which 
Nellie blushed still more rosily. 

"Marjory, were you very surprised when you got my 
letter?" she whispered. 

"Not at all," was the nonchalant reply. "Mrs. Wal- 
fordj perhaps you will tell me what is the proper thine to 
do under the circumstances ? Am I to congratulate NeUie, 
or condole with her ?" 

" Oh, my dear." returned Mrs. Walford, in a cosey voice, 
" is it not dreadml to think of poor Nellie naving four little 
girls to manage? I tell dear Eustace it is such a responsi- 
bility for so young a girl." 

"They are such dears!" returned the little bride-elect, 
in the happiest way imaginable. " I am so fond of them, 
Marjory I Susie is a darling, and Popples is so delicious ; 
and I think Dora and Ada are such nice children." 

"Just listen to her, Marjory !" exclaimed Mrs. Walford, 
resignedly. "Is it not strange, at her age, to like the 

§ respect of being a step-mother? I would never have 
one such a thing myself: widowers were never in my 
line. But there ! some men can talk you into anything. 
I do believe Nellie will be quite pleased to hear them call 
her mamma." 

This made Nellie blush still more, but she maintidned 
her point bravely. 



"STELZr ME WHAT TROUBLES FOW 187 

'•Twish mamma would not talk so," she said, with a 
charming pout. ^^ Of course I must be fond of Eustace's 
children; out you need not believe her, Marjory: she 
idready spoils them dreadfully." 

" Well, my dear, a little spoiling never hurts good chil- 
dren ; and, as I tell Eustace, his children are certainly the 
best-behaved little creatures. Now run into the garden, 
girls ; for I know you want to have a chat by yourselves, 
and cook is waiting for her orders. What do you think, 
Marjory?— Nellie nas taken to going into the kitchen 
every morning, to see the joints weighed and the pastry 
made. I tell Eustace she means to be a notable little 
housekeeper." 

" Are you so very happy. Nellie ?" asked Marjory, when 
she found herself alone with her friend. 

" Oh, yes, indeed T am !" returned Nellie, without a mo- 
ment's hesitation. * Eustace is so good and kind. Mamma 
is devoted to him. I think I am the happiest girl in the 
world !" 

"Oh, Nellie!" 

** Oh, Nellie, indeed ! What may that mean. Miss Grave- 
face?" 

" Don't be vexed with me, dear, but I do not think him 
half good enough for you. You must let me say it, Nellie, 
because I am so fond of you, and we have always been such 
friends." 

**0h, but you do not know him, Marjory," rephed 
Nellie, with the innocent face of a girl who feels herself 
honestly in love. " No one is perfect in this world. I am 
very faulty myself, though I cannot get Eustace to be- 
lieve it. It is very nice of him, of course, to say such 
things," went on Nellie, with delicious inconsequence. 
**But there are no *angels nowadays; and saints, espe- 
cially mediseval ones, were so very peculiar : do you not 
think so ? And, on the whole, I like people to have some 
faults." 

" After that, it is useless for me to say anything," re- 
turned Marjory, with a pitying shrug. " Seeing is believ- 
ing ; but I never would nave believed that you were quite 
so far gone — ^Mr. Brooks, too !" 

This was not quite polite of Maijory, but Nellie was too 
delightfully self-absorbed to notice the innuendo. 

"I thought once that he was taking a fancy to you, 
Maijory," she went on, quite happily. " He cert^ly ad- 
mired you at one time, until you said that about Popples, 
you know." 

"Oh, dear, no.— nothing of the kind," answered Mar- 
jory, rather nastily. 

'^ I spoke to Eustace about it one day, and he said— you 
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will not mind my repeating his words, Marjory ?—tliat 
though he thought you a handsome girl, and very amusing 
when you chose^e soon saw that you and he would never 
pull together. He liked a girl to be softer and more femi- 
nine ; but you did not even seem to care for children. He 
would not Delieve me when I told him that you were onl^ 
teasing him about Popples. If Eustace has a fault, it is 
that he does not see a joke easily.'' 

"But I was in earnest, — quite in earnest, Nellie. I was 
tired to death of Popples." 

"Oh, no; it was only your joke," returned Nellie, in 
flat contradiction. * * I know how warm-hearted you really 
are^ Marjorjr. I wish you were not going away just now. 
This new friend of yours, Miss Lilias Carr, has quite cut 
me out. Do you know." dropping her voice mysteriously, 
"that mamma will not hear of my being married before 
next spring? I shall be one-and-twenty tnen, but Eustace 
declares he will not wait a day after September. I expect 
he will talk her over. And if dear little Ada is delicate, as 
he says, I think it will be my duty to marrj him as soon as 
possible." 

Maijory wisely kept her thoughts to herself. She knew 
Mr. Brooks's mild obstinacy, and was sure he would man- 
ipulate Ada's slight delicacy skilfully to suit his own ends. 
Mrs, Walford was like wax in masculine hands, and Nel- 
lie's affectionate little heart was equally plastic. Marjory 
was convinced in her own mind that Nellie would be mis- 
tress of Brooklyn long before September. The Walfords, 
mother and daughter, had certainly found their master in 
the handsome widower. Maijory spent the greater part of 
the morning at Parkside. She had just said good-by to her 
friend, and was walking down the pantiles under the leafy 
shade of the limes, when she came upon Mr. Brooks, just 
turning out of his own gates. 

He looked well-dressed and self-possessed as usual. He 
seemed a little surprised at seeing Marjory, but she stopped 
and frankly accosted him. 

"I have been spending the morning with Nellie," she 
said, giving him her hand with a more friendly smUe than 
usual. "Of course I have heard the grand news. I need 
not tell you how heartily I think you are to be congratu- 
lated, Mr. Brooks." 

"Thanks," he replied, with masculine brevity, but he 
was evidently gratified by her warmth of manner, for he 
turned and walked with her a few steps. " I think myself 
very fortunate, Miss Deane, I assure you. Nellie is exqui- 
sitely feminine : she takes after Mrs. Walford in that. I 
have never met two more charming women." 

" Nellie is the dearest little creature in the world. For- 
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give me if I am rude, Mr. Brooks, but I don't know any 
one good enough for her." 

" You are right there," he returned, evidently with real 
feeling. " I shall do my best to make her happy." And 
then he shook hands with Mariorv, and left her. 

** She is improving him already," was Marjory^s opinion. 
" He is not half so conceited as he was. I expect ne has 
really fallen in love with her. I dare say he will make 
her a good husband. Nellie will not expect too much; 
she has no mental, ambitions. I expect he will easily 
satisfy her." 

** I never knew Miss Deane had so much heart," thought 
Mr. Brooks, as he hurried on to Parkside. He was one of 
those generous lovers who lavish gifts on the oblect of his 
affection. He had some of his wire's trinkets with him, — 
some tur<juoise and pearl ornaments that he thought would 
match his fixinc^^s blue eyes. "She was certainly very 
nice in her manner this momine, but she has fallen off in 
her looks. I wonder that I coula ever have thought her 
handsome, her face is so heavy." 

Marjory retailed the history of her morning with much 
humor at the luncheon-table. She took off Mrs. Walford 
and Mr. Brooks to the life. Anne laughed at the girPs 
racy description. She thought Marjorv was more cheerful 
and like herself to-day. She had no idea that the Klrl was 
trying to hoodwink them, — ^that her liveliness and satire 
were pure recklessness. 

She carried off Anne after luncheon for a round of visits, 
beginning with the Vicarage and Mrs. Curwin, until Anne 
pleaded weariness and refused to enter another house. 
Her sprightliness lasted all the evening. She rattled off 
all her most brilliant pieces, one after another, without a 
moment's intermission, until Mr. Frere closed the piano- 
forte and shook his head at her : and then she suddenly 
discovered that she was tired, and went to bed. 

The next morning there was shopping in Moorbridge, 
and packing that went on late into the afternoon. As 
they sat over their five-o'clock tea, Anne declared that she 
haa never been so tired in her life. She was sure Marjory 
was quite knocked up too, she looked so pale ; but the girl 
indignantly scouted this idea. 

"What nonsense, Anne !" she said, a little petulantly. 
" What should tire me ?— -just putting those things into the 
boxes ? I am going for a stroll now. it is such a lovely 
evening. Lie down and rest yourself." 

And then she gave Anne one of her hearty kisses, and 
went out. 

Mariory was longing for a solitary hour with her own 
thoughts. As she paiced under the limes, the freshness 
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and coolness of the spring evening seemed to lull her rest* 
lessness. Life's fitful fever seemed to hush itself under the 
sweet peacefulness of the hour, under " the quiet breadths 
of evening sky." 

But this tranquil mood was of short duration. A mo- 
ment after she had turned aside from the main road, FluflT 
came fussily to her feet, and Fluff's master sauntered 
round the comer. 

Marjory's eyes were fixed on the ground, or she would 
have seen him crossing the churchyard. He had a full 
view of her before Fluff's joyous barking had roused her. 
The slow walk, the sad, thoughtful face, the joyless ab- 
straction of manner, had all been visible to him ; but he 
apparently took no notice of the girl's trembling lip and 
the startled discomposure with which she greeted him. 

"I did not see you," she stammered. "I thought you 
and Fluff were at Moorbridge. ' ' 

" I was paying a visit at the Vicarage. Mr. Curwin sent 
me a note this afternoon. There is to be a vestry-meetine, 
or some such nuisance, to-morrow. Are you going towarOB 
Pemberton, Marjory? I suppose your humble servant 
may accompany you ? You and I have not had a walk 
together since you lectured me on the East Hill." 

" I do not remember." she answered, vaguely. " Oh, 
yes, you may come ! Ii I said I did not want you, you 
would come all the same. I have learned that by this 
time." 

"Are men like that?" he asked, with a peculiar smile. 
" Perhaps my will has only been asleep all these years, or 
I have been too lazy to assert it. I was a terrible fellow 
for having my own way once. Anne will tell you that." 

" I think you continue to have your own way now," she 
returned, demurely. " You have an easy manner, but one 
must not judge from the surface. I did not want you to 
come to St. ifllda's : I thought it would look strange to 
my friends : I think so still ; but of course you will come." 

"Oh, yes, I shall come," he answered, lazily. 

" There !" she continued, with a sudden fiash at him, and 
he could see she was annoyed at his persistence ; " w)u will 
have your own way, in spite of my feelings. Mr. Frere, I 
do not like to be treated like a cluld, — to he followed and 
watched for my own good. I want to be free." 

"How long have you been afraid of me?" he asked, 
suddenly, looking her full in the face. " Look here, Mar- 
jory Daw ; I wul make a compact with you. Tell me 
what troubles you, what has brought you nome to us an 
altered creature, and I will promise not to oome to 
St. Kilda's." 

He must have seen by her suddenly paling face how his 
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words moved her; but the next moment she seemed to 
recover herself by a violent effort. 

"Well, Maijory?" — ^very persuasively. 

" I do not know what you mean," she faltered, trying to 
hurry on ; but he kept step with her. " It is not like you to 
fan^ things, Mr. Frere. I am quite well, — quite myself." 

"There is nothing the matter with your health, my 
dear," he returned, quietly; "Providence has endowed 
you with a splendid physique ; nevertheless, you are not 
yourself, Marjory. Something is troubling you, robbing 
your young sleep of its sweetness, and dimming the 
brightness of your spirits. If you will not confide in me, 
— if I have lost your complete confidence, — ^at least let 
Anne share it. For both our sakes, Marjory, do not leave 
us like this to-morrow." , 

He had never spoken to her so before. Some emotion 
'was deepening his voice. As he pleaded with her, the old 
carelessness, the assumed coolness, had wholly disap- 
peared: he was making her feel for the first time tne 
power of his concentrated purpose and will, though she 
was as yet ignorant what that purpose might be. She had 
never felt a&aid of him before. All the years spent under 
his roof had never shown him as a man to be. feared as 
well as loved ; but now she shrank from him with new 
timidity. As she heard his voice, she hardly ventured to 
raise her eyes. 

" I do not know what you mean," she said, and her lip 
quivered like a child's. "Anne does not talk to me in this 
way. I have nothing to tell either of you." 

** You have nothing that you wish te telL Ah, Marjory 
Daw, you remind me of the days when you were a little 
child, — when you ransacked the drawers of niy writing- 
table for red sealing-wax, and could not be made to ac- 
knowledge your theft or give up the spoils. *It isn't 
F'ere's, it is mine ;' that is what you kept saying. * I dot 
itj and it is Marjy Doo's.' And, sure enough, there it was 
hidden snugly in the folds of your frock. * Mine, mine ! — 
not F'ere's r was the burden of your cry. I remember 
Anne cried as she punished you ; and then you cried, too." 

The old humorous voice, with a break of pathos in it, 
was too much for Marjory. They were standing by the 
low wooden bench where she had sat that March day ; and 
now she suddenly sank down upon it and covered her face 
with her hands, and he could see the slow tears tricklino^ 
through her fingers. 

" Oh that I were that little child again !" he heard her 
say. 

" Tell me what troubles you, darling," he said, bending 
over and speaking in so low a voice that she lost the last 
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word : but if she had seen his face, surely the veil mart 
have dropped from her eyes. 

**Yes, I will tell you I" she returned, with sudden ve- 
hemence, and daahing the tears away. " I will tell you, — 
but not now. When the time comes for me to speak, you 
will not need to ask me. I will come to you of my own 
accord. I owe you at least as much as that.'' 

" You owe me nothing, Marjory." 

** Everything,— everything, — ^to you and Anne." Then, 
recovering herself, "If you come to St. Kilda, I cannot 
prevent you ; for another year, I suppose, you can chuni 
some sort of right to control my actions." 

** You may be assured that I shall claim any rights that 
belong to me," he continued, gravely. " But there is one 
thing I cannot bear,— that you should endure trouble alone, 
and that I should not share it." 

"You could not carry my burdens," she said, with a 
faint smile. " We came alone into the world^ and we miust 
die alone. *Each in its hidden sphere of joy and woe.' 
Do you not remember what Keble says, Mr. Frere?" 

"When you women quote Keble, I always give up the 
ghost of my argument," he said, striving with a great 
effort to resume his old manner. " Some change is coming 
over me, Marjory : my hermit spirit positivefy refuses to 
dwell alone any longer." 

"We should not like our nearest and dearest to read all 
our thoughts," she answered, with an involuntary shudder. 
" Supposing we were to find Hades peopled with our past 
thougnts, Mr. Frere, — that the shadowy troops of the aead 
and gone things for whose birth we are responsible were to 
haunt us there !" 

"A horrible suggestion, one that gives me aU sorts of 
creepy feelings. How can you talk so, dear, with the . 
spring sunset shining tnU in your face?" 

"Let us walk towards it, then, and forget everything 
gloomy," she returned, gently, giving him her hand. He 
held it for a moment, and then pressed it kindly and let it 
fall; and then they walked on in silence. Both their 
hearts were full ; but only the man knew that he had be- 
trayed himself to unseeing eyes and told his secret to deaf 
ears. Maiiory herself was too self-absorbed to grasp the 
truth that lay so near her, only all that evening her man- 
ner was so gentle to him and so affectionate that Anne no- 
ticed it. Sne thought Marjory seemed very fond of Capel, 
and wondered that her brother was so grave and qmet. 
There was only one jarring word spoken throughout the 
evening. Anne, who was busy with sundry small j>repara- 
tions for Marjory's departure the following morning, sud- 
denly asked ner brother if he intended accompanying Mar- 
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jory to liondon. "Of course," he answered, curtly; "I 
shall go to St. Pancrafi and leave Marjory in Mrs. Carr's 
hands." His tone was unusuallv sharp and decided ; but, 
as he spoke, he involuntarily looked across the room at the 
girl. She did not speak ; but he could see by the turn of 
ner long neck, ana the rising color, that this resolution 
did not please ner ; but for once Marjory held her peace. 

He was very quiet with her the next day. They trav- 
elled together almost in silence. He was thoughtful for 
her comfort, and seemed to anticipate her wishes ; but his 
gravity was so unbroken that Mariorv looked at him wist- 
fully now and then, fearing that she had hurt him. 

Ajb they were driving towards St. Pancras. she could not 
refrain from putting the question to him. ** Have I made 
you angrv wim me, Mr. Brere?" she asked, timidly ; " are 
you displeased with me in any way?" but she was almost 
sorry that she had spoken, he looked at her in such evident 
surprise. 

"Have I ever been angry with you in your life?" he 
said, smiling. " Why, Marjory, what absurd idea is this ?" 

"You are so different," she faltered: "you are not like 
yourself at all." 

He seemed to revolve this speech in his mind as he 
looked out of the cab window. 

"How can you expect me to be like myself?" he re- 
turned, reproachfully : " you have turned my world topsy- 
turvy. It is only just ten, and I breakfasted three hours 
ago. If Joshua found his long day as unsatisfactory as I 
shall find mine, he was to be pitied." 

" I asked you not to do it," she replied, laughing at this. 
"Would not an afternoon's nap make up for the rest of 
which I have deprived you?" 

"Come, that is not a bad idea: I will consider that 
proposition of yours. Here we are at St. Pancras ; and 
there is your friend Miss Carr looking out for you." 

" You are late, Marjory," exclaim^ Lilias, coming for- 
ward to meet them. "Mother and Barry are already in 
the carriage; we have seats in the drawing-room car. 
Fleming will see to the luggage, Mr. Frere. Please come 
and let me introduce you to my mother." 

"Come. Marjory," he said, — ^for she seemed inclined to 
linger, — " our train from Moorbridge must have been late : 
we have timed it too finely. I shall only just have a mo- 
ment to shake hands with Mrs. Carr and say good-by to 
you." 

But he found time for something else : for, after chatting 
cheerfully for a few minutes with Mrs. Carr and Barry ana 
making sundry arrangements for their comfort, he drew 
Marjory to the door of the saloon. 
z s» 17. 
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" Marjory, will you promise to write to me if you want 
my help In any way?" 

" Most certainly I will promise you that," she answered, 
grateftiUy. 

*' You were right," he continued, a little absently ; " Mrs. 
Carr is a beautiful woman. A most unconmion type of 
face. You are not unlike her, Marjory, though I cannot 
flatter you by saying that you can quite come up to her." 

" No, indeed I" she answered, hurriedly ; but he was 
surprised to see how she flushed at his words. " But they 
are signalling for the train to move. You must go, Mr. 
Frere, — indeed you must." 

" No hurry," he returned, in a leisu ely tone. " I do 
not intend to go to St. Kilda's for the next two or three 
weeks. Well, good-by ; take care of yourself, my — ^Marjory 
Doo." 

She smiled at him, and moved away ; but he still stood 
on the platform, watching her as she walked slowly up the 
longsaloon until she joined her friends. 

"What a pleasant-looking man Mr. Frere is I" observed 
Mrs. Carr. **He has such a nice clever face. -He is no re- 
lation of yours, really, Marjory ?" 

"No ; he is only Anne's brother," she. returned, simply. 
She was looking at him, trying to imagine how he appeared 
in other people's eyes, — to strangers who had never seen 
him before. They must think him distinguished-looking, 
but a little odd, she thought, with his silver hair and keen, 
brown face ; not young, out certainly not old ; he seemed 
younger, somehow, than he used. 

Marjory was so lost in these innocent reflections that 
Mrs. Carr's questioning glance did not reach her ; but she 
would have made nothing of that lady's smile as she 
stooped to gather up some wraps for Barry. But Liiias 
caught it, and smiled too. Both the women thought that 
they were tracing the beginning of a romance. 

" Of course he does, and she nas not found it out," Mrs. 
Carr's amused eyes seemed to say. "She will And it out 
soon, and then how will it be with her?" Lilias said to 
herself. But she blushed a little over her wise thoughts ; 
for she, too, had a budding romance in her life. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

MABJOBY IS INTRODUCED TO OOSEY-NOOK. 

"My dear, I am afraid you are very tired," observed 
Mrs. Carr, in a motherly tone of soliciiude, as they drew 
near the journey's end. 

**No, indeed; I am only stupid," answered Marjory, 
rousing herself with difficulty from her abstraction. For 
the last hour she had hardly spoken, but sat with her eyes 
fixed on the flying landscape, listening to her companions' 
conversation, but not joining in it, ** Poor Mr. Barry is far 
more tired than I." 

"Mother, is it not absurd for Marjory to be so formal 
with Barry, and he only a boy?" asked Lilias, whose 
Bpirits seemed to rise with every milestone they passed. 
The blue veil she had tied round her hat showed up the 

f olden tints of her fair hair and delicate complexion. Her 
right, varying smiles, her merry speeches, were evidently 
sources of enjoyment to Mrs. Carr, her eyes rested upon her 
so fondly. 

"You are right there, Lil," observed Barry, suddenly, 
unclosing his tired eyes. The journey was a martyrdom to* 
the poor fellow, though he tried to hide the fact as well as 
he could. ** Miss Deane is horribly formal." 

" I will call you Barry if you will call me Marjory." said 
the girl, with quick impulse. Her manner surprised them 
all a Utile, it was so agitated. But Mrs. Carr said, in her 
usual quiet voice, — 

" Well, my dear, why should it not be so? Barry feels 

S[uite at home with you, though he does not generally care 
or young ladies' society ; but we are all such good friends 
that we need not trouble ourselves with formalities." 

" I should like it very much," returned Marjory, in alow 
voice. 

"All right," replied Barry, good-humoredly. " It will be 
good fan making Lil jealous by asking you to do all sorts 
of things for me. The only difficulty is, if I get too much 
used to you, I shall scold you as I do the others." 

"I shall not mind that," she answered, with an affec- 
tionate smile at him ; but a moment afterwards she had 
turned away, fearing that she had betrayed too much in- 
terest in him. " Her brother, — hers !" she said, under her 
breath. Poor boy I how she was learning to love him ! 

Bfi^rry himself wondered with grateftd numility why thia 
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glrly a stranger to them all, took such interest In him. 
" She was so kind," he thought. " Perhaps it was her na- 
ture to be kind to every one ; but even Lilias could not be 
more gentle." 

*' I suppose Hurrell will be at the station," he observed, 
by and by, with a mischievous glance at Lilias. 

"I am sure I don't know if he will be there," she an- 
swered, with assumed carelessness. '' Mother, how glad I 
am to be at home with you again I There is no place like 
home^ after all I" 

" Nol darling ; we always agree in that. I wish^for the 
sake of poor Barry, that we had a station at St. Kilda's. 
The long drive from Wharton will tire him stiU more." 

" Never mind, mother ; it cannot be helped," returned 
the boy, a little irritably. 

His nerves were larred by weariness and pain, but the 
next moment he brightened up. 

'* There's Hurrell, large as life ; and Lassie is with him I 
Are they not a fine pair. Miss Deane — ^Marjory, I mean?" 

Marjory looked as she was bidden. The train was just 
slackening speed, and on the platform she saw a tall, pow- 
erfully-built young man, in a brown velveteen coat, with 
a brown moustache. Marjory did not think him handsome 
then or afterwards, but she never saw a face that, on nearer 
inspection, pleased her better, it was so frank and honest. 
The dark eyes had such a kindly ^leam in them ; there was 
such a mixture of gentleness and strength, such an air of 
bonhommie about him. — that untranslatable word. The 
handsome collie that stood beside him was evidently a fa- 
vorite with the whole party, for as Mr. Wentworth opened 
the door she sprang in, and began licking Barry's hands 
and fawning on him after the manner of dumb beasts. 

'' Lassie is glad to get you back." he said, pleasantly, 
looking at Lihas as he spoke ; but his face plainly said thai 
Lassie's master was glaa too. 

Maijorv noticed we half-shy, half-pleased blush that 
answered his look. Evidently it contented him, for he 
turned to Mrs. Carr and gave her his attention. 

"We must introduce you to Miss Deane, Hurrell," she 
observed, when they were all on the platform together. 
"She and my Lilias are great friends." 

" I am sure we need no other introduction. Miss Deane." 
he returned, shaking hands with her in the most Mendly 
manner ; but Marjory noticed that he scanned her closely 
for a moment. "Now, Mrs. Carr, I know what you wish. 
Fleming and I will help Barry into the barouche. If you 
and Lilias will wait a moment. My do^-cart is here, so 
there is plenty of room. You will let me drive you, Lilias, 
will you not?" 
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" Oh, yes," she answered, quite shnply, as though the 
reauest were not a novel one. 

She stood quietly aside until Barry was carefully lifted 
Into the carnage and Mrs. Carr and. Maijory had taken 
their places ; and then Mr. Wentworth turned to her with a 
smile and gave her his hand to assist her into the dog-cart. 

Maijory watched them with all a girl's curiosity. Liilias 
was not engaged, — she knew that, for she wore no ring of 
betrothal ; and yet the look of quiet understanding Uiat 
passed between them, the simple, almost unconscious re- 
ception of Mr. Wentworth's attention, spoke of a large 
amount of Mendship. Maijory looked after them until 
the dog-cart, with its high-stepping mare, had disappeared 
from her view, and then she turned and met Mrs. Carres 
smile. 

" I see what you are thinking,'' she said, bending for- 
ward a little. " You are wondering how things stand be- 
tween those two. No, they are not engaged ; but it is all 
Liilias's fault. Poor Hurrell has much to bear." 

Maijory looked significantly at Barry, who was leaning 
back on the cushions with closed eyes and forehead wrin- 
kled with weariness and pain. Mrs. Carr understood her 
glance at once. 

" Oh, we have no secrets, we three. — ^have we, Barry? — 
and Hurrell takes us each in confidence by^ turns, so we 
know Bkll about it. He is far too good and patient, I tell 
him. Few young men would act as he does. I think if 
any one is worthy of my child, it is Hurrell Wentworth. 
His mother and I are dear friends, and she is so fond of 
Liliaa." 

*' She has told me a little about them. Of course I saw 
there was something, but I hardly understood. She seems 
to Uke hhn, but yet " 

Maijory stopx)ed. A glimmer of the real truth of the 
case began to dawn on her. 

"Hurrell may be sure of one thing," returned Mrs. 
Carr, in a tone of quiet conviction, — "that Lilias will 
never marry any one else. But, unfortunately, he has a 
dangerous rival in her mother. She cannot make up her 
mind to leave Mavisbank for Bedlands." 

"That is what I thought," answered Maijory, in a low 
voice. "You are Lilias's great absorbing passion. It 
seems to me, even with my slight knowledge of her, that 
she will find it difficult to make room for any one else." 

" Oh, Hurrell has now a good share of her afiections. 
Of course he knows how things are between us; he ia 
readv to make large allowance. Any one else, I tell her. 
would insist on a monopoly ; but Hurrell says he will 
never try to separate us." 

m 
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"There are few like that, I should think," returned 
Marjory, with intuitive Bhrewdness. " Most men are so 
selfish ; they must have all or none." 

By a curious revolution of thought, her mind turned to 
Mr. Frere. "Was he not like that? Could any one be 
more unselfish than he?" A speech of his had haunted 
her ever since that sad talk of theirs. " * There is one 
thing I cannot bear,' — was not that what he had said ? and 
how troubled his voice had been ! — * theie is one thing I 
cannot bear, that you should endure trouble alone, and 
that I should not share it.' What ail had a friend like 
that?" she thought, proudly : and tnere was no envy in 
her heart that other girls—I^ellie and Lilias — ^had {heir 
lovers, and she had none. 

" Lilias's husbo.nd will never have all while I am alive," 
was Mrs. Carr's reply to this. And there was a mixture 
of pride and tenderness in her voice. " I was an only 
daughter. Maiiory ; but I left my mother — ^it seems to me 
far too willingly— for my husband. With Lilias and my- 
self there will never be any real separation. Bedlands is 
BO near, we should meet every day." 

" She will grow more reconciled to the idea by and by," 
returned Manory, a little absently. The subject nad 
almost a painful interest for her, but just now her thoughts 
would concentrate themselves on her own strange story. 
She was about to enter her rightful home — as a guest— for 
the first time in her life, she would sleep under her 
mother's roof. No wonder her attention wandered as her 
eyes strayed over the hedge-rows and fields to the line of 
dark-blue hills. 

Mrs. Carr thought the scenery was absorbing her. 

" This is not a very pretty road," she said, arresting Mar- 
jory's flagging attention, "although it is very beautiful all 
round Thorpe and St. Theobald's ; but St. Eilda's itself is 
bleak and unprepossessing. We shall not even pass through 
our one main street, and you will not see the church and 
Vicarage. Now, my dear, look, there are the ruins of our 
celebrated castle ; and there, up among those dark woods, 
is Mavisbank." 

Marjory threw a quick searching glance round her. She 
could see the roofs of St. Kilda's, and the green hill with 
broken castellated walls and ruined arches with ivy cling- 
ing about them, and just before them a lonely whiiie house 
standing high in conspicuous isolation, with a dark back- 
ground of woods, and all round them the purple hills, with 
the spring sunset above them. 

A steep road led to Mavisbank, but the horses were evi- 
dently well used to it. Mrs. Carr chatted on cheerfully as 
the carriageHsprings jolted over the rough stones. 
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" You will be surprised at the total absence of flower- 
ffarden," she observed ; *^ but our climate is so bleak, and 
uie house stands so high; that our favorite flowers would 
never bloom there, and Lilias and I are too fond of them 
to see them blighted by our cold winds. But we have 
built a conservatory. — or rather our glass drawing-room, 
as we eidl it,— ^nd tnere Lilias can work among tnem to 
her heart's content. It was a great expense, but I could 
not deny myself the gratification of giving her such 
pleasure.'' 

" She has told me about it," was Marjory's low reply. 

Lilias had often described to her that wonderful birth- 
day-gift. 

Mrs. Carr's attention just now was engrossed by her son, 
who was evidently enduring great suffering from the jolt- 
ing. And so Marjory was left to herself for a little, and in 
a few minutes an abrupt turn in the road brought ihem to 
Mavisbank. 

The gate stood wide open, and the empty dog-cart was 
before the door. A smooth, green lawn, with a belt of 
evergreens, was in front, and a wide carriage-drive brought 
them to the portico. The heavy oak door, thickly studded 
with nails, was thrown back, and Lilias and Mr. Went- 
worth were on the threshold, waiting for them. 

"Welcome to Mavisbank, Marjory," she said, running 
out to meet her friend and bring her in. " Now, dear, is 
this not pleasant and home-like ?" 

Marjory started with a little natural surprise. She had 
expected to find herself in an ordinary halt or passage, but 
on crossing the threshold she found herself at once in a 
sitting-room : at least the fine old hall, with its oak panel- 
ling, had evidently been transformed into one. 

This noble room ran from front to back of the house, 
and, as Marjory afterwards discovered, occupied one entire 
wing, and was half living-room and half library. One 
side was fitted up with bookcases from the ceiling to the 
floor. A large bay circular window, with a circular cush- 
ioned seat, looked over the back lawn. A round table stood 
in the centre of the hall. Heavily-carved oak chairs, with 
lounges and couches of every oescription, filled up the 
space round the grand old fireplace. Some pine knots had 
just been fiung on the bright coal fire, and merrily splut- 
tered as the sparks flew up the chimney. A little sq^uare 
testable stood in one corner, and the china and silver 
gleamed in the ruddy light. 

" Mother, mother, does not Cosey-Nook look delicious !" 
cried Lilias, looking delightedly round her. "Do you 
know, Marjory, I always call this hall Cosey-Nook. We 
never sit anywhere else of an evening: do we, mother? 
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There Ib my piano, and that is Barry's special ooadi ; and 
this is mother's chair, and her little work-table and daven- 
port ; and these are my private belongings/' pointing to 
similar articles of furniture on the opposite side. " Look 
how nicely that screen shuts off the staircase and passage 
and keeps out all draughts. Don't be shocked. Marjory, 
when I tell you we have no drawing-room, — ^mother and I 
abhor the word, — ^no boudoir, no morning-room, no private 
sitting-room at all. There is only the dining-room, rather 
a small, dull apartment, and Barry's room, when he wants 
to study and be disagreeable, — ^I gbM all hermits disa^^ree- 
able, — and my dear conservatory. The rest are just kitch- 
ens and offices." 

*'0h, Lilias, you chatterbox, do be quiet a moment, and 
let Marjory take in her new surroundings," exclaimed 
Mrs. Carr, who had seated herself tranquilly in one of the 
hijzh-backed chairs by the fire. Mr. Wentworth had gone 
off with Fleming to assist Barry to his own room, for he 
wished to retire at onCe; and the three ladies were left 
alone. 

''Now, mother," persisted Lilias, ''how am I to keep 
quiet? I am Jiist ready to sing with joy at being at home 
again. Marjory, why will you stand at that window, 
when I want to show you the conservatory before it is 
dark?" 

" One moment," pleaded Marloiy. She was standing in 
the bay, looking out as though rascinated by the unex- 
pected view. Tnere was no garden at all. A narrow 
gravel walk ran under the windows, and beyond, a smooth 
expanse of turf, like a miniature field, only without fences 
of any kind, led into the woods. Absolutely nothing be- 
fore her eyes except this lawn, and dark hanging woods 
that seemed to climb up the hill-side. 

"Well, Marjory," coming to her side, "what do you 
think of the Mavis woods? Is not that better than a con- 
ventional park or fiower-garden ?" 

" It is beautiful, but it is a little gloomy too," returned 
Marjory, doubtfully. "On a summer afternoon I can 
imagine no prospect more beautiful than those woods. 
It must be delightfiil lust to put on one's hat and stroll 
across the grass and find a cool shady nook under those 
trees." 

"Well?" interrogatively; "and what objection hes 
behind that grudging speech of yours?" 

"It is just this," returned Marjory. "In spring and 
summer there can be nothing more beautiAil ; out in au- 
tumnal twilight or winter nights I can fancy how dark 
and gloomy those woods must look. If I lived here," 
with a slight shudder, "I am sure I should conjure up 
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weird shapes gliding out from between the trees and 
ooniing over the grass to press shadowy faces against this 
window." 

liilias laughed merrily. 

''Oh, my dear, what an imagination you have! I am 
sure you could write a collection of hornble ghostnstories. 
I must ask Hurrell to tell you some. Oh, of course it is 
deliciously gloomy here, especially on wet October even- 
ings. There is nothing I Qke better than to stand here 
and watch the drip, dnp of the rain on the sodden grass, 
or to listen to the branches crackling and waving in a 
strong wind, and^ just as I begin to feel nice and creepv, 
as the children say, to turn round and see Cosey-Nook, 
with mother sitting at her litUe teartable, and Barry 
dozing, and the bright firelight leaping in every corner 
of the dear old hall." 

"Well, Lilias, after that description, I certainly think 
you possess a vivid imagination yourself." 

" You are quite right, Miss Deane," observed Mr. Went- 
worth. who had drawn near the girls unobserved. " Miss 
Carr is horribly superstitious. She quite believes old 
wives' stories about apparitions. The boggle, the swath. — 
or swarf, as they call it in Northumberland,— or the wraiih, 
or wauf, or fetch, or whatever you like to name it, is quite 
& creed with her. She will tell you quite seriously, — 

" * A boggle'B been seen wl' twae heeds 

(liord help ns J) ayont Wuilycar'us, 
Wl' twae saucer-een and a tail ; 

They dn say It's aold Jobby Barras.' " 

'' Hurrell !" remonstrated Lilias ; but her pout was lost 
in the gathering twilight. But nevertheless she whis- 
X)ered to Maijory, " I will get him to tell you one of his 
nonsensical tales as we have our tea ; it is too late to see 
!ihe conservatory to-night, and he talks the dialect so 
well." 

''Come, Lilias," exclaimed Mrs. Carr at this point, "I 
am waiting to give you and Maijory some tea ; and then 
you must take her uiHStairs and snow her her room." 

" Miss Deane," observed Mr. Wentworth, as he handed 
her her cup, and then helped himself, '^of course our good 
friends here have told you Mavisbank is haunted?" 

"Now, Hurrell," interrupted Mrs. Carr, smiling, " I will 
not have any nonsense put into our young guest's head. 
It is nothing of the kind, Marjory." 

"How about that man of dark complexion that was 
seen to glide down the wood-path, and towards the house, 
and then silently disapx>eared?" commenced Mr. Went- 
worth, in rather a hollow voice. 
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But, aa Mrs. Garr shook her head and pretended to 
A*own, he changed his tone to a more sprightly one, and 
asked Marjory in a comical manner if she had ever heard 
of a boggle<le-boo. 

**No, mdeed," returned Marjory, much amused; "bat 
I suppose it is a sort of ^host.'' 

'^ 1 am rather learned on the subject, as Miss Oarr will 
tell you : so I can inform you that boggle-de-boo may be 
translated as ' the spirit of fear.' We all have our private 
boggles. Miss Deane,— our skeleton in the cupboard, as you 
may term it. A clergyman once gave a good illustration 
of * bo.' And, by the bye, I may as well inform you that 
he mentioned that Boa is the name of the principal di- 
vinity of the northern people (Tungusians and Ostiaks). 
I hope you ladies will not And my learning too overpower- 
ing." 

Mrs. Oarr smiled at him benevolently, and Lilias whis- 
pered, wickedly, — 

"He is going to be ridiculous: he alwavs begins like 
that.^' Then, aloud, "Well, Hurrell, what about this mys- 
terious * bo' ?'' 

"Once upon a time," began Hurrell, solemnly, "at a 
place lying to the northeast of Kendal, a man and his son 
were breaking in a mare. ' Do you tnink, noo,' said the 
lad to his father, * et meyar ill nit boggle?' * Neyah,' said 
the old man, * she'll boggle nin, nit she : but we can try 
her. Gang thee thee ways, and git ahlnt a yat— stoop, en 
141 git on t' meyar, en ride her through t' gap-stead: en 
just as I's gangin' til 't rear thee oot, and shout " Bo !'' en 
if she stands that, she'll stand out.' The lad did as he was 
told, and the old man rode the mare very quietly towards 
tlie gateway. When he had approached within a few 
yards, out popped the lad, with nis dirty cap over his 
head, and shouted * Bo I' Away went the mare across the 
field, and down fell the old man with a * soss' (happily not 
iriucn worse for his tumble). * Ods, wile licht o' tnee, thoo 
lile varmint I' said he ; 'thoo boes with neyah judgment at 
a' : thoo mud ha idlt thee fadder.' " 

It was impossible not to laugh at Marjory's mystified 
face: she evidently comprehended nothing; but Lilias 
clapped her hands applaudingly. 

"1 call that deliciously ridiculous ; but of course it is not 
original. Maijory, Hurrell will have to give you lessons in 
the dialect, or you will not comprehend the raciness of his 
anecdotes. You see, my dear, tne moral of the tale is that 
we must always use judjgment when we want to test people 
or things : as tne old man remarked, ' thoo boes with neyah 
Judgment at a'.' " 

"JNevermlnd, Miss Deane," returned Mr. Wentworth* 
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" my mother is the person to enlighten your mind on all 
Borts of curious customs and superstitions prevalent in 
these partSj not so very long ago. She will tell you all 
about Carhng Sunday, and Martingale Cherry Sunday, 
and Longthwaite Plum Sunday, and the Kumwinning, 
and All Hallow E'en, and * the first of May, that is shaking- 
bottle day.' " 

** Now, Hurrell," observed Mrs. Carr, seriously, " I do 
protest against all this talk to-night. Lilias, you are very 
naughty to encourage him ; but I think you are just *fey' 
this evening, and there is no stemming the tide of your 
nonsense : Marjory is beginning to look quite tired." 

Lilias rose at once, but, to Marjory's surprise, she turned 
suddenly grave. 

"Mother darling, I wish you had not used that word." 

" What word, dearest?" 

" * Fey,' — ^you know what it means : people are fey when 
they are in their highest wildest spirits, just before some- 
thinghappens : I have read that in some book." 

"Why, Lilias,"— half chidingly,— " how absurd!" but 
Mr. Wentworth interrupted her. 

"What did I tell you?" he returned, looking at Marjory 
with much solemnity : "after that, I suppose you will al- 
low somebody is superstitious with a vengeance. I think 
I shall have to tell my tale over again, Lilias, as you cer- 
tainly have not taken my lesson : * thoo boes with neyah 
judgment at a' ;' " at which ridiculous climax Lilias's 
gravity disappeared, and her dimples came into play. 

"Come, Marjory," she said^ linking her arm in her 
friend's, "we will leave those two to entertain each other." 
But directly they were behind the screen, and in a short 
passage that seemed lit by some distant glimmer, she said, 
in a low voice, "I am afraid I am superstitious, in spite of 
my disbelief in boggles or bogies of any kind. And mother 
and Hurrell often laugh at me, but 1 do hate that word 
* fey ;' it always makes me shiver, and I think I have felt 
happier than usual to-night." 

"Dear Lilias," returned Marjory, with some emotion, 
" I hope you will always be happy : no one more deserves 
to be.'' 

"Thanks, dear," she replied, wondering a little why 
Marjory's voice shook so. "Now, look here; this is the 
dining-room : it is rather small and dull in the daytime, 
but just now, with a bright fire, and those white china 
lamps, it looks snug enough. Barry's sitting-room — or 
study, as the poor boy calls it — ^leads out of it. The door is 
hidden by that Chinese screen : we have screens in nearly 
every room, because of the draughts in winter. Now, 
Marjory, just peep in my dear conservatory : it is not large, 
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but 80 pretty, and in this foint light it is really quite plo* 
turesque." 

She opened a glass door as she spoke, at the end of the 
narrow passage, and Maijory immediately felt a rush of 
soented warm air. The uncertain light just penetrated 
through the glass roof and showed ner dark climbing 

giants round slender pillars, and a background of colorless 
owers. There was a soft trickle of a miniature fountain, 
and she could see bamboo seats and a little round table. 

'^ Mother sits here sometimes in the winter, when I am 
hard at work among the ferns and plants. It is so warm, 
and light, and pleasant. When I have much to do, Hur- 
rell often comes over to help me." 

**Mr. Wentworth seems very nice and amusing," haz- 
arded Marjory, feeling she was treading on delicate ground. 

"Oh, yes, he is amusing enough sometimes," answered 
Lilias, without a moment's hesitation. " He is so glad to 
get us back that he is in capital spirits to-night. You must 
go over with me to-morrow to see his mother. She would 
never forgive me if I missed a day on first coming home. 
She is nice, too. and I am sure you will say so ; but she is 
rather old-fashioned, and Just a uttle prim and precise. It 
is funny, but some married people are rather om-maidish." 

They had reached the top of the staircase by this time, 
and Lilias interrupted herself to point out the different 
rooms as they passed them. 

" That is Barry's room, and Fleming sleeps in the dress- 
ing-room; this is mother's, and mine is next to it: we 
have a door of communication between our rooms. Yours 
is just opposite, across the passage. I would not k^t mother 
put you into the big spare room. This is so much cosier, 
and you are nearer us both." 

" ft was kind of you to think of that," returned Marjory, 
grateftiUy, as they entered the pleasant room, rosy with 
firelight. It was certainly not large, but it was furnished 
very prettily : a low couch stood by the fire on one side, 
and an easy-chair and table on the other ; cretonne curtains 
hung over the window. As Marjory was about to draw 
them aside, Lilias caught her hand. 

" Undraw them when the morning comes," she said, with 
a little laugh. " Your window is lust over the bay, and so 
you have the same prospect and lookout on the Mavis 
woods. It is a little gloomy at night, as you say, and espe- 
cially mysterious when the moon sets beliina the wood, 
and all sorts of shadows seem to hide among the trees. 
Now, Marjory, we have wasted so much time in Cosey- 
Nook — I always do, you know — ^that we shall have barely 
time to dress ror supper : it is too late to call it dinner. 1 
win send £knma to nelp you ; you will find her very us»> 
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ftil. EUifl always waits on us. Now, good-by for the present 
I dare say you are tired to death of my chattering." And, 
with a hasfy kiss, Lilias ran out of the room. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

THE SEAT IN THE WOOD. 

A cuBious feeling came over Marjory as Lilias closed 
the door, — a sudden weariness and sensation of giddiness. 

She had sustained her part well since her entrance into 
the house more than an hour ago, — had talked and laughed 
with the others without much conscious effort,— but all at 
once her strength seemed to forsake her. 

When Emma, the rosy-cheeked housemaid, came to vol- 
unteer her services, she round Miss Deane kneeling beside 
her trunk, with a face as colorless as her own apron, as she 
informed the housekeeper afterwards, and complaining of 
giddiness. 

" If I were you, miss," observed Emma, good-naturedly, 
" I would lust put myself on that sofa, and leave me to do 
the unpacking. It is the long journey : it often tumi» 
folks giddy unless they are used to it. I will bring you 
some supper and willing, miss, if you don't feel fit to go 
down again to-night." 

"Will they not think it strange?" asked Maijory, 
faintly ; her head was beginning to throb, and she felt as 
though any more exertion were impossible. 

** Folks always please themselves at Mavisbank," re- 
plied Emma, in a voice of cheerfiil assurance : " I have 
often heard the mistress call it Liberty Hall. But there, 
I will ask Miss Lilias, and she will soon set your mind at 
rest." 

And, without waiting for permission, Emma tripped 
away ; and in a few minutes Lilias came in with a very 
remorseful face. 

** Oh, Marjory, I am so sorry I" she began. " It was all 
my foolish chatter, and making Hurrell talk so, that has 
tired you. Of course, you i)oor dear, you have had all that 
journey from Moororidge while we were comfortably 
breakfasting at St. Pancras Hotel ; and I ought to have 
remembered that, and have taken you straight to your 
room to rest." 

"Oh, never mind, if you will only excuse me coming 
down this evening," returned Marjory. 

" Oh, but I do mind !" persisted Lilias. " Mother wiU 

18 
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Boold me, and I deserve it. Now. dear, if you will take my 
advice you will just go to bed. ana leave Emma to do every- 
thing for you. A good night's rest will set you up." And, 
as Marjory promised to follow these injunctions faithfully, 
Lilias consented to leave her. 

It was impossible for her to do justice to the tempting 
supper that Emma presently brought to her ; but the glass 
of champagne seemed to revive her strangely. Kmma, 
who certainly had a voluble tongue, as well as brisk, capa- 
ble hands, informed her that "Mr. Wentworth had in- 
sisted that the mistress should send Fleming to the cellar 
for some champagne ; and he had made Miss Lilias have 
some too. Miss Deane was to drink every drop, — ^that was 
his message. — ^it would soon cure her headache, and send 
her to sleep." And, to Marjory's surprise, it certainly had 
this effect ; for, instead of lying awake for hours, revolving 
all sorts of dismal thoughts, no sooner had she laid her 
tired head on the lavender-scented pillows than she fell 
into a sound sleep. 

She did not even wake when, some two hours later, a tall 
figure in a gray wrapper stole softly into her room and 
looked at her by the light of the dying fire ; nor did she 
hear the brief conversation outside her door. 

'* She is fast asleep, Lilias, and I expect will rest until 
morning. She was just tired out, poor child ! We must 
take more care of her. She loolis very pretty asleep, and 
her hair is magnificent ; but I wonder wny her face seems 
to remind me of some one : it is so strange when one can- 
not trace a resemblance." 

"How often you have said that, mother, since you first 
knew Marjory I You will soon get as fond of her as I am. 
Hurrell thinks her very handsome, but not his style. I 
am sure she was very merry with us in Cosey-Nook ; and 
yet he will have it that she lool^ unhappy." 

" I have often thought so too. No, of course she is not 
HurrelPs style : his head is too full of somebody else. Why 
do you blush, darling? Poor Hurrell, I pity him from my 
heart I I wonder he can care so for an ungrateful girl ; but 
now we are both too tired to talk any longer. Come into 
my room, dearest, and we will read our chapter together." 

Marjory, who was young and healthy, woke early the 
next morning, feeling rested and refreshed by her long 
sleep. For a moment her strange surroundings puzzled 
her, for she had fancied herself in her own room at Mur- 
rel's End; but, as full consciousness returned, she sprang 
from the bed and undrew the curtains, feeling the semi- 
darkness and closeness of the room intolerable. As she 
did so, a low exclamation burst from her lips. 

The sun was shining; blackbirds and thrushes wert 
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hopping across the dewy lawn ; the twittering of Innu- 
merable birds sounded from the woods, that no longer 
looked dark and gloomy in the fresh morning light. 
From her window she could see plainly a narrow sfeep 
path with a bench placed under the trees. She longed to 
find her way to it, it looked so shady and inviting. She 
would dress herself as quickly as possible and go out. She 
would have at least an hour to nerself before the nine 
o'clock breakfast. "I wish I could paint those spring 
tints," she thought, regretfully, as her eyes wandered over 
the hillngide with ire wealth of foliage, and listened to the 
faint soughing as the wind rippled tne myriad of leaves. 
** If Nellie were here, she would sketch from morning till 
night. But I am no artist, as Anne says. Lilias paints, 
— she told me so, — ^and she used to make such pretty 
sketches at Whitecliffe. I wish I had not been so idle 
while I was young. Anne was not half strict enough 
with me." 

Enuna's eyes grew round with surprise when she entered 
with the little tea-tray and can of not water, and found 
Miss Deane sitting by the window, fully dressed. 

"You must be rested, to be sure, miss," she observed, 
with an admiring glance at Marjory's morning dress. " it 
is only Just eight, and Miss Lilias is not awake yet ; and 
Mr. Barry has had a poor night, and has gone off to sleep. 
Fleming says it will be a good nour or more before break- 
fast, so you will be glad of your tea," placing it on a little 
round table at Marjory's side. 

Maijorv thankea her, and Emma withdrew. But when 
she had finished her cup of tea she determined to obey her 
impulse and find out the woodland ][»ath. There is some- 
thing alluring in wandering alone m fresh places before 
one's world seems fully awake. Marjory felt as though she 
and the birds had it all to themselves, as she crossed the 
wet grass and entered the wood. Mavisbank looked more 
picturesque from this side than from any other. One or 
two bay windows had been thrown out. and the conserva- 
tory had been built, and the entire back of the house was 
covered with Virginia creeper. Evidently the woods shel- 
tered it on this side, and it was less bleak and exposed than 
in the front. 

"It would make a lovely sketch from here," thought 
Ma^orv. " I must ask Lilias to take one for me : the front 
of the nouse is rather bare." 

And then she turned, and went slowly up the path, paus- 
ing every now and then to examine the hooded ferns that 
nestled at the tree-roots, or to hunt for the flbpst tiny prim- 
roses that were beginning to show themselves. In another 
week or two, Lilias had told her, the woods would be cov- 
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ered with them: and already they were opening theb 
pale-yellow buds in sheltered nooks. 

As Marjory came up to the bench, she thought she heard 
the souna of knocking or hammering a little higher up. 
Perhaps some woodman was at work felling trees or cut- 
ting down the brushwood, which certainly grew a little too 
thick in some parts ; and naif in curiosity she tracked the 
sound, — human labor always possessing an interest to her. 

She came presently to a little dell, an open space carpeted 
with springy moss, with a tiny stream running through 
it, flowing over smooth gray ooulders which checked it 
every now and then, forming miniature cascades and small 
transparent pools, with tiny glittering pebbles at the bot- 
tom. An old mossy log spanned the rivulet at one part ; 
and on the banks, later on, hundreds of ferns would wave 
their cool green fronds, with broad primrose leaves grow- 
ing among them, and here and there the modest wood- 
violet. 

It was such a lovely little nook, but its silent peaceful- 
ness was already invaded. A man in a dark-blue jersey 
was hammering noisily on a rustic seat he was evidently 
maldng. His back was turned towards Marjory, and he 
was singing, at the top of a fine clear voice, a curious song 
that she had once heard. " If this be vanity — ^hip, hip, 
hurrah !** he sang. What a strange song for a woodman or 
carpenter I but as this thought passed through her mind, a 
large liver-colored collie, who had been curled up on his 
coat, suddenly sprang up with a bark, and then began to 
wag its tail ; ana as Marjory said, *' Lassie !'' in a- tone of 
astonishment, her master turned round, with a look of con- 
fusion in his good-natured face. 

"Mr. WentworthI I had no idea it was you; but of 
course I recognized Lassie. Did you sleep at Mavisbank 
last night? and what are you doing there ?^' 

"I suppose you are surprised to see me,'' he said, laugh-, 
ing. ''I am sorry I cannot shake hands with you; but 
lust look at my disreputable paws I No. I did not sleep 
here. I left my mare at the bottom of the hilL I hope 
you are more rested. Miss Deane. You are not quite such 
an early riser as I am ; but you are out betimes." 

" You have ridden over from Thorpe I" she said, with a 
little staccato in her voice. 

**Yes, and have had two hours' hard work besides. I 
am no mean carpenter, I can tell you. Miss Deane. Don't 
you think I have made a tidy Job of this seat?" 

**0h, yes; it is beautiful! And you have chosen just 
the right place for it. And what have you carved at the 
back?^' 

Mr. Wentworth flushed a little as she bent over to read 
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the inscription that he had cut out in the wood. '' For 
liilias,'' it said ; and Maijory colored up with quick sym- 



pat^. 



'' It is a surprise,'' he returned, driving in a long nail as 
he spoke. "We have had so much rain, or I should have 
flnisned it a week ago. You have stolen a march on me ; 
but you must not betray me,'' trying to speak carelessly. 

'^ It is a kind thought. lalias will be so pleased," she 
answered, wishful to set him at his ease, for it must be an- 
noying for him that a stranger shouild come and spy upon 
him in this way. " I think you have done it very cleverly, 
and it looks most comfortable." 

" It is finished now. Will you try it. Miss Deane ?" 

But Marjory shook her head. She knew better than 
that. 

* ^ Lilias must be the first, ' ' she said, mniling. * * But how 
tired and hungry you must be, Mr. Wentworth ! Surely 
you mean to breakfast at Mavisbank?" 

" Not this morning, thank you. My mother will be wait- 
ing for me, and I am too dutiful a son to disappoint her. 
By the bye, I hear that we are to meet later on at Bed- 
laiids ; but that will not be until the afternoon. Mind ^ou 
decoy Miss Carr here, for she has set her heart on having 
a seat placed in the deU, and I know she will be pleased. 
Now, Ijassie, old girl, give me my coat, and let us go in 
search of Bay. Can you find your way back to Mavisbank, 
Miss Deime, or shall I show you your bearings?" But, as 
Marjory smilingly declined his escort, he wished her a 
cormal good-by, and, shouldering his tools, strode off with 
Lassie at his heels, whistling as merrily as a blackbird. 

' ' A fine manly fellow^ ' ' she said to herself. * * She is right, 
and he is wortny of Lilias. What trouble he must have 
taken I And the inscription is so beautifully carved in Old 
English letters, * For Lilias.' She must be hard to please 
indeed, if such an attention fails to touch her !" 

" Maijory I Maijory !' exclaimed Lilias's voice at this min- 
ute ; and there was the girl running to meet her, with the 
sunshine falling on her uncovered hair. ^ * Oh, you naughty 
child I Emma saw you go in this direction, but I never 
thouffht you would wander so far." 

*' You will catch cold, Lilias I You see I have my hat 
and jacket. I am not used to your climate yet. It was so 
charming in the wood, I went on and lost myself. I won- 
der you could find me." 

" I thought I heard voices ; but I must have been mis- 
taken." she returned, in a puzzled tone. " I could have de- 

claredi I heard Lassie's bark. Oh, Marjory " suddenly 

breaking off as she caught sight of the pretty rustic seat ; 
and then, without another word, she went up to it. 
• IS* 
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Marjory took no notice. She stooped and gathered A 
violet, and then went leisurely down by the stream, tumins 
her back upon Lilias as she stood before the seat, as though 
transfixed. She hummed a little song aloud as the other 
girl at last Joined her. A swift sidelong glance showed 
her that there were tears in Lilias's eyes, but Marjory took 
no notice. She was looking straight before her, and sink- 
ing softly a stanza that haunted her : 

" 'All Is vanity, vanity/ 
A wise man said to me. 
I pressed my true love's yielding hand. 
And answered firank and firee." 

"Marjory!'' exclaimed Lilias, in an astonished voicBy 
" where have you heard that song ?" 

" * If this be vanity, who'd be wise ?' " chanted Maijory, 
rather more loudly. " * Vanity let it be I' " 

" MMiory !" pouted Lilias, **are you crazy this morn- 
ing? That is HurrelPs song. I never heard any one else 
sing it." 

"To be sure." returned the girl, quite unmoved; " and 
he sings it well, too. — * If this be vanity— hip, hip, hurrah !' 
— I assure you : wiih a fine echo, it sounded well all down 
the hill-side." 

"Do you mean that Hurrell has been here?" asked 
Lilias, a little breathlessly. "Was that the meaning of 
the voices I heard ? How stupid I am I Of course it was 
Lassie's bark. And what have you done with the poor 
fellow ? and why did you not bring him back to break- 
fast?" 

" My dear, what a string of questions ! I think I shall 
ask some in my turn. Are you not charmed with that 
rustic seat ? and are not those quaint old English charac- 
ters lovely? * For Lilias.' I will never speak against the 
nineteentn-century young men again ; or, if I do, I will 
tell every one that there are exceptions, — that I have seen 
with my own eyes a young man who certainly sings well, 
and can whistle like a blackbird, working like a carpenter 

before the world was awake, io surprise " Marjory 

checked herself abruptly ; she was going to say " his lady- 
love," but she substituted "a friend," which soanded 
tame,— only Lilias understood her, and her fair face was 
instantly suffused with a deep blush. 

" Oh, Marjorv, I wish you would not tease so I Just tell 
me seriously what you really saw." 

" My dear, I saw there would be hundreds of ferns pres- 
ently in your mossy dell, only they were all curled up in 
their rusty old hoods, like begging friars, all arcold ; and I 
saw thousands of primrose leaves, and one or two tiny 
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prlmroeeB, like yellow eyes in the moss, and a violet ;" and, 
as Ijilias uttered a pettish '*' Pshaw I" ^* Oh, I forgot. There 
waa a good-looking fellow, a woodman, in a dark-blue 
blouse or jersey, and a collie curled up on his coat, and he 
^was singing, * if this be vanity — hip, nip, hurrah ! — vanity 
let it be !' '' But, instead of listening any more, Lilias sud- 
denly started from her side, and was running over the 
grass towards the house like a lapwing ; and Marjory, look- 
ing all at once as grave as a judge, followed her demurely. 
It viras a surprise to Marjory to find that breakfast was 
laid in Cosey-Nook ; but she heard afterwards that only 
luncbeon and dinner were served in the dining-room. 

Tbe old hall looked as quaint and comfortable as ever in 
tbe morning light. A large fire blazed in the old-fashioned 
grate, i^hich looked as though it would have held a quarter 
of a ton of coals. A beautiful tiger-skin lay before it, and a 
Turkey carpet filled up the centre of the dark oak fioor. 
The front door stood open, and as Marjoiy took her place 
at tbe round table she could look across the lawn and be- 
yond it at St. Kilda's Castle, with the sun shining through 
its ivy-mantled archway and ruined towers. 

Mrs. Carr had greeted Marjory kindly, and had asked if 
«he were rested ; and then, as Lilias poured out the cofl'ee 
and assisted Fleming to prepare a breakfast-tray for Barry, 
she sat opening her businessletters and papers. She lookeci 
a little grave and preoccupied over jbhem. and took no part 
in the conversation that was carried on between the girls, 
until Liilias roused her gently. 

** Mother dear, I know you will be dreadfully busy this 
morning, and I suppose some of the tenants will be up by 
and by ; so I will take Marjory out ; and after luncheon we 
are going over to Bedlands." 

** Yes. dearest,'' returned Mrs. Carr, quietly, "I think 
that will be best. Barry will be down here presently, and 
we shall have some business to settle together. I expect 
we shall have a relay of visitors until luncheon. Mr. 
Moore will certainly call." 

** Then you shall be left to hold your court in peace, like 
a dignified chatelaine,'' returned Lilias, kissing ner hand. 
** Would not my mother have made a splendid ch&telaine 
of some old feudal castle in the Middle Ages. Marjory? I 
can fancy her, when the portcullis was raised, and the 
wounded knights were brought in, coming down the 
court-yard with her damsels oehind her, and her keys 
Jingling from her girdle, ready to bind up wounds, or 

reward the victor, or " 

" Nonsense, you madcap !" returned Mrs. Carr, smiling : 
" I should not have done for the Middle Ages at all. If 
luatorians are correct, tiie mediseval lady spent her day iii 
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Bpinninff and working tapeetay and culline herb^for •ixn« 
mes. Sne saw the world through a loophole in her tower. 
That sort of existence would not suit my aetive mrnd at 
all." 

*^But you would have looked so lovely in a hood, and 
wimple," returned Lilias, playftilly. " Marjory, I am liali 
inclined to put you in the cushioned recess in that bay- 
window : you would know then how the Mavisbank courts 
are held. Mother will sit in that high-backed chair, look- 
ing like a queen ; and the farmers — ^her tenants, you know, 
or rather Barry's — ^will come up, and pull dirty bank-notes 
out of their pockets, and mother will talk to them about 
their families and farms. And some of the answers would 
astonish you. especially if the cottagers came up. They 
will tell mother that ^lile Geordie nas a sair need,' or 

* they're starvt amyast, because Short-horn gives lile milk,' 
or * their fence is broken, and titter it's dune an better,' or 

* it is gradely weather,' or * it keeps haddering and rain- 
ing, and they have left the bit lad to sit i'th' hoos' — ^and 
so on." 

Mrs. Carr shook her head with an indulgent smile. 
'^ You are just like a little purling brook, Liilias. Marjory 
will wonder at your nonsense." 

*^ Marjory can talk nonsense herself," returned Liilias, 
with a sudden flash from her hazel eyes. "She is only 
well-behaved before yovi, mother. Well, I see no one ap- 
preciates my wit, so 1 will run up to Barry, and then Mar- 
Iory shall be introduced to St. Kilda's." And, so saying, 
jihas disappeared behind the Japanese screen, and they 
could hear ner singing in the distance, " If this oe vaniti^— 
hip, hip, hurrah !— vanity let it be !" 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

'' DB. MABGABET AINSIiUB." 

*' Is she not a darling !" observed Mrs. Carr, fondly, a* 
she rose from the table ; but as she looked up at Marjory 
she. was startled at the look of pain in the girl's eyes,— 
they were fixed on her so strangely, she thought. 

"I do not wonder that you love her so dearly," re- 
turned Marjory, in a set, nard voice; "she is so very 
winning." 

"I hope I do not love her too much," waa the low 
answer. "We are to keep ourselves from idols, Marjory: 
to not that what our Bible teaches us ? Sometimes I nAr 
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T am too much wrapped up in my children. I cannot 
imagine any h^piness without them. Barry is like me, 
tlieyBay: but liilias takes after her father: she has her 
fatner'o eyes. They are very uncommon, those soft golden- 
hazel eves, and you seldom see them with that fair hair. 
Her father had fair hair too." 

"So had Mrs. Chard's husband," returned Marjory, 
shortly. The words leaped out without her will. She 
stopped in some confusion as soon as she had uttered 
them. 

"Robert Deane ! You mean your father, dear, do you 
not?" in a surprised tone. "Yes, it was strange he was 
so like my Phihp, but only in coloring. My husband was 
far handsomer. I wonder whether you will let me give 
you a hint. Marjory? I have npt known you long, my 
dear, but I have grown very fond of you : all Lilias's 
friends are mine too. But there seems such sympathy 
between us." 

"You may speak to me as though I were your own 
daughter," returned Marjory, in a low, a very low voice ; 
but her eyes were hidden under their long lashes. 

"ThanK you, mv dear. Then I will venture to give 
you this hint: Why do you call your mother Mrs. 
Chard ? Poor Miriam ! I know she has her faults, but her 
child should not disown her. I never hear you call her 
mother." 
A dark flush rose to the girPs face. 
"I cannot tell you the reason," she almost whispered. 
"Please do not speak of her to me. Let me forget her ex- 
istence !" 

" Marjory," in a shocked voice, " my child, do you know 
what you are saying? Forget your mother's existence !" 

Marjory raised her eyes and fixed them on Mrs. Carr's 
face. Their look of agony haunted her long afterwards. 
They were like the eyes of some tortured animal, she 
thought, that longed to tell the source of its pain. 

It was too much for Mrs. Carr's soft heart, and she drew 
the girl towards her gently, and kissed her on her forehead. 
"Don't look so, Marjory, my dear. What pains you? 
Can I help you in anything? Poor Miriam ! Perhaps you 
have some reason. I am sure yours is not a hard nature." 
" If it were I should suffer less," returned Marjory, pas- 
sionately. " Dear Mrs. Carr, do not condemn me. If you 
knew all, you would hold me guiltless. I am not in fault. 
Indeed, it is my misfortune that fate has linked us to- 
gether, her and me. You would pity me if you knew all." 
" Will you tell me, dear ?" 

"Yes, one day— some day I will tell you. but not now," 
ihe rttturjOied, in the same agitated voice. " Try to love me 
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If you can : no one requires love more. Hush ! there is 
Lilias. Let me go, or she will see sometliing is the mat- 
ter." And Marjory walked quickly to the open door, and 
went across the lawn ^ hoping the spring air would cool her 
burning face. If Lihas could see her shaking hands, and 
knew how her heart was beating, what would she think? 
But Mrs. Carr, with quiet tact, detained the girl for some 
minutes beside her. 

" Lilias," she said, when she had finished talking ovei 
some domestic arrangement, " I think your friend ELurrell 
was right. I am sure Marjory has some secret cause for 
unhappiness." 

"Mother," burst out Lilias, " what can make you think 
so? Marjory has been as merry as possible this morning ; 
she is so rail of fun and spirits. It is only with you that 
she is sometimes a little grave, and yet I know she is fond 
of vou." 

"Then she has not confided in vou, Lilias?" 

"No," — ^in a pondering tone. "She once told me that 
she did not love her mother, and certainly Marjory cannot 
well be proud of poor Miriam. Marjory is not very good 
to her, I Know ; but she is always talking about her adopted 
mother, Miss Frere, and that nice Mr. Frere. I do not 
think Mairiory is so much to be pitied, after all. I fancy 
that Miss Frere must be a sweet woman." 

" You are so innocent, my darling," returned Mrs. Carr, 
a little sadly. " Marjory knows more of life than you. I 
am of HurrelPs opinion, that, young as she is^ she has ex- 
perienced some great sorrow. Poor child, she is very aflfeo- 
tionate. We must be kind to her, and do all we can to 
make her happy." 

"Oh, yes," returned Lilias, cheerfully. "I know few 
girls are so happy as I am ; but then they have not got my 
mother." 

"Nor Hurrell either," returned Mrs. Carr, a little mis- 
chievously; but her manner changed into pleased attention 
as Lilias wnispered the little secret of the morning, — ^how 
she had found Manory in the dell, and the rustic seat with 
the carved inscription. "For Lilias." 

" Was it not good or him, mother?" she finished, with a 
bright, varying blush. 

" So good that I think Hurrell ought to have his reward," 
was the meaning answer, which had the effect of sending 
Lilias to the door to look for Marjory. And in another ten 
minutes the two girls were walking down the main street 
of St. Ealda, talking to each other as usual,— only Marjory's 
face was still flushed, and her brown eyes had a misty look 
in them. 

"Now, Maxjory," began Lilias, "I always told you 8k 
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JSllda is very bleak and ugly, so you will not expect to see 
a pretty village, will you ?" 

Marjory owned that Lilias had given her a true descrip- 
tion as she looked down the long, straggling street, with 
grav houses on either side in dull uniform monotony, only 
broken by a few meagre-looking shops and the portico of 
the Black Bull Inn, and one house, with a bay-window, 
looking rather more cheerful than ihe others, with "Dr. 
Ainslie'' written on the brass plate. 

"Do you mind if we go in here for a few minutes?" 
asked Ijilias. "I want to speak to Margaret Ainslie. I 
have been matching some wools for her in liondon." And, 
as Marjory had no ol^ection to make to this reasonable 
request, Lolias knocked somewhat loudly. 

The maid asked them into a cosey parlor looking out on 
the street. A Greek Testament, with a dictionary beside 
it, lay open on the table ; a medical treatise, some writing- 
materials, and a knitting-basket out of which a dark-blue 
stocking protruded gave an impression of cultivated in- 
dustry. But, before Marjory could do more than notice aU 
these details, a tall, vigorous-looking young woman, with 
dark hair and spectacles, made her appearance, and at 
once kissed Lilias and shook hands cordially with Maijory. 

" My dear Lilias, you are a sight for sore eyes !" she said, 
looking at the girl affectionately. "I knew something 
pleasant had happened the moment I opened my eyes this 
morning ; and when I got up, sure enough there was the 
smoke curling up from Cosey-Nook, and I could picture 
you all sitting there at breakfast." 

" I knew you would be glad to get us back," returned 
Lilias, who was evidently pleased with her welcome. 
" As fbr myself, I have been singing * Home, sweet Home* 
all the morning. Have I not, Maijory?" but she looked a 
little taken aback when Marjory replied, demurely, — 

" I thought * all was vanity* this morning, Lilias." 

"One cannot remember all the songs one hears," shtj 
'said, a little pettishly. "You are a provoking girl; you 
know you are. Margaret, this is a great friend of mine, 
only she behaves badly sometimes ; but then she has noi 
had my bringing up. Now, I want you both to know 
each other. Margaret is terribly learned, Maijory. She 
reads Greek, and nas studied physic, and can doctor the 
poorpeople as well as Dr. Ainslie." 

"For shame. Lilias! How can you expect any one to 
believe you ii you exaggerate so abominably? Miss 
Deane, I hope you will not credit all she says about me. 
Because I like to dabble a little in things women generally 
eschew, there is no reason why I shomd be held up as a 
■trong-minded creature. I am not a female doctor, though 
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I do learn a little from my father. I have a passioci Ibr 
making myself useful, and a little medioal Knowledge 
goes a long way in these benighted parts.'' 

"Margaret, how dare you prevaricate, you wioked wom- 
an, when you know you can read Latin and Greek quite 
fluently! Why, Marjory, she teaches the vicar's uttle 
bovs, Kaymond and Bertram." 

" I do not deny the fact," — ^with a smile that lighted up 
the plain, sensible face and made it attractive. " I have 
had a boy's education, as you know. I am sorry if I ap- 
pear egotistical. Miss Deane, but this naughty girl has put 
me on my defence. My father always had peculiar notions 
on the subject of female education. He thinks girls are 
flimsy creatures, but that their faults are owing merely to 
the false training they receive. You are the one exception 
in his eyes, Lilias." 

" Except Katie Stallard." 

" Oh, 1 forgot that little person," returned Miss Ainslie, 
good-humoredly . * ^ He certainly tolerates her, but she gets 
lectured sometimes. I found her half ciying one day be- 
cause my father had been scolding her tot being a gover- 
ness and not knowing Latin. She takes lessons from me 
regularly now three times a week." 

"Poor Margaret! how busy you must beP' observed 
Lilias, in a pitying voice. 

" Margaret would be more to be pitied if she had not 
plenty of hard work. But, Lilias, you have twice inter- 
rupted me, and I wanted to tell Miss Deane how my father 
taught me. My poor mother was not allowed a voice in 
the matter of my education. I never had a thimble on 
until I was twelve. Arithmetic, algebra^ Latin, and Greek, 
with history and geography thrown in, were my only 
studies; botany and anatomy followed. I have taught 
myself to read French during the last few years, and now 
Miss Stallard helps me with the pronunciation and gram- 
mar. I do not know a note of music. We have no instru- 
ment in the house, but I think I should have liked it. I 
am rather a poor needlewoman, as you may imagine ; but 
I am not too proud to learn, and Mrs. Moore gives me les- 
sons in menaing when I go to the Vicarage. After my 
mother's death I learned to cook and manage the house, as 
we have only one servant, and. thoush my father always 
grumbles when he sees me in ihe kitchen, his grumbling 
means nothing." 

" Do you live here alone with your father?" asked Mar- 
jory, who was beginning to feel some interest in this intel- 
ligent woman. 

"Yes, but we are never dull," was the bright answer. 
" I dare say, being a stranger, you think St. mlda \a not a 
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Vtvfly place. With the exeeption of the Carrs and Moores, 
we nave no educated neighbors. My friends are all of the 
lower class. You need not look shocked, Lilias: I am 
really v^y fond of my poor neighbors. I do not think I 
was made for society, I need it so little." 

*'Mrs. Wentworth is always complaining that she sees 
so little of you," pouted Lilias. 

A slight cnange was perceptible in Miss Ainslie's manner, 
and there was a moment's hesitation before she answered, 
in rather a constrained voice, — 

"She is very good, and you know I am fond of Mrs. 
Wentworth, but my time is so fully occupied. If you are 
going to the Vicarage, Idlias, would you kindly give Katie 
a message for me ? Mrs. Green, our schoolmistress, is so 
ill that I have promised to go down this afternoon and give 
the object-lesson ; and after that I must look after my pa- 
tient, George Sparkes. He had a broken head yesterday, 
and, as my father was not to be found, I plastered it up for 
liim, and " But here Lilias's dear, silvery laugh in- 
terrupted her. 

**Dr. Margaret Ainslie. It sounds well, does it not, 
Mariory ?" 

"No, my dear, no," was the placid answer : "I have no 
ambition of that sort. If it were not for my father, I 
should not object to be trained for a medical missionary 
for Zenana work ; but as long as he lives I should never 
dream of such a thidg. There is his step outside. I must 
call him in, or he would never forgive me. Lilias is a 
privileged person in the Ainslie household, I assure you, 
Miss Deane." 

Dr. Ainslie was the counterpart of his daughter, Marjory 
thought. He was tall and sturdy-looking, had the same 
dark hair and spectacles, the same sensible, plain face, and 
he had the same sweet smile that irradiated Margaret's 
face so pleasantly. Marjory thought she liked the daughter 
best. She had a fancy the doctor could be masterful, and 
perhaps obstinate ; but it was easy to see how fond they 
were of each other. 

"Well, Miss Lilias, so you've come back. Some folks, 
not ten mUes off, will be vastly pleased, I dare say." 

" Margaret was very pleased to see me. Dr. Ainslie," she 
returneof, blushing und^r his keen glance. 

" Oh, Maggie — ^1 was not meaning her," he replied, mis- 
chievously : " she always makes a fuss over people. I 
thought our young squire from Thorpe was driving rather 
near the Wharton StiEition last evening. They are a fine 
couple, the squire and his collie. He has a handsome mare, 
too. in his dogKJart." 

"Father, you must not let Lilias hinder you," observed 

It 19 
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Mb daoghter, rather hurriedly. ''Joe Ballater is wone 
his father came down again this morning." 

"Ay, *life is a stage/ as Will Shakespeare says; and we 
doctors see most of the entrances and exits of the actors. 
So Joe is worse, is he? Well, God have mercy on his 
soul !— that is what I always say when a fine young fellow 
like that takes to evil courses, and fights the devil in de- 
lirium taremens : it is not going out of Ofe in a trim, orderly 
fajE^ion. Well, well, I must say adieu, young ladies : I am 
going up to the house by and by to look after Mr. Barry." 

" i think I shall like Miss Ainslie," observed Maijory, 
when the two girls found themselves alone. "I cannot 
quite make out her age. I should say she is about thirty." 

"You are wrong. Margaret is not quite seven-and- 
twenty; but her sober, middle-aged life ages her. You 
wiU not think her plain next time you see her : her face is 
one that will grow on you. Mother and I are very fond 
of her. Mother always says she is such a noble, large- 
hearted woman. And so she is ! You have no idea, Mar- 
jory, how proud Dr. Ainslie is of her, and the blessing she 
IS to the place." 

" She seems to lead a very useful, self-denying life." 

" You would say so if you had any idea of what she gets 
through in a day. No wonder she has no time for her 
richer neighbors, and thinks she has no vocation for so- 
ciety ; though that is all rubbish. A cultivated intellectual 
woman such as she is would do credit to any society. I 
know Hurrell and Mrs. Wentworth think most highly of 
her." 

"I am afraid she will look down upon me," observed 
Marjory, disconsolately. " I waste my time dreadfully : as 
Anne says, I have no method. We girls misuse our talents, 
and let tnem rust from sheer idleness. I know I ought to 
study more." 

" Let us make resolutions, as Barry and I used to say 
when we were little. The only thin^ is, I never can make 
my resolutions last a week. Sometimes I am dreadfully 
virtuous, and get u^ early and plan out the day ; but some 
one generally contrives to upset it. If it is not Barry, it is 
mother. Some one is always wanting me." 

" That is not my excuse," returned Marjory, truthfully. 
"Anne is so good and unselfish that she never disturbs 
me for anything. She will tire herself out rather than ask 
me to do anything for her when I am practising or reading. 
Then she sets me such an admirable example of what she 
calls minor morals, or thrift in time. She hates wasting 
a minute. She manages the household, and gardens a 
good deal, and has a district, and attends the mothers' 
meetings; and yet she does' quantities of the loveliest 
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needle-work, and always finds time to do anything for 
us." 

'' I want to know your Miss Anne dreadfully. I am 
afraid she will beat my Margaret Ainslie.'' 

" Oh, they are so different ! Anne is very clever in her 
way, and says witty piquant things, but she is also softness 
ana gentleness itself; she is such a tiny creature, and has 
such a beautiful face, every one loves and admires her. 
How can they help ii?" finished Marjory, with a sudden 
break in her voice. 

" She must be very nice. I must go to MurrePs End one 
day and see her. Now, this is the Vicarage. Marjory. But 
we must first visit the church. This is tne only pretty 
snug comer in St. Kilda. The church is certainly not 
beautiftil. but it has been restored : and the new pews are 
comfortaole. I shall only stay a lew minutes with Mrs. 
Moore, as I must show you the Castle before luncheon," 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

"l DISIJKE lilGHT EYEIiASHEB." 

"I THINK it must be dreadfully cold and bleak here in 
winter," was Marjory's observation when they had recon- 
noitred the church and were descending the mght of stone 
steps that led from the church-yard to the Vicarage. 

"Well, I must allow that," was Lilias's reluctant answer : 
" Dr. Alnslie thinks it is too exposed and bracing for Barry, 
and there is some talk of our all going to Mentone or Nice 
next winter. I hope he will not talk mother into doing it : 
ugly and bleak as it is. I do love St. Kilda, and the scenery 
all round is so lovely." 

" You have frienos that you do not like to leave?" asked 
Marjory, quietly. 

"Oh, oi course; one has always friends if one is not a 
hermit," was the impatient answer ; but Lilias did not vol- 
unteer the statement to Marjory that the Wentworths 
might possibly join them if they went abroad. There had 
been much talk on the subiect, but nothing was to be de- 
cided until next October. Bany himself was not in favor 
of the plan : he had a certain hermit-like preference for 
the lonely house with its dark background of woods ; and 
he thought, like most invalids, that the fatigue of travel- 
ling counterbalanced the delights of foreign scenery and 
perpetual sunshine. But, as BDr. Wentworth was wont to 
observe, " one must not heed a sick lad's whimseys." 
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" The Vicarage is very oomfbrtable inside, bat you must 
not be over-critical about ite tidiness,'' observed Liilias, as 
they came in view of the windows. 

There was a long lawn fitted up with tennis-nets at the 
side of the house, and Uie door stood open, so that visitors 
could see the long roomy passage, with its numerous hats, 
coats, and umbrellfks. Marjory, who knew there were 
thirteen children of all sizes in the Vicarage, was not at all 
disposed to be critical : she rather expected to find the 
mistress of the household a care-worn woman, and was 
not a little surprised when a thin, active-looking person, 
with a bustling manner and a sharp voice, but not at all 
old, with rather handsome features, came into the drawing- 
room. She was well dressed, too, though Marjory, of course, 
could not know that she had been enveloped, all the morn- 
ing in a hoUand bib-apron, with her merino sleeves tucked 
well up to her shapely elbows. 

" So you are back, chUd," she observed, briskly, and her 
dark eyes glanced with sharp scrutiny at Marjory. " And 
how are your mother and Barry? Jonathan declared you 
had come back, for he saw the empty carriage coming out 
of the gate of Mavisbank ; but the (^tupid fellow had not 
the wit to ask the coachman." 

"Yes, we arrived last night. This is my friend Miss 
Deane. I have Just been showing her the church ; and of 
course the Vicarage comes next." 

" I hope you will like St. Kilda " observed Mrs. Moore, 
politely, turning to Marjory. " We cannot boast of much 
society here, but we' have plenty of nice neighbors at 
Thorpe. I suppose, Lillias," — with another needle-like 
glance, — " that you will soon introduce Miss Deane to 
Redlands?" 

" Oh, yes," returned Lilias, carelessly, but her color rose 
a little ; *' Mrs. Wentworth is very punctilious ; she would 
never forgive me if I did not pay ner a formal call the day 
after our arrival. And how are all your belongings, Mrs. 
Moore?" — turning the subject rather quickly, "is tlie 
vicar's rheumatism better? and are all the children and 
Katie well?" 

Lilias knew what she was about when she put this seem- 
ingly harmless question : the next minute Mrs. Moore 
launched into a orisk r68um& of the last few weeks ; evi- 
dently her domestic budget was full. Marjory soon became 
hopelessly confused over the multitudinous details : some 
childish epidemic had evidently run its course through the 
Vicarage. 

"Yes, indeed," observed Mrs. Moore, in her rapid, dis- 
cursive way, " we may be thankful we have Miss Stallard ; 
she is a perfect treasure. Gerard always says so ; and the 
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children are so good with her. Alick would not take his 
medicine from any one else, and Aubrey used to cry for 
her." 

"Were they all ill at once. Mrs. Moore?" asked Lilias, in 
a horrified voice, — ** all thirieen of them?" 

"Oh, dear, no ! the elder ones got well before the little 
ones took it. Ambrose and Julius must have brought it 
from school, I think. Edith and Helena came next on the 
sick-list, and then Kenneth and Bertram followed; and after 
that Cora and Bessie. Aliek was the worst, and poor Au- 
brey. The twins had it more li^tly, and baby never stayed 
in her cot a single day." 

" And you nursed them all ?" — in a wondering voice. " I 
wonder you were not ill yourself, Mrs. Moore, with fatigue 
and worry." 

*• ^ Busy people have no time to be ill, ' ' returned Mrs. Moore, 
in a gravely admonishing voice. " I never was one to give 
way ; and I had nurse and Miss Stallard to help me. Alick 
was very ill, poor lad ! Qerard and I were very anxious 
about hmi. Miss Stallard sat up with him three nights : 
she is a good creature, and Gferard is right when he says we 
have a treasure in her." 

At this moment the object of Mrs. Moore's eulogium en- 
tered the room, with a little girl hanging on each arm. 
They were solemn-looking children, with their mother's 
dark eyes, and were introduced to Marjory as the twins, 
Liois and Lily, or, as they were commonly caUed, Goosey 
and Gk)ody. Miss Stallard was a small, neat-looking girl 
of about nve-and-twenty, with fair hair and eyelashes and 
soft manners ; but Marjory, who was very observant and 
critical, took rather a dislike to her on the spot, and nuich 
astonished Lilias by saying so, the moment they had left 
the house. 

Lilias put up her eyebrows in some perplexity. 

" You do not Uke Katie I" she observed, hardly believing 
that she had heard aright. "My dear Maijory, you had 
better not let Mrs. Moore know your opinion : she and the 
vicar think there is no one like her.' ' 

* * I can believe that, ' ^returned Marjory, scornfully. * * Mrs. 
MoorCj with all her sharpness and her needle-Uke propen- 
sities, IS completely under her governess's thumb. I should 
think that, in spite of her mildness and humility of man- 
ner. Miss Stallard governs the Vicarage." 

LUias looked at her in a bewildered manner. 

"Why, mother and I always say that Mrs. Moore man- 
ages not only her house, but the vicar and the parish too. 
You have not seen Mr. Moore : he is one of .those mild 
scholarly men who are ruled by their womenfolk. It is 
aU very well for Mrs. Moore to say, as she always doe% 
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' Gerard and I think so and so ;' it ought to be ' I and 
Qerard,' for she makes the poor man see everything 
through her spectacles.'' 

"Just so," returned Maiioryj obstinately. " Mrs. Moore 
manages her husband, ana Miss Btallard manages her,^ 
and sne does it in the cleverest way, too. Why, Lilias, 
did you not notice how anxious Mrs. Moore seemed for 
those little girls not to go out? Miss Stallard agreed with 
her, and then somehow she brought it round that they 
should go. I am s)ire I do not know how she did it, for 
Gk>osev, as her mother called her, certainly had a cold, and 
looked far from well." 

" But Katie is so sweet-temi)ered and af^ctionate," re- 
monstrated Lilias. ''You should see her in the school- 
room with all those rough children ; she never loses her 
patience with them for a minute, and she is so kind to 
them when they are ill. She and Margaret are great 
friends." 

Marjory was silent: she knew Lilias always thought 
well of every one, and never liked to have her faith 
shaken: nothing displeased her more than to have the 
faults of her friends pointed out to her. ** Every one had 
their faults," she would answer, with real pettishness, tor 
even Lilias could be cross at such times. "She was not 
aware the world was peopled with angels ; she supposed 
her friends said their pravers and tried to get rid of their 
faults. She, for one, coula not throw stones at them," and 
soon. 

So Marjorv, with much tact, said no more about Miss 
Stallard, and was decidedly aggrieved when Lilias brought 
up the subject of her own accord at the luncheon-table, 
when they were recounting the history of their morning. 

"Marjory does not like poor little Katie, mother. Is it 
not too bad of her?" she said, in an injured tone. 

Mrs. Carr looked at Marjory in some surprise, but, be- 
fore she could speak, Barry, who was lying on the couch 
by the fire, clapped his thin hands suddenly together, and 
said, " Bravo, Marjory ! I don't like her either : sne is 
too soft and palavering for me. I like Mrs. Moore ten 
times better, tnough her voice does set one's teeth on edge 
sometimes. I always say so much talking makes her thin : 
she will be like a threaa'j)aper presently." 

"But she is very goodrnatured, and manages all those 
children so well," observed Mrs. Carr. " I resi)ect Mrs. 
Moore, she is such a good wife and mother. Katie is 
rather a favorite with us all, Marjory, she is so simple and 
unassuming. The vicar was full of her praises this morn- 
ing when he called. And even Dr. Ainslie had a good 
word for her : he said what a capital nurse she was ; and 



«</ DISLIKE LIGHT EtELASEMS.'* 2SZ 

It seems i>oor Alick and dear little Aubrey were very 
IIL" 

" I always distrust every one's favorite," returned Mar- 
lory, rather sarcasticallv. But she was rather tired of 
hearing about Miss Btallard's praises. Why did they not 
talk about that clever, sensible Margaret Ainslie? She was 
far more interesting. '* I will allow Miss Stallard has nice 
manners, and is rather good-looking, and dresses very 
neatlv. 1 think that ought to content you, Lilias." 

"]^tie is really pretty, Marjory : she has lovely eyes." 

" I did not see tnem,'' returned Marjory, coldly. ** She 
spoke to me without looking at me. And I dislike light 
eyelashes ; they give a meaningless expression to the face." 

And after this, LiUas was too much provoked to say any 
more. Only Barry said, under his breath, *^ A sly little 
monkey that never looks one in the face." And he ex- 
changed a look of intelligence with Marjory. 

Lilias soon recovered her good humor. As Mrs. Carr ob- 
served afterwards, *^ She had the loveliest disposition, and 
never sulked for more than five minutes." 

^*I was too bad to vex her by speaking against Miss 
Stallard," returned Marjory, i)enitently. "I ought to 
keep my opinions to myself : as Anne says, we are alwa^'^s 
dropping our thoughts for other people to pick up. It is 
not generous, she often tells me, to make a present of our 
own rubbish to our neighbor : it is like throwing our weeds 
over the wall." 

" Are you ready?" exclaimed Lilias's voice, gayly, from 
behind tne screen. " Buby is coming round : so be quick, 
you lazy ^1 1" 

" How nice you look, Lilias I" observed Marjory, with a 
reconciling kiss. 

Lilias was dressed in a charming gown of dark green, 
with a little velvet hat that set oS her fair hair. She had 
a dainty little whip in her hand, with a gold handle set 
with dark-red garnets. Marjory made her an excellent foil, 
in her favorite orown dress and jacket, with the pheasant's 
plume in her hat. 

Mrs. Carr looked at them both admiringly. 

* * GkxKi-by , my dears, ' ' she said, in her clear voice. * * Drive 
quietly, Lilias, for Buby is rather fresh from her long rest." 

" Buoy is not Pepper, Marjory." observed Lilias/iaugh- 
ing. "You need not dread another catastrophe. Buby is 
so fond of me ; she will follow me down the field like a aog, 
and she puts her nose into my pocket for sugar. She was 
foaled on Bedlands Farm. Hurrell's father gave her to 
me. I was such a pet with him." 

"Did he give you the whip too?" asked Marjory, not 
quite innocently. 
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It was odd that there was something the matter with the 
harness at that moment, and that Benson, the groom, was 
questioned somewhat anxiously on the suDJeet. 

When the matter was set right. Lilias had a great deal 
to say about the scenery. Did not Marjory think that line 
of purple hills lovely, with the dark shadows playing over 
them? And could anything be more glorious than the 
wind that was blowing in their fkces and making Buby so 
skittish? And she must look at that meadow that was 
waving like a green sea. And, oh, dear I— here her voice 
dropped quite carelessly, — there was Hurrell standing by 
the little oridge, with Lassie, and Bruno, and Dan, and 
Jasper. — the dear beautifUl creatures ! 

Marjory was quite aware that Mr. Wentworth was watch- 
ing them firom the little bridge. She had caught sight of 
the tall figure in the brown velveteen poat, surrounded by 
dogs, before Lilias had sjpoken. And what must she do 
now but hum, " All is vanity, vanity, vanity," which made 
Lilias bite her lip to prevent herself laughing. 

" Gk)od-afternoon, squire," Lilias said, cheerfully, as he 
came up beside the low phaeton and checked Buby's pace 
by laying his hand on the reins. 

"You are late," he answered, quietly, looking in her 
face. "My mother's orange pekoe will be spoiled. How 
do you do again, Miss Deaner' 

And then the little procession moved on, — ^Lilias leaning 
back idly in her seat, and playing with her whip, Mid all 
the dogs leaping up round her as though they loved her. 
Mr. Wentworth walked beside R/uhyj talking to her and 
caressing her, while the sagacious animal turned her nose 
in the direction of his pocket, knowing that an imple or a 
piece of sugar would be placed there for her benefit. 

** Hurrell," remonstrated Lilias at last, " you are making 
Buby misbehave herself. How can she turn the corner 
properly when she is rubbing her nose against your coat? 
You ought to have received us at the door, and I should 
have dashed through the village in proper style." 

"And now all the people wiU see 1 have taken you cap- 
tive. You may as well give me the whip, for I have pos- 
session of the reins," returned Mr. Wentworth, witn a 
mischievous glance back at her. " Down, Jasper I down, 
Bruno! Why, they are ready to eat you up with joy] 
Good dogs I why can't you follow your master's example, 
and walk with dignity ?" 

"I hope your mother is alone, Hurrell," interrupted 
Lilias, as he guided them into the park with some diffi- 
culty ; for the dogs' excitement made Buby playful, and 
she evinced a longing to back into a neighbonng hedge,— 
proceedings that simply amused her mistress, though 
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Benson jumped out rather hastily and went to the squire's 
help. 

**Well, no." he returned, slowly: "a friend of yours, 
Miss StaLlara, is fitting with her. She has brought the 
twins over, because, she says, Mrs. Moore wanted my 
mother to see them.'' 

''How tiresome of Katie I'' was on Lilias's lips, but she 
looked at Maijory and refrained, for it would never do to 
own that she found Katie in the way : so she only observed, 
with a pretence of being pleased, — 

** What, GkK)dy and Gfoosey here ? the funny little dears ! 
Well. Mrs. Moore did say something about your mother : 
but I suppose I was inattentive, for I certainly did not 
hear Katie say she was coming to Bedlands." 

'' She only told Mrs. Moore that a brisk walk might do 
Goosey good," put in Marjory, who never could hold her 
tongue. She. at least, was sure that Bedlands had never 
pasSsd Miss Stallard's lips. 

Lilias looked just a little blank. '' I suppose it was an 
after-thought." she said, presently. 

** Dr. Ainslie has just driven up," continued Mr. Went- 
worth. "He is a good fellow, but he always comes 
when he is not wanted. I wish my mother would not en- 
courage all the neighborhood to drop in to afternoon tea. 
I generally contrive to give the drawing-room a wide berth 
about five o'clock." 

" Ve^ well, Mr. Wentworth," replied Lilias, wickedly : 
" then I shall know when I am likely to have a cosey chat 
with your mother." 

" Oh, you," he observed, in a significant voice ; " I should 
always know if you were nere : all the dogsaibout the place 
would publish that fact to me. Lassie would let me know : 
wouldn't you, old girl?" and the look that accompanied 
his words made LUias jump up and hand her whip to 
Maijory, for she might as well walk, she said, as go that 
ridiculous pace, as thoijigh the dear dogs were being taught 
to follow a fUneral. But she gained little by this piece of 
impatience, for Mr. Wentworth left Ruby in Benson's 
charge, ana took her lightly by the arms and lifted her 
out ; and then he walked very close to her, and talked in a 
low voice, so that Marjonr could not hear what he said : 
she couldf only observe that Lilias was listening with a 
heightened color, and that for once her merry tongue was 
silent. 

Maijory sat in the phaeton until they chose to join her : 
she was in no hurry to go in-doors. The old red-brick 
house, with its climbing ivy and creepers, took her fancy. 
The door was open, and sne had a mU view of the long, 
dark hall and oak staircase. A sort of park-like meadow, 
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studded with old trees^ stretched to the road. She remem- 
bered Lilias's description ; she had spoken of a trim little 
lawn behind the house, with a sunny flower-garden ; but 
Marjory could only see a belt of encircling meadows, with 
picturesque groups of catUe, and low fences dividing them 
from the little park. It was all so still and sunny and 
peaceftil ; in her heart she thought it far more cheerful 
than the dark woods of Mavisbank. Lilias would have a 
lovely home, she said to herself. 

" We have kept you waiting a very long time." exclaim- 
ed Mr. Wentworth, hurrying up at tnis moment ; " but we 
waited in the field-path a few minutes ; I wanted to show 
Miss Carr our new Aldemey." 

Marjory accepted the young squire's excuse blandly ; she 
had seen the pretty dappled creature striking its horns 
against the little gate. If Lilias had tears in her eyes that 
she seemed anxious to hide, it was not for Maijory to no- 
tice them. Mr. Wentworth's face was flushed too, and Ms 
mouth was twitching nervouslv under his brown mous- 
tache as he assisted her to alight. 

"You wUl flnd my mother in the drawing-room " he 
said, as he looked up the staircase after them. "I see 
Owen is there to open the door for you, so I wiU Join you 
by and by." 

" Take care, Marjory ; the stairs are very slippery unless 
you are accustomed to them," observed- Lilias, as she led 
the way. She had made no sort of reply to Mr. Went- 
worth ; only as she paused for a moment at the top of the 
staircase she looked aown into the dark hall, and Marjory 
could not forbear a curious glance in the same direction. 

Mr. Wentworth was standing there watching them. As 
Lilias's eyes met his, a quick smile passed over his foce, 
and as he turned away they could near him whistling 
carelessly, "All is vanity— hip, hip, hurrah I— vanity let 
it be I" 
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CHAPTER XXVin. 

AN AFTEBNOON AT BBDLANDS. 

As the girls entered the large, old-fashioned drawing- 
room, a tail, handsome-looking woman, with silvery gray 
hair, rose from a low chair by the flre. 

"My dear, how late' you are!" she said, a little re- 
provingly, as Lilias kissed her. " Owen brought up the 
tea a quarter of an hour ago. What have you done with 
Hurrell? he went to meet you. And is this your friend 
MissBeane?" 
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"Are we late?*' asked Lilias. innocently. "You must 
Boold Hurrell, then, for he would show me the new Al- 
demy, and he hindered us frightfully : did he not, Mar- 
jory? he and the dogs. How do you do, Dr. Ainslie? we 
nave met before. And, Katie, why did you not tell me you 
were coming to Bedlands ? !But I suppose it was an after- 
thought." 

"After-thoughts are much the nicest," returned Miss 
Stallard, quietly. "Dear Mrs. Wentworth, I hope you 
wiU let me make the tea : there is nothing I love so much 
as to be useful." 

" That is Lilias's duty," observed Mrs. Wentworth, with 
an aflectionate look at the girl. 

But Lilias, who was drawing off her riding-gloves for 
that purpose, suddenly changed her mind, and sat down, 
lifting Goosey on her lap. 

" Katie shall do it this afternoon. I mean to stay in this 
cosey comer with you and Goosey, and Gk)ody shall hand 
the cake." 

It was evident Miss Stallard approved of this arrange- 
ment, for she took her place immediately, without any 
further pressing, at the little square teartable; and Dr. 
Ainslie, being the only gentleman present, at once offered 
his services. It was impossible for Marjory to deny that, 
in spite of the obnoxious eyelashes. Miss Stallard was cer- 
tainly pretty. Her features were good ; she had the soft, 
pale complexion that never tans or freckles, and she had 
white dimpled hands like a child's ; her figure, too, was 
neat and rounded. 

The Bedlands drawing-room looked very cosey this after- 
noon: there were three tall windows with old-fashioned 
cushioned seats, looking down over the little sloping park ; 
the fire shone ruddily on the cupboards of china ; the sun- 
shine streamed in on the Indian cabinets and old oil-paint- 
ings ; there was a faint smell of pot-pourri from the tall 
blue jars on either side of the fireplace ; the painted ceiling 
and wooden panelling were all in keeping with the old, 
well-preserved furniture. 

It struck Marjory that Mrs. Wentworth was as pictur- 
esque as her room. Her white hair and worn look, per- 
haps the result of ill-health, made her look ten or twelve 
years older than Mrs. Carr. She must have been strikingly 
nandsome in her youth, and her features were still very 
fine; but they lacked Mrs. Carr's sweet serenity of ex- 
pression. 

There were downward curves round the mouth, and a 
slight pucker in the forehead, that spoke of a nervous, 
perhaps a fretful, temperament ; her manners were a little 
precise and old-maidish. She could not have married late 
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in life, for she was only two years older than Mrs. Carr, aud 
Marjory wondered how a married woman, with a grown-ap 
son, should have become so prim, so like an old m.aid. 

Perhaps her thin angular figure, a little stooping firom 
weakness, gave Marjory this impression ; but sne under- 
stood at once why Lilias had called her punctilious : little 
faults would be magnified in Mrs. Wentworth's eyes, and 
little virtues heightened into great ones. Perhaps her life 
had become narrow and monotonous with its round of 
daily small cares and loys. Marjory felt she would admire 
and like her, she might possibly come to love her in time; 
but her aifection would always oe tempered with reserve. 

It was only large bountiful natures, such as belonged to 
Mrs. Carr and Anne and Mr. Frere, that could attract and 
retain Marjory's fastidious heart; narrow and lesser na- 
tures, though good of their kind, failed to awake any 
enthusiasm in her. 

Before five minutes were over, Marjory had decided that 
Mr. Wentworth must have resembled his father, and she 
even went so far as to pity him for having a mother who, 
in spite of looking like a beautiful old picture, was evi- 
dently full of small wants and wishes, that must draw 
largely on his man's patience ; for a iretful chord in a 
voice betrays more than its owner knows. There was 
plainly a large margin of discontent somewhere, that 
might fill in rather a dreary border to a winter's evening, 
when the mother and son were alone together. 

Marjory's youthful shrewdness was seldom at fault, and 
yet Mrs. Wentworth was verj'^ kind and courteous to her, 
and to her other guests; while she seemed to look upon 
Lilias as her own daughter, whom she might blame and 
praise as she felt inclined, and nothing could be sweeter 
than Lilias' s manner in return. It was only when her son 
entered that her voice took its first jarring note. 

" Hurrell, where have you been? Dr. Ainslie haa had to 
wait upon us all. It is too bad of you to absent yourself." 

"I was shutting up the dogs,'' he returned, quietly. 
^'Dr. Ainslie, I must apologize for causine you so much 
trouble. Can I wait upon any one now ? Miss Stallard, I 
have never seen you perform that duty here before," stand- 
ing behind her chair ; but his eyes rested on Lilias a little 
reproachfully. It was plainly repugnant to him to see 
Miss Stallard presiding at his mother's tea-table. 

" Miss Stallard makes excellent tea," observed Dr. Ains- 
lie, complacently. ^* She alwa3rs remembers that I take 
two lumps of sugar, and that I like the milk put in first 
She has learned the trick from Margaret." 

"I am a&aid I am not so weU acquainted with Mr. 
Wentworth's taste," returned Miss Stallard, modestly 



AN AFTERNOON AT REDLAND8. f2» 

"Thanks; I will help myself," returned Hurrell. ab- 
sently. '^ Mother, I hoped you would have induced these 
young ladies to stop to dinner." 

"What! forsake Cosey-Nook the first evening?" re- 
turned Lilias, pretending to be shocked. "Mrs. Went- 
worth knew better than to ask me." 

"Yes, of course: Hurrell, how can you be so thought- 
less ? What would Mrs. Carr say if we robbed her of Lilias 
the first evening? I should have been delighted to have 
you, my dear, for Hurrell always saj^s he finds the" even- 
ing so dull ; — not a compliment to his mother. But you 
and Miss Deane must come over one afternoon next week 
and stay, and Hurrell shall drive you home in the dog- 
cart." 

" We will see about that," answered Lilias, quietly ; and 
then Br. Ainslie joined them, and Mr. Wentworth put 
down his half-finished cup and took possession of a vacant 
cJiair by Lilias ; but she seemed to be occupied with Goose^"^, 
who was still on her lap. 

Miss Stallard. evidently finding herself left out in the cold, 
whispered to Gtoody to be quick and finish her cake, and 
then sat down by Marjory, turning her pretty profile to 
the others. 

"I am so glad vou have come to stay at Mavisbank," 
she began, cordially : "it must be so duU for Miss Carr to 
have no sisters or companions of her own age." 

"I do not think Miss Carr is ever dull," returned Mar- 
jory, a little dryly. 

"Oh, no; she is too sweet-tempered and afiectionate 
ever to seem so. But we girls all need companions," — 
with a sudden fiicker of the sandv eyelashes. " I know 
what it is to be solitary myself. You are fortunate. Miss 
Deane, in being spared a governess's trials." 

" No one is without tnaR" she replied, coldly. From 
the little she had heard of M.iss Stallard, sne certainly did 
not think her an object for pity. 

" Oh, I know what you are thinking, Miss Deane," — in 
her softest tone. "You have been at the Vicarage this 
morning, and I dare say dear Mrs. Moore was saying kind 
things about me. I wish I deserved them more." 

"Mrs. Moore certainly expressed herself very kindly 
about you," was the curt answer. 

Marjory was not desirous of a prolonged t6te-drt^te with 
Miss Stallara ; but what was she to do while Mr. Went- 
worth vinonopolized Lilias and Dr. Ainslie was talking to 
their hostess, only casting a sharp glance through his spec- 
tacles, now and then, at Miss Stallard and herself? 

" Dear Mrs. Moore, how I love her !" returned Miss Stal- 
lard, with a little gush of feeling. " Other people think 

1) 
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her sharp and unsympaihlziiig ; but that is because ihey 
do not know her. They just judge from her outside man- 
ner : but to me she is kindness itself.'' 

"That must make it very pleasant for you." Marjory 
was beginning to wish that Miss Stallard would not be 
quite so confidential. 

" I was dreadfully afraid of her when I first arrived at 
the Vicarage," went on Miss Stallard. "That was only a 
year ago. My poor father was just dead, and we poor mrls 
nad to turn out into the world, — ^rather a bitter ordeal 
when one is not used to work." 

Marjory bowed her head in assent. She was half afraid 
Br. Amsue was listening ; while Mrs. Wentworth knitted 
and kept up a running fire of remarks. 

" I was such a silly, frightened thing that I could not 
help crying. It was very foolish for a governess to behave 
so, out I had never been from home before ; and I was 
thinking of my mother and sisters, and longing to be back 
with them. It was so terrible coming among strangers, but 
dear Mrs. Moore was so good to me ; she told me to cneer 
up and be a good girl, and the Vicarage would soon be like 
home to me. " 

" I dare say you found it trying at first." 

"Yes, indeed," — and here Miss Stallard sigbed gently; 
"dear Mrs. Moore ! I would not have her know for worlds 
how tired and good-for-nothing I feel at the end of the day. 
It is better to wear out than rust out ; but with thirteen 
children !" — and here Miss StAUard opened her blue eyes 
rather widely ; in color they resembled a kitten's, but they 
were not so expressionless. 

" But they were not all your pupils," exclaimed Marjory, 
who could see no traces of overwork in the smooth young 
face before her. 

"Oh, of course not," rather hastily; "Ambrose and 
Julius go to school now, and the four youngest are in the 
nursery." 

" And Miss Ainslie gives Kenneth and Bertram lessons," 
put in Marjory. 

Miss Stallard looked a little confused. "Oh, did dear 
Margaret tell you that ? Is it not wonderful to think she 
is such a Greek scholar ? She is so clever, so original, she 
makes me feel such an ordinary commonplace mortal be- 
side her. Yes, Edith and Helena and Cora yid the twins 
are my regular pupils ; but I do not stand on my dignity, 
I assure you. Ihave a passion for making myself useful. 
Sometimes I go into the nursery when nurse is out, or I 
help the boys with their lessons ; and as for mending — oh, 
dear, how I am rattling on ! and there is Dr. Ainslie going. 
Br. Ainslie," — as he came up to them, — "I am not quite 
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Iiappy about dear little Lois — Gk)06ey we call her ; she does 
no{ seem quite the thing. 8he was tired with walking 
here ; and I am sure I do not know how I shall get her 
home." 

" Humph I the walk is too long for her, I suppose. Why 
should I not give you all a lift back? There is plenty of 
room in the old trap.'' 

''Ohy dear, no. Dr. Ainslie. I could not think of such a 
thing : it is just like your tnoughtfulness. I always tell 
Margaret how kind you are to the children. But if 
GKoosey gets too tired 1 must carry her." 

" Nonsense, Miss E^atie ! a little creature like you carry 
a big child of seven ! Come : I shall ts^e no denial. Bun 
along, Miss Gk)osey. And wnat do you call the other one? 
Please don't keep me waiting." 

'* Is it not kind of him?" observed Miss Stallard, in an 
audible whisper. ** Come, darlings, we must not keep Dr. 
Ainslie waiting." And she swept the little girls before her 
in a playful way. 

" That is a good girl," observed Mrs. Wentworth, as 
Boon as Katie had disappeared. '* I am sure I do not know 
what Mrs. Moore woula do without her ; she is more like 
her daughter than her governess. She is a most useful, 
unselfish little creature." 

" I don't think you quite agree with my mother," Mr. 
Wentworth said, in an undertone, as he stooped to put a 
pine log on the fire ; and he looked at Marjory with amused 
eyes. " I could not help seeing your face when you were 
talking to Miss Stallara just now : it is easy to see that 
you are not taken with little Miss Katie." 

"Please don't betray me," returned Marjory, with a 
laugh : " I have got into disgrace already with Miss Carr 
for not appreciating her favorite. I am far too ready with 
my likes and dislikes. I do not care for Miss Stallard, and 
I have taken a fanc^ to that nice plain Miss Ainslie." 

"Is Margaret plain?" he asked, in surprise; and then 
he sat down by Marjory, for his mother and Lilias were 
talking rather earnestly together, and he did not care to 
interrupt them. " Oh, you are right. You are a keen ob- 
server, Miss Deane; your remark proves that. Now, I 
have not reasoned on the subject, but all the same I am 
rather indiflerent to Miss Katie — ^people here generally 
call her Miss Katie ; they make a x>et of her. But, with 
idl her softness and gentle manners, I feel convinced she 
has a strong will of her own." 

" Oh, I am sure of it," returned Marjory, pleased to find 
that Uiis honest, frank-spoken young squire was on her 
Bide. 

" Ab for Margaret, she is good as gold ; but her mascu- 
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line eduoation has made her a little awkward. You must 
not be shocked at my calling her Margaret ; we were old 
playfellows, and she did a good many of my Latin ezer- 
cis^ for me when I was a little dunce of a boy. My 
mother thinks most highly of her, and so do I. I wish, 
we could have her more with us ; but Dr. Marearet Ains- 
lie, as Lilias calls her, is too busy a woman to be often 
spared." 

" Marjory, we must really go now, as we shall not be in 
time to dress for dinner,'' observed Lilias, rising a little 
reluctantly from her warm seat. **Qood-Dy, Mrs. Went- 
worth. Mother will drive over and see you in a day or 
two, and I will bring Maijory again next week. I must 
take her to St. Theobald's to-morrow." 

'* I dare say I shall see you there. I have some magis- 
trate's work there in the mornine." 

Mr. Wentworth looked very pleased when he made this 
statement, but Lilias seemed a little embarrassed : she 
shook hands rather quietly with him, as he opened the 
little gate that led into the park, drove on in silence until 
Thorpe lay behind them, and then she asked Marjory 
rather abruptly how she had enjoyed her afternoon. 

"Very much," was Marjory's answer. '^Bedlands is 
such a nice old house, and I liked that quaint old drawing- 
room." 

** You should see the library ; that is Hurrell's favorite 
room : it is panelled in oak, and, though it is rather dark, 
it looks so comfortable in the winter evenings, with the 
old-fashioned oak settles drawn round the fire. It is not 
Cosey-Nook, of course, but it is a fine old room. Poor 
Mr. Wentworth was rather proud of his books !" 

"Why does Mrs. Wentworth say that her son finds his 
evenings dull?" asked Marjory, rather incautiously. 

Lilias hesitated a moment. 

"Well, you see, it is a little dull for Hurrell," she said, 
at last. "Men are not like us, Marjory ; they want more 
amusement. Mrs. Wentworth is a dear woman, and I am 
very, very fond of her ; but of course I can see that she 
is a little trying at times to Hurrell, although he is so good 
and patient with her." 

" She has been very handsome." 

"Exceedingly so; she and my mother wero called the 
Westmoreland belles. I think Mrs. Wentworth was rather 
spoiled by her husband, and after his death she fretted her 
health away. You see, Hurrell is very active and strong, 
and his out-of-door life makes him hardy. Nerves are a 
mystery to him; he cannot understand all his mother's 
whims and fancies; a daughter would be more to her. 
There was some talk of Katie coming to her as a com* 
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panioiii but Hurrell did not like the idea, and so she gave 
it up. But I cannot help thinking it a mistake on Hur- 
rell^ part ; Katie would have been such a comfort to Mrs. 
Wentworth." 

"Would you have liked it?" questioned her friend, in 
some astonishment. 

"I should have no right to object," was Lilias's curt 
answer; but she colored up excessively, as though the 
remark displeased her. " My advice was not asked on the 
subject, or I should certainly have given my vote for 
Katie. It was wrong of Hurrell ; he is not generally self- 
ish, but in this matter I think he neglected his mother's 
interest. Mrs. Wentworth is often ill, or ailing ; she has 
a very useful maid in Simmonds, but Katie would have 
amused her and read to her ; she sings like a little bird, 
too. Hurrell would not have complained so bitterly then 
of their dull evenings." 

" I can understand how Mr. Wentworth feels about it," 
replied Marjory. "I like him so much. Lilias, he is so 
firank, so true : * Lovale Je serais durani ma vie' seems 
stamped on his face." 

Now there was no reply to this, but the little gold-han- 
dled whip trembled slightly in Lilias's hand, and a sudden 
moisture came into the hazel eyes: but a moment after, 
when she made some casual remark to Marjory, her face 
was perfectly radiant. 

It was late when they drove in to Mavisbank. Mrs. Carr 
was alreadv dressed in her velvet gown, and was sitting in 
her favorite carved chair, talking to ner son, when the 
girls entered the hail. 

"Lilias darling." she observed, gently, "you are always 
late when you go io Bedlands : the gong sounded ten min- 
ute ago." 

"Oh, dear! I will not be five minutes dressing," ex- 
claimed Marjory, shocked at their unpunctuality ; but 
Lilias said notmng, — only went out as demurely as a cat 
who had been stealing cream, though why Mrs. Carr and 
Barry laughed at this sudden exit baffled Marjorv. 

Lilias was a little quiet all dinner-time, but when they 
adjourned to Cosey-Nook for the evening the old merry 
mood returned. Maijory was singing ; she must join her 
in some duets; their voices would blend admirably to- 
gether ; her mother and Barry should have a treat. 

Mrs. Garr acknowledged she had spent a delightful even- 
ing, when the girls had fairly exhausted themselves. 

Hurrell must come and listen to them, and they must 
sing trios and glees, — "Oh, who will o'er the downs so 
free !" and " The Chough and Crow," and all their old 
fovorites ; and she thought Margaret might be asked one 
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evening, she was fond of music; and iliere was little 
E[atie, too, she sang oharmingly. 

'^Oh, yes, they may all come," returned Lilias, care- 
lessly. 

And then, as Mrs. Garr went off to wish Barry good- 
night, as he had retired early, the girls were left alone in 
the hall. 

Lilias was kneeling on the hlaok bear-skin rug before 
the fire, and Marjory was on a low seat close to her. Mar- 
jory suddenly leaned forward and touched her softly. 

'* Lilias. it has often come into my head to ask you some- 
thing, but I never have. I have told you about her — Mrs. 
Chard,'' speaking the name with an effort, '' and about the 
old days, out you have never told me, in return, that you 
remembered tnem." 

Lilias turned her fOrce : there was a little surprise in her 
eyes. 

*' Well, no, Maijory ; it was your manner, I feuioy, that 
kept me from speaking, you always seemed to avoid the 
subject so decidedly." 

'^ But you do remember ?" persisted Maijory, with some 
anxiety. 

" Not very much, I am afraid," was the frank answer. 
*^ Of course Miriam's name was familiar to me, but then I 
was always hearing about her and her troubles. I have a 
very hazy recollection of my little playfellow." 

"That is very strange," retumea Maijory, in almost a 
troubled tone. "Anne often told me that for many nights 
after I came to her I cried bitterly because I could not kiss 
Sissie." 

" I suppose I was Sissie ?" asked Lilias, gently. 

"Yes, that was my baby name for you ; it was always 
Sissie: we used to sleep in the same cot: she has often 
told me that. Is it not strange, Lilias, to think we were 
fond of each other aU those years ago ?" 

" Perhaps that is the reason why I care for you so much 
now," returned Lilias, thoughtfully. " I have only an in- 
distinct remembrance of my baby days. I think going 
abroad blotted them out of my memory ; but perhaps it 
has something to do with my love for you now. 1 feel 
almost as though you were my sister, Marjory." 

" Dear little Sissie I" kissing her affectionately, and then 
a quick change came over her face, and it grew troubled 
again. "Lilias, will you always try to feel like that, — as 
though you were my sister? 1 would not pain you. if I 
could help it. Oh, no, not for worlds ! if I could help it. 
But if any trouble should come through me," and here her 
eyes grew a little wild, "remember that 1 always loved 
yoUf—that I would have spared you if I could. You most 
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never turn against me, Lilias — Lilias, it would almost break 
my heart I" 

** My dear, what makes you talk so?" exclaimed Lilias. 
putting her arms round her. '* Am I one to turn againsi 
my friends when I love them far— far too much? Why, 
you are crying, Marjory, your eyes are wet !" 

" It is nothing, dear. I was only thinking of the old 
days, and how strange everything is. Good-night, Sissie. 
See, I am calling you that again, just for the sake of the 
dear old time when we were chiloren together." 

But, as she stooped and kissed Lilias's forehead, a sob 
seemed to rise in her throat, and she turned hastily away. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 
"there are no *btjts' herb." 

Three weeks had passed away since Marjory^s arrival 
a6 Mavisbank, and she had become as accustomed to the 
ways of the household as though she had lived there for 
years : save for the knowledge of that strange secret that 
lay so heavily on her spirits, the days would have passed 
over her head as smoothly and happily as they did over 
Lilias's. 

Marjojy began to understand why Lilias never felt 
dull at ot, Kilda's. That young person, with her gentle 
sprightly manners and fund of bright humor, was the 
centre of bbttraction to the whole neighborhood; young 
and old, poor and rich, all seemed to lay claim to her sym- 
pathy. Nothing but the sweetness of ner nature and her 
genuine humility saved her from being completely spoiled. 
The very dogs at St. Kilda's, and even at Thorpe, would 
leap and fawn upon her as though they loved the sight of 
her. 

It was something delightful to see this girl at her work 
or her play, she threw herself so completely into everything 
she undertook. The mornings before luncheon were spent 
by her and Marjory either in working among the flowers 
in the conservatory, or in painting and embroidering an 
altar-carpet for St. Hilda's Church in the old haU. 

The carpet was to be finished by Christmas, and, as Mar- 
jory was very skilful with her needle, Mrs. Carr and Lilias 
ound her an invaluable auxiliary. 

Barry always remained in his own sitting-room until 
luncheon ; when he was tolerably well, Mr. Moore would 
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come and read with him for an hour or two : sometimee 
his mother would sit with hhn and write her oufiiness let- 
ters in his room ; often a message would come for Lilias or 
Marjory. Marjory never went uninvited, but it was always 
a happiness to her to be allowed to read to him or talk to 
him a little. As he ^rew accustomed to her, he would order 
her about, or speak irritably to her, as he would to Lilias. 
And Marjory's quick temper never took fire; she had 
nothing but gentle words and looks for the poor boy, whose 
physical and mental sutferings were often so great. 

"You are awfully good to me," he would say, penitently : 
* * I wish I were not such a sulky ill-tempered fellow. * * And 
then Marjory would laugh and make-beUeve that she had 
not noticed his crossness ; and, indeed, who could have 
found it in their heart to speak sharply to this poor in- 
valid, with his shrunken figure, and the beautiful eyes that 
always looked at one with such pathetic aflection ? Cer- 
tainly not Marjory, who would flush with pleasure when he 
uttered her name. "Her brother, her very own brother," 
she would say softly to herself, as she went to do his 
bidding. Sometimes she wondered why Lilias did not 
grow jealous when he asked for her so often, and treated 
her with such brotherly frankness ; but such feelings were 
utterly dormant, if they existed at all, in Lilias's nature. 
Jealous of any one who could give her poor boy an hour's 
forgetfulness of his pain ! No, indeed : it was she who 
could not be sufficiently grateful to Marlory. 

When Barry was well enough, he UKed his mother to 
drive with him in the large comfortable barouche ; or, if 
this exertion were too much for him, he would take pos- 
session of his couch in Cosey-Nook after luncheon. And 
then his mother must stop with him, or Lilias, or Marjory ; 
and any chance visitor was welcome, who would bring 
news of the outer world ; and if Mr. Wentworth spent two 
days without coming to see him, Barry could be sulky even 
with him. But, indeed, the young squire never failed in 
his attentions : once a day, at least, he was at Mavisbank. 
What was it that could oe done without him ? He was 
Mrs. Carr's referee in all matters of business. It was he 
who lectured Barry when those morbid fits of depression 
came on, and the women only made things worse by over- 
indulgence and petting ; then it was Hurrell who must 
scold the poor boy and make him ashamed of himself. 

Sometimes if the work were heavy in the conservatory, 
and the great pots wanted moving, BLurrell must help them, 
of course ; and how could they gather the first primroses 
without him ? and in the evening were there not all sorts 
of glees and trios to be practised ? Marjory began to won- 
der at last at Mrs. Wentworth's long-sunering, and she 
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asked Lillias more than once how Mr. Wentworth could 
spare her bo much time when he had his own farms to look 
after and his magistrate's work at St. Theobald's ; but Lil- 
las only laughed, and said Hurrell was an excellent man- 
ager, for he always contrived to do his own business and 
theirs too ; for the idea of Hurrell's being too tired or busy 
to dance attendance on her whenever she pleased was one 
that never occurred to her. 

Liilias, with Ruby's help, had made Marjory acauainted 
with the beautiful scenery that lay round them. Sne drove 
her to St. Theobald's, and Marjory was charmed with the 
grav old market town, with its glorious setting of meadows 
and river and dark-blue hills : and they looked at the grand 
old church, and had tea in the quaint old Vicarage, and 
spent quite a long afternoon there. 

It was too early in the year for tennis, and the militia 
camp was not yet formed on the moor. The gay season for 
St. Kilda's and St. Theobald's would come later; then 
there would be garden-parties and picnics, and all sorts of 
rural delights. But they were not dull, for all that ; oh, 
dear, no I There were people to visit at Thorpe, and al- 
ways guests driving or riding up to Mavisbank and staying 
to have tea in Cosey-Nook. Xiiuas and Marjory would find 
the old hall looking the picture of comfort when they came 
in from their long drive. There would be a fire — ^always 
a fire on those clear spring afternoons ; and there would be 
the tea-table, and the smell of hot cakes ; and perhaps 
Hurrell, or Captain Denison. or the Shaws, or the Morrises, 
or some of the Moores, with Katie Stallard, or Colonel 
Pemberton from Carlisle, sitting chatting with Mrs. Carr 
and Barry, and waiting until the girls came in, for nothing 
was ever complete without Lilias. 

Once a week they spent an afternoon or an evening at 
Bedlands, — so mucn, at least, was due to Mrs. Wentworth, 
— ^and then it was a red-letter day for Hurrell : it was evi- 
dently a joy to him to see Lilias moving about the old 
rooms, doing little offices for his mother. Mrs. Wentworth 
was always less fretful and depressed when Lilias was near 
her. and, indeed, the whole household seemed to bow down 
to tne girl and to regard her as their future mistress. Hur- 
rell would consult her about the garden. Sometimes he 
induced her and Marjory to ride or drive with him to some 
outlying farm, that Lilias might give her opinion about 
the dairy, and there was always some eager consultation 
between the two about the cattle, or the poultry-yard, or 
the new bee-hives in which he took such an interest ; and, 
indeed, there was nothing that the squire could do without 
her. If they were not engaged, — ^and something in Lilias'a 
manner forbade such a supposition, — still it was evident 
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that the whole neighborhood considered the thing as goal 
as settled. 

Hurreirs claim was such that no other young man ven- 
tured to pav Lilias more than a passing attention. She 
was perfectly frank with them all, but a married woman 
could not have been more sedate and dignified. Flirting 
was an art she failed to understand, and even HurreU could 
find no room for jealousy. But aU the same Marjory grew 
sorry for him before the three weeks were over. He was 
very patient, very manly in his wooing, but often and often 
there would be a look of pain on his face as Lilias treated 
him with that careless frankness. She was perfectly kind 
and friendly to him. but the least attempt on his part to 
break down the barrier she had raised between them made 
her uneasy and reserved. Marjory saw that he did not 
understaua her, but to her the whole thing was plain as 
sunshine. Lilias was fighting desperately for her own free- 
dom. She was trying to hide from herself and others that 
her heart was not in her own keeping. If Lilias could help 
it, HurreU should not know his power over her : when he 
came to understand that, she would lose her liberty. 

She was content to leave things as they were, and she 
wanted HurreU to be content too. What could be better 
than their present life ? she would have asked him. They 
saw each other every day ; they were good friends, always 
pleased with each other's company, always well amused 
and ha^py. Bedlands was dear to her, though not so dear 
as Mavisbaiik. She was perfectly happy, and she could 
not at aU understand why Hurrell snould rebel against 
such a charming arrangement. Why should he be in such 
a hurry to marry, when he had a good mother to take care 
of him ? In her opinion there was no hurry at aU. One 
day. perhaps in a few years' time — ^but there was no need 
to tnink about that now. But all these speeches were re- 
served for Mrs. Carr ; LiUas would hardly have ventured 
to make them to Hurrell. She had tried to hint it to him 
once, and she had never forgotten the look with which he 
had listened to her. 

" I see you do not love me yet," he had said to her. " I 
wiU wait just a little longer ;" and then, without another 
word, he had left her, frightened and unhappy, because 
HurreU seemed angry with her. But the next day he came 
and spoke to her as usual, and Lilias thought she was for 
given, and her face grew radiant again. She went on in 
her old, Ught-hearted way, treating Hurrell as her chosen 
friend ana totally ignoring him in his character of lover : 
and she was so charming, in spite of her wilfulness, thai 
one must forgive her in spite of one's self. 

Marjory, who was clear-sighted in such matters, — and 
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what girl of twenty is ever blind to a love affair?— took up 
the squire's cause with her usual warm-hearted partisan- 
ship ; and if only LUias had given her an opportunity, — 
which she never did, being singularly reserved on tnis 
subject,— she would have spoken to her pretty plainly. 

Once, indeed, they had a long talk, in whicn Hurrell's 
devotion was clearly impUed, but his name was not men- 
tioned. Nevertheless, tne young man was in both their 
thoughts, and Lilias winced more than once under Mar- 
jory's severe words. 

They had been gathering primroses, and when their 
ba^ketis were full they sat down to resr on the seat that 
Hurrell had made in the dell. 

Marjory had noticed Lilias's quick glance at the Old 
^English letters before she seated herself, and was quite 
aware of the quiet look of satisfaction that was on her 
face ; but she took no notice, and they began talking of a 
book they were reading aloud in the evening to Barry. 

At present they had made very little progress, for there 
had been many Interruptions. Mr. Moore or Dr. Ainslie 
had come in to challenge Barry to a game of chess ; or Mr. 
Wentworth had ridden over with the new songs he had 
ordered for Lilias, and perhaps there would be one that 
would suit Marjory. So the story was laid aside, and the 
wax candles were lighted, and the three young people 
gathered round the piano, while Mrs. Carr put down her 
work to listen, sometimes with the tears rolhng down her 
cheeks, for Lilias' s voice rang so sweetly through the old 
hall, and she thought of her Philip who had gone to his 
rest in the very fulness of his prime, and of her poor boy 
lying on his couch beside her, who could never be what 
f hihp was. The widow's heart felt oppressed and yet 
triumphant, for to true lovers there is no death ; she had 
her husband's memory to cherish, her living children to 
love, and it was still hidden from her that her strongest 
affection was lavished on another woman's child. 

The story seemed to have the strangest fascination for 
Lilias, and she asked Marjory now what she thought of 
the heroine, and was she not a dear lovable creature, and 
would not Marjory have cared for her if she had known 
her in life? and so on, in Lilias's quick enthusiastic way. 

"Yes, she was very nice," Marjory returned ; "but she 
was not faultless. Oh, dear, no ; one could not say that of 
her. Did not Lilias think it wrong of her, for example, to 
keep that fine-hearted lover of hers on tenter-hooks, not 
knowing whether she cared for him or not, or if she would 
ever bring herself to marry him? For herself, she hated 
Buoh half-measures." 

" Oh, but she does care for him," replied Lilias, eagerly : 
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" one can read between the lines easily. And you muit 
remember, Marjory, that we are only in the second volume. 
Of course things will come right by and by." 

" Do not be too sure of that," was the unexpected reply. 
"He may rebel against her tyranny, and refuse to be 
dragg^^at her chariot-wheels any longer. I should, in 
his case. I would wait until it was * whistle and I will 
come to you, my lad.' I would not stand any more non- 
sense, if I were he : it is just the cat and mouse game that 
I dislike." 

" Dear me, Maijory, how can you say such severe things?" 

" Because they are true ; and I detest any kind of moral 
cruelty. What is play to the cat is death to the mouse. 
As Mr. Frere says, there is no real fun unless both parties 
see the point of the joke." 

" Have you heard from Mr. Frere lately?" asked Lillas, 
quickly, as though she wished to change the subject. 

" Yes, I have a letter from Anne in my pocket. It is a 
dear, sweet letter. But you must forgive me if I keep it 
to myself : Anne writes to me as though I were her own 
child." 

" Of course I understand such letters should be secret." 

"There is nothing I could not show, but Anne has old- 
fashioned notions, little scruples about silence and reserve 
in families. What were we saying, Lilias, about my poor 
ill-used hero ?" 

"Oh, not ill-used; please do not utter such a word, 
Marjory. Indeed Sybil loves him, but sne wants her free- 
dom a little longer. She is afraid or the responsibility, 
afraid of herself, of possible regrets and home-sickness ; it 
is all so beautifully, so naturrfUy told. I wish you would 
be a little less hard on such a noble creature." 

"A noble creature! well, yes; but she is selfish too. 
What is a little freedom, a little more pleasure, compared 
to the thought that she is inflicting suffering on a human 
being whose only fault seems to be that he loves her too 
well!" 

"But, Marjory," and there was a faint ^tirring of color 
on Lilias's face. 

" There are no *buts' here," returned Marjory, warmly : 
"either she cares for him, or she cares only for herself. 
When people really love, they are not like that. They do 
not hold back and think of possible regrets and fear re^ 
sponsibilities. If a woman loves a man, she gives herself 
generously ; she is not afraid of a little self-sacrifice. Oh, 
no ; we are not such poor creatures as that." 

"She is thinking of others, not of Herself," returned 
Lilias, with a pained look. " You are too hard, Marjory; 
you do not makA allowances for people. Perhaps she 
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would 1)6 too glad to give herself, but there are others of 
whom she may be thinking." 

" Then it is her duty to think of him," replied Marjory, 
steadily. " You are wrong, Lilias, — ^you are wrong, — ^you 
are taMng narrow views of a large subject. When a woman 
has allowed a man to love her " 

"Perhaps she cannot help it, Marjory," interrupted Lil- 
ias; and now her fair face was flushed and uneasy, but 
Marjory turned her eyes away, and played with the prim- 
roses in her lap. 

"If she cannot help it, — ^if she has tried to help it and 
failed, — ^I do not see that we need blame her ; but Anne 
says — ^indeed, I get all my wisdom from Anne — that a girPs 
vanity is often at fault in such matters. No, Lilias, I must 
have my say : if a girl or woman allows a man to love her, 
she has already incurred responsibility ; she owes a duty 
to him. If she return his love, she ceases to belong to her- 
self ; no desire for freedom, no inclination, can weigh for a 
moment in the balance against her obvious duty to give 
up her own will in consideration of his comfort, to refuse 
to torture him with delays. No, my dear, no. Sybil, your 
heroine, may be a noble creature, but to my mind she is 
faulty and ungenerous." 

**Oh, I am sick of Sybil ! I wish I had not mentioned 
her I" exclaimed Lilias, impatiently. " Good-by, Marjory ; 
I am not going to listen any more to your grand sentiments. 
I want some more primroses, and you are dreadfully idle 
and have not picked half enough." And she went oflT, 
singing as she went ; but the uneasy flush was still on her 
face, and Marjory smiled to herself as she took out Anne's 
letter, for she knew her words had gone home. 

She sat for a long time musing over the letter, while the 
shafts of sunlight fell aslant the tree-boles and made 
golden patches on the moss j the little beck tinkled mer- 
rily in the grass, there were tmy flecks of foam as the baby 
waves dashed against the gray ooulders ; the hooded. ferns 
on the banks were still cloaking their delicate fronds, and 
among them were silver-weed and bonnie birdeen ; while 
in the damper corner of the dell there was a bright streak 
where the marsh marigolds grew ; and Lilias's beautiful 
voice was singing, — 

'' Oh, Mary, go and oaU the cattle homo. 
Across the sands of Dee I" 

iintil it died away in the distance. 

But Marjory's eyes grew sad, as she took up Anne's 
letter. 

" My DABLiNa," it said,— * You have been three whole 
weeks away from us, and already I feel that we have been 
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separated a long while ; but there is no talk of your retum ; 
you are busy and amused and happy with your new 
friends, whom I do not know, but whom I am beginning 
to love for your sake. Now, it is a strange thing, that 
when I read aloud part of your letters to Capel, — ^indeed, 
he asks for them ir I ever try to smuggle them away,— 
though he thinks them clever and amusing and full of 
description, he will have it that you say so little about 
yourself and your own feelings, and that he cannot make 
up his mind tnat you are happy, in spite of all your fine 
doings. He has told me this again and again, and always 
with such a grave face, as though he believes it. And then 
he walks up and down the roona. — ^you know his way, — ^as 
though he wanted to walk off a troublesome thought. 
To-day he asked if you had sent him no other message ; 
but indeed it was quite a pretty messa^ that I read to 
liim, and I gave him some of the pressed wild flowers, so 
he ought to have been satisfied ; out still he shook nis 
head, and there was a cloud on his face. ^ If I thought I 
could do her good, if I could bring myself to believe that 
it would give her any pleasure, I would go,' he said ; but 
I think he was talking to himself, for he went out of the 
room directly afterwards. What can he mean, Marjory? 
You are as happy as possible, are you not, with that dear 
Lilias whom you love so much ? And what is he to bring 
himself to befieve ? Surely not that you would be pleasea 
to see him, when he knows how fond you have been of 
him from a little child, when you cried and would not be 
comfortable if you were not allowed to sit up for dear 
*F»eres.' 

"It is very perplexing, and troubles me a little, for I am 
certain Capel misses you sadly. He does not make half 
so many funny speeches^ and he quite fQrgets to grumble 
if I stay too long at the district or at the mothers* meeting ; 
and he and Fluff take such long walks, and when he comes 
back he has such a fagged, tired look, as though he had not 
enjoyed himself, and I think that you must write him a 
j^eerful. affectionate letter, and scold him for not taking 
care of nimself. And, indeed, if he sits up so late, and 
smokes so many pipes, and neglects his dub, there is no 
knowing what may nappen." 

It was this sentence that frightened Maijory. "Neg- 
lected his club !*' When had Mr. Frere done such a thing 
before? He must be ill, or out of spirits. Coijdd it w 
about her? could he really miss her so much as that? 

"Now, my dear, you must not reproach me for sending 
you such a dull letter, for you know we always tell eaoE 
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other all our little worries" (" ' All'? Oh, Anne, Anne !" 
and Marjory's eyes grew dim at this), ** ana my own afiTairs 
always seem so small beside yours and Capel's. You need 
not question me so anxiously about my dulness. Dear 
child, do you not know that there must be a margin of 
dulness in middle-aged hves ? So much lies behind ; there 
is so little to expect. Truly, I pity all middle-aged women 
if they have none to love iiesides themselves. I have never 
been without *my darhng torment,' as Capel used to call 
you. 

" NeUie often comes in to sit with me. The dear child 
grows prettier every day. It is dull to see her with those 
solemn-faced children : she is never without one of them. 
I think Popples is the favorite, but they all adore their 
future httle mamma. Fancy tnat little round-faced ^rl 
being called mamma ! I hear that Mr. Brooks is pressing 
an early marriage on Mrs. Walford. She cries a good deal 
about il, but Neme is convinced that he will talk her over, 
and that it wiU not be later than August. Of course you 
will be her bridesmaid. Now I must water my flowers. 
The poor things look drooping, and you know I must have 
everything cheerful round me, from flowers to human 
faces, and CapePs does not please me at all. 

"Grood-by, my own dear child. I wish you were little 
Marjory again, to trot after me everywhere. Old maids' 
children ought never to grow old. It is too hard on a lone 
woman who has no husband. 

" Yours lovingly, 

"Anne Pbebb." 



CHAPTER XXX. 

"l WISH I WEBB liIKE YOU." 

Mabjoby had seen a good deal of Margaret Ainslie 
during those three weeks, and she hked her better each 
time they met. There was something uncommon in the 
mixture of masculine intelUgence and childlike simplicity 
that lay at the foundation of her character. Her far-^ghted 
views of life were wonderful, considering that she haabeen 
brought up in a small country town and knew little worldly 
wisdom except what she gleaned from books and conver- 
sation with her father. But her extensive knowledge failed 
to puflT her up : on the contrary, she was very humble in 
ner estimate of herself, and jtvould lament her lack of 
feminine accomplishments with a frankness that was 
almost pathetic. It was strange to hear this gifted cre»- 
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tore sorrowing because little school-girls in their teeof 
could thump their pieces on the piano to their own satkh 
faction and their friends* politely-suppressed misery, or 
achieve studies in chalks and water-colors, or bring home 
wonderful specimens of ornamental needlework, while she 
bungled over the simplest sewing and put in patches. with 
the painstaking labor of a little charity-girl. The mysteries 
of buttonholing and darning, which Mrs. Moore was good- 
naturedly teaching her, were far more difficult to Margaret 
than the Hebrew lessons that she teok secretly from the 
vicar. 

Marjory's letters to Miss Frere were full of description of 
this extraordinary Margaret. Anne grew quite interested 
in her. But Mr. Frere pshawed and pooh-poohed the notion 
of the village genius. An Admirable Crichton in petti- 
coats, who was conversant with the classics, had studied 
anatomy and elementary physics, who could dispense med- 
icines on a small scale, ana adjust bandages to broken 
heads, was a sort of impossible paragon whom he failed to 
understand. 

" It is all very weiy * he would say, in a huflpf tone ; " it 
is a good thing this Dr. Margaret Ainslie, as Mlarjory calls 
her, lives in tne nineteenth century. In mediaeval times 
she would have been burned as a witch. Her father must 
be crazy to give her this sort of education. If there is one 
thing I detest, it is your learned, strong-minded female in 
spectacles." 

When Anne wickedly retailed this speech, — for the small 
woman could be mischievous in her way, — Marjory only 
laughed at this piece of cross-grained satire. She often re- 
membered Mr. Wentworth^s question : *' Do you call Mar- 
garet plain?" and the tone of surprise in which he said it. 

Plain, indeed ! Marjory was not at all sure that she was 
not beautiful. Her features might be strongly marked and 
irregular, her complexion a little sallow, but who could re- 
member that when one watched her play of expression and 
met the full glance of her honest eyes ? Marjory rather 
disliked spectacles herself before she saw Margaret wear 
them, and she greatly amused Lilias once by her remark- 
ing '* that she was sure Miss Ainslie would not be so nice- 
looking without them." 

One wet, wild afternoon, when the lawns of Mavisbank 
were sodden with rain, and a cold wind was whistling 
rather drearily through the wood, Marjory put on her 
water-proof dress and went down the street to see Mar- 
garet. 

liilias had a headache, — rather an unusual ailment with 
her, but it gave her the excuse for a great deal of petting 
on Mrs. Carr's part. Perhaps it made Marjory's heart ach« 
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too much to see Lilias's fair head on her mother's lap. 
The headache must have been a very light one, or she 
would not have wrapped Mrs. Carres arms round her and 
coaxed her to do nothing else but talk to her. Anyhow, 
Marjory felt restless, and the idea came into her mind that 
a chat with Margaret would do her good. 

On the threshold she encountered Mr. Wentworth, who 
had driven over this wet afternoon to cheer up Barry. 

Marjory pictured the scene in Cosey-Nook as she made 
her way down the steep path. Lilias would not change 
her position, she was sure of that. She was in one of her 
baby moods, as she called them, and Hurrell would have 
very little attention paid him. She guessed that he would 
take the high-backed chair that stood behind Barry's 
couch, where he could see Lilias's pale face with the fire- 
light plaving on it. He would be listening to the low- 
toned talk aU the time he was trying to discuss an interest- 
ing political question with Barry. Marjory could almost 
see him pulling his brown moustache, and the ea^er look 
that would come into his eyes as Lilias carelessly addressed 
some word to him. 

Marjory was sitting bv the window, mending an old 
table-cloth, and Plato's " Dialogues" lay in her lap ; the 
little parlor looked cosey and home-like, with a great black 
cat curled up on the rug before the fire, and a basket of 
primroses on the table. 

Marearet greeted her cordially ; she was evidently pleased 
with Marjory's overtures of friendship. 

''It is so good of you to take compassion on me this 
dreary afternoon," she said, gratefhllv. '* It is doing me a 
real kindness ; for I have a cold, and rather will not let me 
leave the house to-day. Now you must take off your hat, 
and have tea with us. We have real old-fashioned tea, you 
know, with no dinner to follow, only a nine o'clock supper. 
But father will be in by half-past five, and he will waK up 
to Mavisbank with you." 

" I can stay until half-past six," returned Marjory, quite 
satisfied with this arrangement. ''Mr. Wentworth dines 
with us to-night, and Lilias will want me to accompany 
them in some duets ; that is, if her headache gets better. 
Mrs. Carr has sent you a message : she wants you to come 
back with me, because you are so fond of music ; and, 
really, Mr. Wentworth has such a fine voice, it is quite a 
pleasure to listen to him." 

" Thanks, not to-night," replied Margaret, taking up her 
work a^un, and there was a little flush upon her face as 
she spoke. " I can come to-morrow, or perhaps the next 
day^Dut to-night it is impossible, with my cold." 

forgot your cold. Never mind : I dare say we shaU 

a* 
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have Mr. Wentworth another evening. There are feif 
days that we do not see him, and, indeedi I quite miss him 
if he does not come." 

" I dare say Hurrell Is a very pleasant companion," was 
the rather hurried ansi¥er. "will you tell Mrs. Carr that 
I will come to-morrow ? There is no need for music : it vs 
always a change for me to be at Mavisbank. Lilias's voice 
is sufficient music for me : to hear her talking to her 
mother and Mr. Barry is like listening to some Uttle beck 
flowing on in the sunshine. Certainly LiUas is the hap- 
piest creature I ever knew." 

"Yes." returned Marjonr, curtly. But this afternoon 
she could not talk about Lilias, when she remembered the 
beautiful hand with the diamond rings flashing in the fire- 
light as it stroked the fair braids of hair. " Now you must 
let me help you," — ^in a more animated voice. " Oh, I can 
darn splendidly, I assure you ; my dear Miss Frere taught 
me that." 

Margaret held up her work with a curious little smile. 
" Look at this. Miss Deane ! Would you not suppose a 
child of eight years old had done that, and not a woman 
of seven-and-twenty ? I would make you a present of my 
Latin, but not my Greek, — oh, dear, no, that is far too pre- 
cious to me, — ^if you would give me your skilful fingers." 

Marjory lookea at her pretty little hands with a good 
deal of disdain. 

" Oh, they are so useless," she said, scornfully. " What 
good have they done since I learned to use them ? I have 
never prevented a person fromi bleeding to death," with a 

Slayful intonation in her voice ; "and I have never ban- 
aged a burnt baby and treated it so skilfully that it did 
not die after all." 

Margaret seemed a little confUsed at this. 

"How naughty of Lilias to tell you! indeed there is 
nothing in all that. You forget I am a doctor's daughter : 
stupid as I am, I feel in my element in a sick-room." 

**l)o you know, I rather envy you," returned Marjory, 
seriously : "you live such a grand sort of life, and the rest 
of us girls only fritter it away. Oh. we do no harm," as 
Margaret seemed about to interrupt ner, " but then we do 
very little good. Life is a day of small things to us, little 
pleasures and petty careSj and a good deal of discontent, 
when we cannot adjust circumstances to our liking ; but 
you, — ^you are diflferent." 

M.argaret hung her head, — ^it was a very finely shaped 
head, — as though she were abashed at Marjory's speech. 
"Oh, yes, I know I am diflferent: you need not teU me 
that," she said, in quite a sad tone. 

Marjory opened her eyes at this display of humility. 
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" Ton must not misunderstand me, Miss Ainslie. Ton are 
only different from us because you are so much better." 

''Oh, no, no! please do nol say so," quite shrinking 
from this unexpected praise. 

"Why should I not feU you the truth?"— a little wilfully. 
" We hear Dr. Margaret Ainslie's praises in every cottage 
we enter. Sometimes it is * the doctor's daughter,' or * the 

good lady up at doctor's.' Think what grand things you 
o day after day, while I am just killing time, or making 
little duties for myself, — a little gardening, a little prac- 
tising, so n^any visits, so much tennis I And you with 
your Greek, and your pupils at the Vicarage, and your sick 
people, and all the good that you do. If usefulness could 
make a person happy, I think you ought to be happier 
even than Lilias." 

There was a quick catch of Margaret's breath as Marjory 
paused, but a beautiful smile came to her face as she an- 
swered her. 

"Do you know, I never talk to myself in that way?" 
she said, quite simply. "What does it matter so much if 
one be happy, as long as one does the duty that comes to 
hand? Every day its work or duty. We are not sent into 
the world for nappiness ; I have lived long enough to know 
that." 

" But all the same one longs for it," observed Marjory, a 
little bitterly. 

"Oh, yes; we long for it! There are children who cry 
for the moon ; but if it were given to them the poor in- 
fants would be sorely perplexed what to do with it. How 
strange." in a thoughtful tone, "if one's granted wish 
were given. only to crush one with its very magnitude! 
Don't you remember. Miss Deane, how the multitude fell 
arlusting for flesh in tne wilderness, and, while the coveted 
food was between their teeth, the plague broke out among 
them ? That teaches one to be afraid of wishing for any- 
thing too much." 

" Do you not wish for anything, then?" asked Mariory. 
rather curiously. She could make nothing of the conmsea 
color that mounted to Margaret's forehead, but it passed 
as she spoke. 

"Oh, yes; I have many wishes. I wish, for example, 
to be a comfort to my father and to make myself a com- 
panion for him. I wish to be of use in the world and do 
some good with my talents ; and especially I wish people 
to trust me and to feel sure of my sympathy." 

" Yes, yes," — a little impatiently ; " all this is as it should 
be ; but surely you have more personal wishes than even 
these." 

"I due My,"^yery quietly; "but a busy life stampa 
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oat all such useless thoughts. If I had time to think 
about myself, I dare say I could coin discontent as cleverly 
as other people ; but M^at of that? We are too ignorant 
to fashion our own lives; a beneficemt Providence does 
that for us.'' 

" Oh, how I wish I were like you !'' sighed Marjory ; and 
she really meant what she said, for her young face was 
growing thin and sharp with her hidden trouble, and 
more than once Mrs. Carr had told her that she feared the 
air of St. Elilda's was too keen for her. "Oh, dear," — ^in 
quite a different tone, — " I thought we should be safe from 
visitors on such a wet afternoon ; but surely that is Miss 
Stallard crossing the road." 

" Yes, it is Katie," returned Margaret, laying down her 
work; but Marjory did not think that she seemed so 
pleased to see her as usual. Perhaps she, too, was sorry 
that their t^t&-drtSte was interrupted bv any new-comer. 
Miss Stallard, on her side, seemed a little taken aback 
when she saw Marjory. 

" My dear Margaret," she said, kissing her with efilision, 
"I am so surprised to see Miss Deane with you! Am I 
de trop 9 Shall Igo away?" 

"No, indeed. "What nonsense, Katie !" 

"May I stop, then? I should like to rest a little after 
fighting that dreadful wind : it has blown the rain away, 
but the roads are so muddy. I said to Mrs. Moore ai 
luncheon I was sure that you would be dull stopping at 
home all day with such a bad cold. Dr. Ainslie told us 
you had a cold, so I proposed that I should run over and 
read French with you, and she quite agreed with me." 

"You are very kind. Katie dear ; but you see I have a 
visitor. NoSl and Cnapsal will hardly entertain Miss 
Deane !" 

" Never mind ; we can talk then." returned Miss Stal- 
lard, cheerfully, and she proceeded io make herself quite at 
home without any further invitation. To Marjory's secret 
discomposure, she took off her water-proof and hat, and, 
after smoothing her pretty hair and unpinning her dress, 
she took out a neat little huswife fi*om her pocket, and 
asked Margaret for the remainder of the tea-cloths tiiat she 
was hemming. 

Marjory became decidedly moody, as Miss Stallard 
stitched away and chatted to them both ; not that her 
silence or Margaret's sudden gravity mattered in the least 
to this young person. Katie was evidently one of those 
people who see nothing but what they wish to see. It did 
not enter into her heacL apparently, that her presence was 
not specially welcomed ; she talked on breatnlessly about 
dear Mrs. M lore's excellent management, and the vioar'i 
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cough, and Gk)osev's bad cold that she had caught no one 
knew how ; but of course Dr. Ainslie had been called in. 
for with a delicate child, and she always would have it 
that Qooeey was extremely delicate, there was no knowing 
what might come of it — ^and so on, with many staccatos 
and notes of admiration. 

Well, it must have been a cheerful sight for the tired 
doctor when he came in from his rounds and saw the three 
voung needlewomen gathered round the lamp. Katie had 
brushed up the hearth, and fetched the keltle from the 
kitchen, and now it was singing merrily ; there were slip- 
pers warming on the rug ; and it waa not Margaret who 
nad thought of that, for her large busy mind sometimes let 
little things slip. 

No wonder the doctor smiled benevolently when he saw 
these Uttle preparations for his comfort. No wonder he 
stood so long on the rug, rubbing his large white hands to- 
gether, and beaming on the three girls through his speo- 
tacles. 

Of course it was Miss Stallard who spoke first. 

"Dear Margaret," she said, in one of her audible whis- 
pers, "will you not ask vour father to change his wet 
boouB? and nis coat musi be damp : it is quite steam- 
ing." 

"Thanks, Miss Katie, for your thoughtfulness," inter- 
rupted Dr. Ainslie. "Of course I ought to know better. 
Margaret, my dear, you are a good girl to warm my slip- 
pers. I have had a miserable day, and I want all the 
comfort I can get." 

" It was Katie who thought of the slippers, father." 
repUed Margaret, quietly. 

** Oh, never mind who did it," returned Katie, with a 
blush and a laugh. " Do please go away. Dr. Ainslie, and 
change your damp coat, and you will find tea ready on 
vour return. Now," in a bustling tone, as soon as he had 
left the room, " I am quite ready to help you, Margaret. 
You know there is nothing that I enjoy more than making 
myself useful. And I do love playing at housekeeping : 
it IS so much more interesting than teacning a lot of slupid 
Uttle girls." 

"I thought you said the Moores were so quick and 
clever," observed Margaret, as she folded up her work. 

It struck Marjory that she would rather nave dispensed 
with Katie's help, but she was too good-natured to refuse : 
so they left the room together, and Maijoiy could hear 
Miss Stallard humming a little air gayly as she tripped to 
and fro between the parlor and the Kitchen. 

" She was dreadfully busy," she told Marjory, in a laugh- 
ing tone. " Dear Margaret would have burnt the cakes, 
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as Alfred did, if she had not reminded her that the oven 
•wan too hot." 

She came in with them in her hand presently, and pre- 
tended to be shocked when she saw Dr. Ainslie in liis 
easy-chair, for her sleeves were tucked up, showing her 
round dimpled arms to the elbow. 

But the doctor only smiled, and said she was a beneficent 
fairy, and he was sure the cakes were good, and that Mar- 
garet must come and pour out the tea, for he was getting 
very impatient. 

Marjory would have enjoyed the meal very much if it 
had not oeen for Miss Stallard's fussy attempts to bring 
lierself into notice. She would not sit still for more than a 
minute. Margaret had a cold, and was tired, so she must 
jump up to replenish the teapot; and then there were 
more cakes to Be turned, and Jane could not be trusted ; 
then there was no marmalade on the table, and she knew 
Dr. Ainslie never liked his tea without marmalade. And 
when he had confessed that he had left his paper in his 
coat-pocket, she must run and look for it. 

It struck Marjory that Dr. Ainslie made a sort of pet of 
this little girl, she was so fair and soft and pretty ; and 
possibly he had not a strong dislike to light eyelashes. 
Anyhow, he laughed at her in an indulgent way, and 
made all sorts or civil little speeches, taking very little 
notice of his grave daughter, though Margaret's quiet 
eyes followed nis every movement. "The little fairy," 
218 he called her, was evidently a source of amusement to 
him. 

When Marjory rose to put on her cloak, Margaret asked 
her father if he were too tired to walk up with her to St. 
Kilda's ; but Marjory instantly negatived this proposition. 
She knew her way quite well, and she would not trouble 
Dr. Ainslie to put on his boots again, all in a very decided 
voice. 

"No, indeed ; it would be too cruel : would it not. Miss 
Deane ?" broke in Katie. " I would rather walk with you 
myself, only dear Margaret must have her French lessons : 
we have wasted all the afternoon." 

"Will not Mrs. Moore want you to go back, Katie?'' 
asked Margaret, gently. " You are very good, but I have 
promised to read to my father." 

"Never mind," returned Katie, pleasantly; "I will 
finish the tea-cloths, and it will be such a treat to sit and 
listen to you : no one ever reads to me. It is nothing but 
correcting exercises and helping the children with their 
lessons all the evening in that dull school-room. What! 
S'l'e you going. Miss Deane? Jane would have walked 
with you : would she not, Margaret? Still, if you do not 
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mind, It is a pity to disturb her in her ironing. No, Dr. 
Ainslie, do not move : I am going to the door with Miss 
Deane. What is the good of a poor little governess if she 
does not make herself useful?'^ And Katie tripped into 
the passage. 

"Good-niffht, and thank you," observed Marjory, 
coldly, as she went out. It was nearly seven ; a raw, 
cold, gusty evening, with a settled grayness about it, for 
the light had not faded. 

"How I do dislike that little busybody I" she said to 
herself, somewhat uncharitably. **She is one of those 
dangerous people who imply more than they say. It is 
my behef that she puts Margaret in a wrong position. She 
would have managed quite nicely, cakes and all, if. that 
little chatterbox had not usurped her duties. I shall hate 
the word * useful' from henceforth, because it is always on 
her hps. I cannot understand why people make such a 
fuss about her. Dr. Ainslie took more notice of her than 
he did of me." 

Marjory's brief wrath soon evaporated as she walked 
rapidly down the street. It was the first time she had 
found herself alone, and it was with a sense of strangeness 
that she looked round her in the gray half-twilight. The 
rain had ceased, but the heavy clouds were scudding storm- 
ily across the sky. The bare ruins of St. Kilda's Castle 
looked desolate in the murky light, and the dark wood 
about Mavisbank made a gloomy background. There was 
no one in sight : not even a dog barked to break the su- 
preme sense of quietness. Marjory had a curious feeling 
as she looked up at the closea windows of Mavisbank. 
She felt like a belated ghost entering her rightfUl home in 
the gloaming. Within there was warmth, comfort, a fire- 
side circle ; and she outside, with that dreadful secret lying 
like a stone on her heart. 

** Oh, what nonsense !" she said to herself, as she knocked 
loudly. 

Mr. Wentworth would open the door to her, — she knew 
that; and she had a smile ready for him as he threw it 
back. 

"How late you are, Marjory I" in quite a vexed voice 
from Lilias. 

"My dear, we have been expecting you for the last half- 
hour. Hurrell was just starting in search of you," in Mrs. 
Carr's gentle tones. 

"I am so sorry " began Mariory, coming forward 

into the hght, while Mr. Wentwortn bolted the great oak 
door behind her, and then she stopped; and surely she 
was in a dream. 

They were all gathered round the fire, just as she had 
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left them ; but who was that gentleman, with Iron-^ray 
whiskers and short silvery hair, who was coming forwiyrd 
to meet her with a smile of greeting on his face? 

''Are you so surprised to see mer' he said, laughing at 
her, and taking her hand ; and there was a quicK gleam 
in his dark eyes. '' My dear, you look almost like a ghost 
stealing upon us out of that windy darkness. And how 
are you ? and what have you to say to me, Marjory Daw?" 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

THB KEW GTJEBT AT MAVISBANK. 

"Mb. Frere, how you have startled me !" that was all 
Maijory could say for some minutes ; but she had turned 
very pale at the sight of him, and there was an odd, wist- 
ful look in her eyes ; and it was not altogether pleasure 
with which she seemed to regard this new-comer. 

But if he saw this — ^and what was there that escaped his 
scrutiny? — ^he took no notice ; only, instead of relinquish- 
ing her hand, he drew her gently towards the fire, with 
the remark that even ghosts liked warmth, but not too 
much of it, at which Barry laughed. 

"Do you know, Marjory," he continued, with his usual 
easy manner, as he placed a chair for her, "that I consider 
myself an ill-used individual? The Black Bull is a capital 
inn, — a very capital inn ; I took quite a liking to the land- 
lord ; but nothing will do for these hospitable friends of 
yours but my portmanteau — a very shaoby one — ^must be 
fetched away: and here I am, a free-born Englishman, 
shorn of my liberty, deprived of all lounging bachelor 
rights, and condemned to lead a civilized lire for the next 
few days." 

"Do you mean," asked Mariory, in a low voice, "that 
you are to stay at Mavisbank?" 

" Of course Mr. Frere is to stay," interrupted Mrs. Carr. 
in laughing tones. " Does he suppose for one moment that 
we should leave him in that dreary inn, to enjoy Mr. At- 
kinson's notions of comfort, when there are spare rooms 
here which it will be a charity to fill? Think what a boon 
it will be to us all, Marjory, to have some one fresh to 
amuse us I" 

" When did he arrive?" she asked, in the same curiously 
low tones. 

Evidently the presence of this old friend had a subduing 
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influence on her. Mrs. Carr looked up quickly at the girl 
a8 she answered, — 

*' It must have been two hours ago. Lilias had just rung 
for tea, when there was a loud knock, and Mr. Frere came 
in. I am obliged to confess that he gave us a great deal of 
trouble before he would allow Fleming to fetch his port- 
manteau ; but he was not proof against two women's coax- 
ing, and so, of course, we triumphed," — with a pleasant 
smile at her guest. 

''It was I who put the finishing stroke, mother dear,'' 
observed Lilias, merrily ; for, strange to say, Mr. Frere had 
remained silent after his little speech. "You were losing 
ground ver5r plainly. I could see that, when I said how 
pleased Marjory would be to see him sitting in Cosey-Nook, 
and of course that settled it. Hurrell sent Fleming off the 
next minute, and ever since then he has been praising up 
the Black Bull." 

Maijorv smiled. She quite knew how Mr. Frere would 
talk, and the pleasure with which they would listen to 
him. 

" You are all dressed for dinner, and I shall be late," she 
said, starting up ; and, without another glance, she disap- 
peared behind the screen. 

" I am afraid you are disappointed in Marjory's appear- 
ance," observed Mrs. Carr, rather anxiously ; for her guest 
was looking grave, verv grave indeed, and a sort of smoth- 
ered sigh had escaped him as the girl left the hall. " You 
will not give us credit for our care of her, but I have taken 
it into my head that the air of St. Kilda's is a little too 
keen for her. In another few weeks it will be better." 

" She is looking thin," was the reply. " Perhaps the air 
does not suit her ; and yet Marjory is very hardy. If she 
l)e willing to go south with me, we shall oe only too glad 
to get her bacK." 

" Oh, we cannot s par e her yet !" returned Mrs. Carr, in 
an alarmed tone. "We have grown so fond of her ; she 
seems to belong to us, somehow. Lilias and she are such 
companions ; and even Barry will miss her. Indeed, we 
cannot let you have her lust yet !" 

"You are very good.'' he answered, quietly. "Anne 
tells me you are abll spoiling her child ; but all the same she 
is very grateful to you. Please do not mention this to 
Marjory for a d^ or two. If she does not wish to come 
home with me, I will leave her with you a little longer." 

" That is generous on your part, and we will promise not 
to be selfish," she returned, with a winning smile. 

She had tiaken a fancy to this keen-eyed, clever-looking 
Mr. Frere. She thouglit that even a girl might learn to 
care for him, notwithstanding his gray hairs. There wm 
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a certain freshness of youth about hun, in spite of hiB 
whimsical bachelor ways, and a latent strength and quiet 
intensity of purpose under that careless, easy-going man- 
ner. Indeed, before the evening was over, Mrs. Carr had 
quite made up her mind that Mr. Frere was one of the 
most fascinating men she had ever met. 

He was certainly a little abstracted at times. Now and 
then his rapid, discursive talk died , away rather unac- 
countably inro silence ; but it was alwavs when Marjory 
spoke, or when her light step passed by him. A keen ob- 
server would have noticed mose quiet, searching glances 
that followed the girl as she swept through the old hall,— 
how, under the shading hand, his eyes rested on her face 
as she sang with her comnanions or talked to Barry. But 
no one could have guessea the sudden contraction of pain 
that seemed to grip his heart as he watched her. He had 
not been prepared to see this change in her. What would 
Anne say ii she saw her darling now? The beautiful 
young face had grown sharp and thin with some secret 
anguish. When she laughed and talked it was the old 
Marjory. It waa only when she was silent, when her feat- 
ures were still, that the subtile change was perceptible,— a 
iiardeningof the lines round the mouth, a set look, a deeper 
shadow in the honest brown eyes, which looked as if they 
did not always sleep well. All this was plainly visible to 
the friend who had watched her face from infancy and had 
grown to love it as a man loves the face of a woman who 
is dearer to him than life. 

It seemed to Mrs. Carr that Marjory was rather reserved 
with her old friend, — that she spoKe very little to him, and 
did not once place herself beside him. She had demanded 
the home news at the dinner-table, and he had answered 
all her Questions in a pleasant, good-natured way. But 
there had been no attempt on Marjory's part to secure him 
for a quiet t^te-drt^te, though it would have been easy to 
find a secluded nook in the great hall. On the contrary, 
she had seemed to avoid any opportunity for private talk. 
She had kept her place at the piano the greater part of the 
evening, and haa then taken refuge by Barry's couch. 
Was it possible that she could have been afraid of him? 
Mrs. Carr felt herself puzzled by the girl's behavior. 

Mariory could not have explamed the sudden terror that 
^he felt at the sight of Mr. Frere. He had kept his word, 
and had followed her to make sure that things were well 
with her. Was it not for her to feel grateful for such de- 
votion ? Why did she dread so much those keen vet kindly 
looks that seemed always questioning her ? Why would 
he not understand that it was freedom she wanted, — free- 
dom to think her own thoughts and indulge in her own 
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miserable reflections, out of ifeach of even loving super- 
vision ? To be alone with him— oh, that was what siie most 
dreaded I and yet, with the strangest contradiction, she had 
never felt so fond and proud of him as she had that night. 
Bhe had never been so conscious of his power over her. 

Sven when he wished her good-night, and her hand was 
resting in his. she seemed only anxious to escape. 

** Marjory," he had said, watching her varying color and 
downcast eyes, " I have not had a word with you yet. To* 
morrow we must have one of our old walks together, and 
vou must show me your pet antipathy. Miss Stallard, and 
this wonderful Dr. Margaret Ainshe, and your grand 
ruined castle, and the seat in the wood, and all the St. 
Kilda's curiosities, animate and inanimate." 

"Oh, yes, we will come. Lilias and I will take you 
everywhere," she answered, wilfully mistaking his mean- 
ing, that they two should have one of their old t6te-drt4tcs. 
She looked up as she spoke, and was a little dismayed at 
the amused, naif-pitying look with which he was regard- 
ing her. It said, so pMnly, " Poor child, I see you have 
grown afraid of me ; out what are your simple girlish pur- 
poses compared to my man's will ? Do you think, for all 
Sour poor little plots, that you can escape me?" And 
[aijory hung her head, and blushed, almost as though 
she were a child. 

But he took no notice of her confusion, and only wished 
her a most kindly good-night ; and at breakfast the next 
morning he mystified her still more by addressing himself 
to her friend and begging Lilias to assist her in her diffi- 
cult duties of cicerone, for the sun was shining, and there 
was a pleasant warmth in the atmosphere, and a walk 
would be delightful, and he quite longed to see the outside 
of the Black Bull again, and the moon-shaped face of Mr. 
Atkinson. 
LiUas seemed reluctant to accede to this polite request. 
" I am sure Maijoiy can show you eveiything," she re- 
turned. " Don't you fenow the old adage, Mr. Frere, * Two 
are company, and three are none * ?" 

" That is too bad," interrupted Maijory, eagerly, " when 
I have made a third at least a dozen times with you atid 
Mr. Wentworth." At which Lilias blushed and looked 
Avicked, and Marjory grew suddenly hot, as though she 
had made an awkward speech, and yet was hardly aware 
of what she had said, only she relt angry with herself, and 
Mr. Frere looked at them both with calmly amused eyes. 

** Nothing pleases me more than to controvert popular 
sayings. Besides, I can cap that proverb with another : 
'Tlie more the merrier.' I am sure, Miss Carr, that your 
presence will greatly add to our merriment." 
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" I meant to have driven you out this afbemoon," she 
replied, a little vexed at his pertinacity, for Lilias always 
knew when she was wanted, ** but you and Martory must 
have so much home news to discuss that I know X shall be 
in the way." 

"But Marjory and I do not know it, do we?" — ^with a 
friendly glance at Marjory. '* This is not my last day at 
Mavisbank, and home news has already been retailed. I 
am in a sociable mood this morning, and one auditor will 
not satisfy me." And after that Lilias was compelled to 
yield. 

Marjory looked up in his face a little timidly. Had she 
hurt him last night? she thought. Had her reluctance to 
take a solitary walk with him been so plainly visible ? But 
no, there was no resentment in the kind look that met 
hers. 

" Gk) and get ready, Maijory Doo," he said to her, and he 
put his hand gently on her arm. There was a nervous ex- 
citability about the girl this morning that needed to be 
soothed. He must make her more at ease with herself and 
him, he thought, before he dared to probe the secret wound 
ever so liehtly. 

Lilias tnoroughly enjoyed her walk, and came home in 
the highest spirits ; and even Maijory looked more like her 
cheerful self. Mr. Frere had been charming, Lilias told 
Barry. He had talked to- them and made them laugh 
with his humorous anecdotes. He would see everything : 
they had been to the castle and the Black Bull, and into 
the church. And they had called at the Vicarage and seen 
Katie ; and Margaret was there, and Mr. Frere had had a 
long talk with her, and afterwards with the vicar ; and no 
wonder they were late for luncheon, when Mr. Frere would 
see all the children and ask the name and age of every one. 
And during luncheon he was Just as cheerful, and he and 
Lilias had more than one argument. He was quite willing 
to be driven over to Bedlands, he told her, if he might re- 
main silent and criticise her driving ^ but he would have 
the back seat, and Maijory must be m front. And what 
did they want with a groom, when he was willing to open 
any number of gates just io show his activity? and of 
course he gained his point. 

Lilias was the first to Join him as he stood at the open 
hall door waiting for the girls. He regarded her rather 
quizzically as she came up smiling and drawing on her 
gauntlet gloves. 

" You do not look much of a Jehu," he said, quietly. 

Lilias blushed and looked a little guilty. 

She was dressed charmingly in a dark-blue velvet gown 
that fitted her ^o perfection, and her fair hair looked bright 
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OB sold under her close little velvet hat. Mr. Frere was 
quite aware that the gown had been made in Paris as soon 
as he saw it. Lilias, who generally dressed very quietly, 
though in perfect taste, was evidently bent on appearing 
to the best advant£^e. Her vanity was so innocent and 
trazisparent that he could not refrain from a half smile. 

'* The rain has laid the dust, and I shall be well covered 
up," she said, hurriedly. "You think me extravagant, 
Mr. Frere. On, I can read your thought, — ^I am very quick 
at that. But Mrs. Wentworth will be so pleased to see 
this. It is her favorite gown, and one must please other 
people sometimes." finished Lilias, a little lamely. 

** It is my favorite dress too," returned Mrs. Carr, gently. 
*' You never look so well in anything else, darling." There 
was a gleam of amusement in her eyes, too, as though she 
knew some one else had praised the velvet gown ; but the 
little by-play was lost upon Mr. Frere, for there was Mar- 
jory coming across the nail in her brown dress ; and how 
could Lilias^ charming and piquante as she was, compare 
with this girl, who carried ner head so proudly and yet 
walked with such a careless grace ? Mrs. Carr caught his 
admiring glance. "She is very handsome: she grows 
handsomer, I think," she whispered. "But it is her 
carriage that astonishes me so : few girls walk so well." 

"I have never seen any one walk like Marjory," he re- 
turned, "unless it is yourself, Mrs. Carr. Marlory's car- 
riage resembles yours. I was struck by that last night." 

"How strange !" she answered, smiling ; and the little 
compliment pleased her, for a beautiful woman must 
always be pleased with admiration, though no one was 
really more free from vanity. Marjory looked at them 
both rather gravely as she passed. It was a good thing 
Mr. Frere's sx)eech did not reach her, or her composure 
would have been ruffled. 

In another moment Lilias's voice was heard chiding 
him for his delay, and he had taken his place behind 
them with many apologies. 

But he was not silent ; far from it. On the contrary, he 
had so much to say that Bubv was almost left to her own 
devices, and the drive was quite as pleasant as the morning 
walk. 

The young squire was not at the bridge this time ; neither 
was he waiting at the door to receive them. It was quite 
half an hour before he made his appearance in his mother's 
drawing-room. Lilias was presiding at the little tea-table, 
while Mr. Frere talked to Mrs. Wentworth, when he came 
in, looking heated and tired, having ridden in haste from 
Bt. Theobald's. 

Bat the sight of Lilias in her velvet gown, pouring oat 

r 2» 
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his tea, evidently drove away all fatigue. A glow of pleas- 
ure came to his face as he sat down oeside her and said a 
few words to her in a low voicje. Indeed, he did not leave 
lier side during the remainder of the vlsil. They went out 
into the garden presently, for Mr. Wentworth wanted to 
show Lillas some new flower-beds ; and as they walked 
down the terrace Maijory found herself alone with Mr 
Frere. 

"We will follow them a little slowly," he said, with a 
light restraining touch on her arm. " One sees what all 
that means so clearly. Let that poor fellow have her to 
himself for a moment." 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

"I SAY, POOR WENTWORTH I" 

Marjory was a little amused by this remark. 

"You have not found that out for yourself," she said, 
with a touch of malice. " Of course you have read my 
letters to Anne, which were strictly private and were not 
meant for your eyes ; and so you have found out all my 
little secrets ?" 

"No, not quite all," he answered, lightly; and Marjory 
-'pvinced perceptibly, for she was certain there was a shght 
eiriphasis on the last word ; " but I have found out one 
thing,— that this Mr. Wentworth is a capital fellow, one 
of the right sort for making a woman happy : and I nope 
your friend will soon see things in the proper light." 

" I hope so too ; but I am half afraid of liilias." 

" That is because you have no experience, my dear," he 
answered. "Now, if you were to ask me, I should say 
there are certain signs of an impending crisis. Straws 
show which way the wind blows : so when a young lady 
takes the trouble to put on a becoming velvet gown, which 
is not at all suited to your country roads, it is not to please 
you or me. or even that dignified chfttelaine we have just 
left. Mark my words, Marjory I I am an acute observer : 
I saw a pleased gleam in that young man's eye when he 
saw that gown. Miss Carr is not quite so innocent as you 
think." 

" Lilias is no coquette I" answered Maijory, indignantly. 

" My dear childL every woman is a conscious or uncon- 
scious coquette. They begin young, Marjory : a baby will 
point out its blue shoes and sash to any intelligent old gen* 
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tleman. You never had a new frock yourself without 
sliOTidiig it to me promptly." 

"You do not call yourself an old gentleman, I hope?" 
witli a quick scorn in her voice. 

"No, not old; but I might be younger," with a half- 
sigh ; " but I am ready to take a large amount of interest 
in your charming friend. If I knew Mr. Wentworth 
better. — ^if I were in a position to speak, — I should say to 
him, 'My good fellow, you are a little too patient and 
long-sufTering. Women are kittle cattle : they want a 
strong hand over them. Let her know what you mean 
pretty plainly, and bid her make up her mind one way or 
the other.' Depend upon it, Marjory, she likes him too 
well to give him up." 

"I think so myself; but Lilias is not like other ^rls. 
She seems so afraid of losing her hberty ; her home life is 
ao precious to her that she dreads giving it up. Mrs. Carr 
is the rival that Mr. Wentworth has to rear." 

"Oh, that is nonsense!" he answered, quickly. "A 
girl's mother would never hinder her marrying : such dif- 
ferent affections could not clash. It is just a girl's whim, 
— nothing but self-will, and a desire to test her power over 
her lover." 

"You are quite wrong" persisted Marjory, speaking 
with her old animation : "I have been angry myself with 
Xiilias, but I know she is not like that. Oh, you may take 
my word for It, girls understand each other, and Lilias is 
as transparent as crystal. She is not so happv as she 
makes out ; she is fighting against herself and him. She 
wants impossible things, — to have her home hfe and him 
too ; she cannot make up her mind to exchange Mavisbank 
for Bedlands." 

" Then he must show her by his behavior that he will 
expect a decided answer, one way or another : that will 
cure her of vacillation. He is a good-tempered fellow, one 
can see that ; but he must contrive to get up a scene and 
frighten her. Oh, your remarks were very true, Maiiory : 
they made me smile when I read them. But I said to 
myself, *This Wentworth must have a poor spirit, if he 
could not bring this wilful young lady to reason, when it 
is evident that she hkes him all the time.' " 

Marjory was silent ; but she looked at the two figures 
before her with a half-curious, half-tender gaze. Mr. Went- 
worth was a noble lover, she thought, — so patient and 
gentle : any girl might be proud of sucn constancy. * * Loyal 
je serais durant ma vie" was indeed his motto. Would 
anyone ever care for her in that way? A fieeting sigh 
escaped her as she turned to Mr. Frere. He had been 
watching her; but now he resumed his cheerful talk. 
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They had slid, unconsciously on her part, into their old 
ways : tiiere was no painful embarrassment in her manner 
now. 

"Well," he said, brightly, "I am much taken with your 
new friend Dr. Margaret Ainslie. I was very much pleased 
with her this morning. She is more feminine than I 
thought : she keeps her learning in the back^oond. You 
have shown very good taste, Marjory, in this new friend- 
ship of yours." 

Marjory colored up with gratification. She was never 
quite nappy unless this friend of hers agreed with her. 

"Oh," she remarked, in a pleased voice, "you will see 
her again this evening. Margaret dines at Mavisbank 
to-night." 

"I am glad to hear it," he returned, heartily. "If 1 
had not already lost my heart to Mrs. Carr and this 
charming Lilias, I could have found a comer for Miss 
Ainslie. I could have dispensed with the sx)ectacles, i)er- 
haps ; but then we cannot expect perfection in this world. 
She haa a beautiful mouth, — have you noticed that? — and 
her smile is just what a smile ought to be." 

" I have begun to think her very nice-looking : but, Mr. 
Frere, you must give me your opinion of Miss Stallard." 

He made a little grimace. 

"She is too sleek and soft for my taste: she treads as 
gingerly as a cat on broken glass. One might as well pro- 
nounce an opinion on a mummy." 

" What do you mean by that?" she asked, laughing. 

" It is very plain," he answered, seriously : " we cannot 
penetrate through all these wrappings to get at the real 
article. The cat's fur does not cling to the creature more 
closely than Miss Staliard's pretty mannerisms cling 
to her. These soft creatures have concealed claws, some- 
times : one of these days Miss Stallard may show hers." 

Marjory had no time to express her approval of this 
sentiment, which certainly comcided with her own; for 
at that moment Mr. Wentworth and Lilias ioined them. 

" Mr. Frere," she asked, a little eagerly, "do you drive? 
Do you think you could drive Kuby?" 

"Well," he returned, looking benignantly at her bright 
face, " I believe I can drive as well as most ordinary folk 
who have little practice. Whose neck do you wish to place 
in ieopardy? — ^jrour own or Marjory's?" 

"It IS lust this," she replied, quickly : "Hurrell wants 
to come oack with us to dinner, and we must hot make 
the phaeton too heavy for Ruby ; she gets ill-tempered at 
that. So I thought if you would kindly drive Marlory, 
Hurrell would take me in his dog-cart, and then poor Buoy 
will be eased." 
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" An excellent idea ! What do yoii say, Marjory ?" 

What could she say, with Mr. Wentworth^s eyes fixed 
on her so anxiously, except to agree that it was a very good 
idea indeed? Nevertheless, Mr. Frere was auite conscious 
that her face had clouded a little. While Mr. Wentworth 
liurried oflF to the stables, she stood by silently while 
liilias chatted with Mr. Frere. Lilias had so many orders 
to give him about Buby. If she shied a little, that was 
only her playfulness, and he must take no notice of that ; 
and she always liked going home so much that perha[»s 
her pace would astonish him ; and he must lead the way, 
for Buby had a jealous temper, and would not follow 
another equipage with any degree of meekness. There 
inras no end to her directions. 

" I hope you will remember all this, Maijory,*' he said, 
in a resigned voice. " I shall never get you safely to St. 
Xilda's, 1 am afraid;' ' but all the same Maijory knew she 
could trust him. He had driven her and Anne before, 
and she remembered how pleasant those drives had been, 
and how happily they hiui come home in the summer 
twilight, witn the stajrs just peeping through the dusky 
blue above their heads, and the smell of the ^orse in the 
air. and the dark fir woods looking black in the faint 
light. 

She need not have troubled herself so much about that 
solitary drive with him. Mr. Frere talked a good deal, but 
it was all on general subjects. He had just finished an 
article for the "Quarterly," and he wanted to tell Marjory 
about it. And he had a great deal to say about Bedlands 
and Mrs. Wentworth, and what a distinguished-looking 
woman she was, but far inferior, in his opinion, to Mrs. 
Carr. Maijpry soon forgot her fears, and listened to him 
as happily as ever. 

She expressed a little surprise, when they reached Mavis- 
bank, that they did not hear ihe wheels of the dog-cart 
coming up .the nill. " Mr. Wentworth's mare can go faster 
than Buby," she said, in a perplexed tone. 

" I dare say her sjieed d!epends on her master's will," 
was the significant answer ; and then Fleming opened the 
door, and they went into the hall, with its pleasant fire- 
light shining as usual on Mrs. Carr's velvet gown as she 
sat in her favorite chair talking to Miss Ainslie. 

"Where is Lil?" asked Barry, rousing up from his book 
as Marjory went up to Margaret. She was looking very 
nice this evening, Marjory thought. She wore black silk, 
with a good deal of Spanish lace ; and surely it was not 
Margaret who had fastened in that knot of scarlet gera- 
nium and maidenhair, which gave her Just the color sho 
needed. 
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" My dear, what have you done with Liliaa ?" chimed In 
Mrs. Can*. 

" She will be here directly. Mr. Wentworth is driving 
her in his dog-cart. They must have loitered on their way, 
for we did not even hear the wheels. Mr. Wentworth 
wanted to dine here this evening, and there was no room 
for us all in the phaeton." 

Mrs. Carr seemed perfectly satisfied with this arrange- 
ment, but it struck Marjory that Miss Ainslie looked a 
little nervous and perturbed. It might have been her 
fancy, for the next moment she was speaking in her ordi- 
nary manner. Surel v Margaret was not such a recluse that 
the presence of an old friend should disturb her serenity ; 
but what did that sudden flush on her face mean ? 

" Shall I come up with you?" she said, in a low voice, as 
Marjory would have passed her ; and, asMarlory willingly 
acceded to this, the girls went up-stairs togetner. 

Mariory was more than half dressed when she heard 
Lilias^9 hght footsteps passing her room, and opened her 
door, with a laughing word at her delay. 

" I am very late : do not keep me I" replied Lilias, hur- 
riedly, turning her face away as the light flashed across 
the passage, but not before Marjory had seen that her eyes 
were wet, and that there were tears running down ner 
face. 

" Oh, Lilias," she pleaded, "do stay a moment and let 
me speak to you." 

But Lilias shook her head and went into her own room ; 
and Marjory, surprised and pained, went back to Margaret. 

She thought that Mrs. Carr looked a little anxious when 
they went down-stairs : she was sitting gazing into the fire 
and taking no notice of her guest, who, with his usual 
tact, was talking to Barry. Mr. Wentworth was standing 
moodily by the mantel-piece ; he came forward and shook 
hands with Margaret, and said a few words to her very 
gravely. But Marjory was shocked to see how pale and 
harassed he looked ; all the light and animation seemed to 
have died out of his face ; he looked heavy and sombre,— 
quite different from the bright young squire who had gone 
off whistling merrily to order his dog-cart. There was 
plainly something very much amiss, and it threw a gloom 
over the little circle. 

" Lilias is so late that I think we had better begin din- 
ner," observed Mrs. Carr, presently. 

And then they all seated themselves round the cheerful 
table, with its pink-shaded candles and flowers ; and what 
must Mr. Frere do but start one of his long harangues on 
the government of India, which required nothing but 
monosyllabic replies from the rest of the party ! 
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He had fairly launched into his subject, and the soup 
and fish had been removed, when Lilias glided into the 
room. — still in her blue velvet gown, and only her fair hair 
smoothed a little, as though she had forgotten to change 
her dress. A place had been left for her between Mr. Frere 
and Marjory, for Mr. Wentworth had seated himself by 
Margaret Marjoiy stole a quick glance at her. Lilias was 
pale, — ^very pale, she thought, — and her eyelids were red. 
as though she had been weeping. It was impossible noi 
to notice that the food was sent away untasted on her 

Elate. But if Mr. Wentworth saw all this, it did not move 
im from his stern apathy. He began talking to Margaret, 
quite ignoring the llastern Question. He was asking her 
about some people to whom he wished to send relief, and 
did she think Canada would be a good opening for the 
eldest son, who was a likely fellow and understood farm- 
ing ? And all the time he talked he kept his eyes fixed 
moodily on his plate. 

Mr. Frere was doing his part gallantly. He must have 
quoted whole pages from his article in the " Quarterly 
Aeview" before Marjory had the presence of mind to come 
to his relief. Mrs. Carr was too anxious to join in their 
talk : but Barry tried to argue the matter a httle from his 
couen, but his voice was so weak that Mr. Frere silenced 
him promptly. 

Miss Ainshe was not enjoying her tSte-drt^te with Mr. 
Wentworth. Every now and then she colored painfully, 
and gave him a timid glance, as though begging him to 
desist from his efforts to entertain her ; but it was evidently 
his intention to speak to no one else, and he plodded 
through a long description of some model farm ne had 
lately visited. Margaret, who was rather ignorant on such 
subjects, had nothing to say in return : so she merely bent 
her grand head and listened. 

It was quite a relief when their hostess gave the signal 
to the ladies to rise. Mrs. Carr waited at the door for Liil- 
ias ; and as soon as they were outside she put her arm 
round the girl and drew her towards the staircase. 

"You have tired yourself out: you have one of your 
headaches,'' she said, aloud, for the benefit of the gentle- 
mien within. 

"Shall I wish you good-evening, Mrs. Carr?" observed 
Mr. Wentworth, approaching them with a gloomy expres- 
sion. " My dog-cart will be round directly ; and, as Lilias 
has a headache " not looking at her, however. 

** Oh, yes, I have a headache," said the poor girl, stretch- 
ing out a cold hand to him ; but he did not seem to see it, 
— only turned away with an inclusive good-night to the 
party. 
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" Oh, mother !" Maijory heard her aay, hi quite a heart* 
broken tone. Margaret must have heard it too. 

'* Gome, darling, come ! there is a fire in my room," re- 
turned Mrs. Carr, tenderly. 

A sort of dull anguish smote Marjory as she looked after 
them in the dim light. They were walking slowly up- 
stairs hand in hand, and Lilias's hair brusheof Mrs. Carrs 
shoulder. 

'* Why do you look Uke that? Is there anything dread- 
ful the matter?'' asked Margaret, in an alarmed voice ; and 
her lips looked very pale. 

"Oh, it is only a lovers' quarrel!" returned Marjory, 
with a forced unnatural laugh. "Those two have fallen 
out. I dare say they will make it up to-morrow. How 
cold it is I— and yet it is May ; we are both shivering. Let 
us go back to Cosey-Nook : Mr. Frere will soon join us." 

Marjory was wrong. Mr. Frere did not join them for 
another hour. Fleming brought them some coffee, and 
told Marjory that Barry was tired and had ^one to his 
room, and the two gentlemen were smoking in the con- 
servatory. It was quite late before the wheels of the dog- 
cart sounded under the window, and they could hear Mr. 
Wentworth's voice bidding Mr. Frere good-night. Mar- 
ffaret had put on her cloak, for her servant was waiting 
for her. She only lingered until Mr. Wentworth had 
driven off, and then she said good-by to Marjory. 

Mariory stood thoughtfully leaning a^nst the high 
carved mantel-piece. »he had no idea what a picture she 
made in Mr. Frere's eyes, as he closed the door behind him. 
For months afterwards the recollection of that evening 
crossed him in summer twilights or on moonlight nights. 
The warm gleams of light thirown over the old hall, with 
the solitary girlish figure in the white gown, standing with 
bent head and tightly-clasped hands ; the deep, unspoken 
sadness of the eyes as she raised them to his face, — as 

Sathetic as the eyes of a lost child who has strayed back to 
nd its home in ruins ; the beautiful little head, so heavily 
weighted with its dark hair, — ^not carried in its old, proud 
fashion, but drooping forward a little. 

Maijory had lost herself in her weary musings. She had 
no conception of the rush of tenderness that filled her 
friend's heart as he watched : but in another moment he 
had stepx>ed up to her and nad laid his hand upon her 
shoulder. 

"You are in one of your old brown studies," he said, 
gently. " Do you remember how I caught you dreaming 
one day with an east wind blowing round you? It is timii^ 
is it not, for you to be dreaming on your pillow?" 

" Lb it so late ?" she answered, starting a little. " Marga* 
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ret has only Just gone. What a strange evening it has 
been I Poor Mr. Wentworth looks dresMifully unhappy ! 
I hope"— glancing at him a little timidly, for his intent 
look rather troubled her — "that you have contrived to 
comfort him." 

" The comfort does not lie in my hands, unfortunately," 
he returned, gravely. " He is very much broken down, 
poor fellow ; and, though I was a stranger, he gave me his 
confidence. It is droll, is it not, Marjory, for a dry old fel- 
low like me to be the recipient of a lover's confidence?" 

"Oh, no!" she answered, quickly; "you are always so 
good to people in trouble. 1 knew ne would tell you all 
about it, and how kindly and patiently you would listen. 
I am sure you would ^ve him the best aavice." 

" The question is whether he will take it. Your Mend 
liilias has been very naughty, — very naughty, indeed, Mar- 
jory; and it is my opinion that he ought tojpunish her." 

" He will never do that," she replied, conndently. 

" That remains to be proved. Xf he take my advice, he 
will free himself from ner thraldom and assert himself. 
There will be no hope for either of them unless he becomes 
her master. Naughty children, who do not know their 
own minds, must taste of the rod of correction. If he take 
my advice, well and good ; but in this crazy world most 
mienprefer setting up their own finger-posts." 

" roor Lilias !" signed Marjory. 

" Come, that is tcS bad I — i will not have you side with 
the ofiender. I say. poor Wentworth ! to be tormented by 
that little witch. Do you know, Marjory, I am half sorry 
to see the wealth of love that is lavished on that little i)ale- 
facedghrl?" 

" Wnat do you mean?" she asked, rather frightened at 
his tone. 

"I think," he returned, slowly, "that it is a great pity 
so many hearts are set on her. She is very delicate, Mar- 
jory. I do not believe her mother or lover sees it. She is 

so bright that she deceives them ; but I have noticed " 

But here he stopped. 

"Tell me what you were going to say !" she implored, 
anxiously. " I know she is delicate. She cannot walk up- 
hill ; and she once told me that she was sure her heart was 
weak, for, when anything excited her, she had palpita- 
tions; but she begged me not to mention this to Mrs. 
Carr.'^' 

" Just so I" he returned, in a significant voice. " She is 
so active and full of spirit that no wonder they are de- 
ceived. I tried to hint something of this to Wentworth. 
'Miss Carr is not strong. I think she has more spirit 
than strength.' That was what I said to him, Maijory 
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Do you know, he contradicted me. He said, 'Oh, you 
think that because she has a pale complexion; but she 
is never iH. Oh, no ; Lilias is never ilL A headache now 
and then, what does that siffnify ? But, Marjory, I could 
tell at one glance that she aoes not inherit her mother's 
superb constitution." 

Maijory was silent. A cold fear was creeping over her. 
What if Lilias, cherished and* beloved as she was, had in- 
herited her mother's feeble organization? She remem- 
bered Mrs. Chard's attacks, and a shiver crossed her. 

"You are cold, mv dear," observed Mr. Frere, taking 
her hand. " I have nlled your mind with gloomy fancies, 
instead of bidding vou good-night. You must go now, 
Marjory, for you look (j[uite pale and tired. To-morrow" — 
and here there was a singular inflection in his tone — " you 
and I will go out togemer, and we will not have Miss 
Carr. And you shall take me to the seat in the wood, and 
we will have one of our old talks, for there must be noth- 
ing hidden between you and me, my darling." 



CHAPTEK XXXTIL 

" A DROPPED STITOH." 

"Why does he call me his darling? He has done it 
twice. He never used, — not even when I was a childj" she 
thought. But it was more than this that made Marjory's 
cheek bum : for Mr. Frere had taken the little hana and 
raised it to nis lips ; and the unaccustomed caress, coming 
from the friend whom she reverenced above all men, had 
strangely embarrassed her. 

Marjoiy had come to the conclusion that Mr. Frere was 
very unlike himself that night : he was making her afraid 
of him. But as she reached tne top of the s&ircase she 
forgot him for the moment ; for Mrs, Carr was closing her 
door softly and coming forward to meet her. Marj oiy would 
have spoken, but Mrs. Carr laid her hand on her lips. 

"Hush!" she whispered, "she is asleep now: we must 
not wake her. She has been fretting herself ill. I never 
saw her like this before, and it quite frightened me. I 
will come into your room, if I may, and then we can talk 
a Uttle." 

Marjory followed her silently. Mrs. Carr lighted the 
candles, and then seated herself on the couch and signed 
to the fgiil to place herself beside her. 
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"I have been very neglectftil of my guests this evening," 
she said, smoothing her hair caressingly. 

Marjory trembled a little. The touch of her mother^s 
hand always excited instead of soothing her. Sometimes 
she dared not come near her, lest her strong agitation 
should overmaster her. Mrs. Can*, as usual, miscon- 
strued it. 

" You are cold," she said, kindly. ** Will you have your 
fire lighted? Emma thought it would be too warm for 
you tms evening ; but perhaps she was wrong." 

" Oh, no, I am warm, — qmte wamij" returned Marjory, 
hurriedly. "Please tell me about Lilias. I have been so 
anxious all the evening. I cannot think what has taken 
place between her and Mr. Wentworth." 

"My dear," she returned, with some emotion, "I am 
afraid Lilias has behaved very badly : she has refused to 
marry Hurrell." 

** ifefused I after all her encouragement of him ? — ^impos- 
sible ! Oh, vou must have mistaken her : she could not be 
so cruel as tnat !" 

"It amounts to a refusal: she will not be engaged to 
him. After all these months. I may say years, of devo- 
tion, she wants to go on as ihev have been doing. He 
cannot make her lis&n to reason." 

" You must talk to her, — ^you must indeed !" exclaimed 
Maijory, earnestly. "Mr. Frere has been giving Mr 
Wentworth his advice." 

" Do you know what he has told him?'- — ^very anxiously . 

" He has advised him to be very firm. I know he thinks 
Lilias has been naughty and deserves to be punished. He 
wants Mr. Wentworth to assert himself, and not give in to 
her." 

" Mr. Frere is quite right : he is clear-sighted and sensi- 
ble. If Hurrell will only take his advice, there may be 
some chance for their future happiness. He spoils her 
dreadfully ; he has spoiled her all these years, and she will 
not believe that his anger will ever last more than four- 
and-twenty hours. He always makes it up the next day 
and so she expects him to-morrow." 

" Do you mean that they have had these scenes before?" 
asked Marjory, rather aghast at this. 

"Once or twice j but, from what I can gather, Hurrell 
has never been qmte so angry before. He has frightened 
her : I can see that plainly. She keeps saying that he will 
come to-morrow and ask her pardon for all the hard things 
he has said ; but I hardly thmk she believes that he will, 
she looks at me so piteously and asks what I think." 

" If he takes Mr. Frere's advice, he will not come." 

" Then my poor darling will suffer. Marjory, she does 
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love him ; she loves him dearly. She is tormenting her- 
self as well as him. She would be engaged to him to- 
morrow, and happily, if he would not press her to marry 
for a year or two ; but Hurrell will not consent to this." 

" Why not?" — ^in a little surprise. ** If he cares for her 
so much, a long engagement would not matter." 

" My dear, we are women : we do not know how men feel 
about these things. Hurrell told her that he considered 
they had been as good as engaged the last two years, and 
slie could not deny the fact. He has cared for her ever 
since she was sixteen. She is his one thought : she is 
ev^erything to him ; she has encouraged him ; she has ac- 
cepted all his attentions ; there has been a tacit under- 
standing between them all this time ; and, though I am 
Lilias's mother, I must say Hurrell has been hardly used." 

" I think so too." 

" There can be no doubt of that ; and I am not surprised 
that his patience is exhausted, and that he has at last risen 
up against such tyranny. What is play to a girl is death 
' to a man. She will not tell me all he said. He must have 
uttered some very bitter things ; but he absolutely refused 
to enter into any indefinite enga^ment ; there must be a 
specific arrangement on hei part tnat their marriage should 
not be postponed beyond a few months. Lilias would not 
agree to this ; and you know the rest. Hurrell was too 
angry to open his mouth to her again, and my poor child 
has nearly broken her heart over it." 

" The remedy lies in her own hands," returned Marjory, 
a little coldly. 

"Yes, indeed; one word would recall Hurrell to his 
allegiance. But there was a look upon his face to-night 
that ought to have warned her. Soft-hearted as he is, I am 
afraid his pride is too deeply wounded to be healed by any 
show of penitence on her part, unless she submits to his 
conditions." 

" If he only keep firmly to them," murmured Marjory, 
who was rather du oious on this point. 

Mrs. Carr sighed. 

" Lilias is making herself quite ill over it. Manory. 
have you ever heard her complain of palpitations before? 
Do you know, I was quite frightened ; her lips were blue, 
and I was obliged to give her sal-volatile. I had to use all 
my authority to induce her to leave off talking and be 
quiet. She is sleeping with me to-night ; I feel so anxious 
about her that I could not trust her out of my sight." 

" Mr. Frere thinks she has more spirit than strength,^ 
was Marjory^s cautious reply. 

'*My children take after their father," returned Mrs. 
Carr, mournfully. " Philip was very delicate ; none of the 
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Carrs were strong : they all died in their prime. S6me- 
times I am afraid Lilias has not a robust constitution. I 
have watched her when she has been asleep, and it has 
grieved me to see how fragile she looks ; but in the day* 
time my fears leave me, she is so merry, so full of life, so 
difi^rent from my poor boy Barry." 

"But he is better," interrupted Marjory, soothingly. 
"You said yourself, yesterday, that he smfered far less 
than he did at Whitecliffe." 

"Yes, yes; I mu:t not be too anxious," she returned ; 
but there were tears in the beautiful gray eyes. "But I 
ha^e only those two, and I was left a widow early. Now, 
my dear, I have burdened you enough with our troubles ; 
but you are so afibctionate and sympathetic that I forget 
you are not one of us;" 

"I could not love you more " began Marjory, in an 

agitated tone ; and then she stopped, and tumea very pale. 
What was she saying? 

" I know you are fond of us," returned Mrs. Carr, kindly, 
and she put her arms round the girl and kissed her. * * Good- 
night, my dear ; I am ashamed of having kept you up so 
long." But Marjory did not respond to her kisses ; only, 
when she left the room, the poor girl hid her face on her 
arms and cried long and bitterly. 

" * I forget you are not one of us.' Oh, mother, mother ! 
how could you say that to me?" 

When Marjory woke the next morning, the rain wtw 
beating against the window-panes. She lay and listened 
to it as though it were music ; and her first thoughts were 
that Mr. Frere could not ask her to walk with nim, and 
that she would be safe from his questions this one day. 
But if it had been bright sunshine, Mr. Frere could noi 
have looked more cheertui, as he stood on the rug reading 
his paper. Mrs. Carr was already at the breakmst-table, 
but Liilias's place was empty. 

Marjory asked after her in a whisper. 

" She is better. She will be down presently," answersd 
Mrs. Carr. " You must not take any notice if she is rather 
out of spirits this morning. Mr. Frere, are you ready for 
your coffee? and shall Marjory give you a cutlet?" 

Mr. Frere laid down his paper, and was alert and full 
of talk in a moment. If his hostess looked a little grave 
and worn, and Mariory had dark lines under her eyes as 
though she had not slept well, he took no notice of either 
fact. There was an article on model lodging-houses for 
artisans in the paper, which he told Marjoi^ would please 
Anne immensely, and he took a great deal of pains to ex- 
plain the whole man and design to them both in his usual 
eloquent way. Then he strayed a little to the subject of 

2»* 
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poor-laws, which rather perplexed the two women ; and 
after that he wound up with a dissertation on the phonetic 
structure of language, and the immense difficulty of pro- 
ducing a Cumbrian glossary, to which they lent a very 
imperfect attention. 

"You may observe," he began, "that in the phonetic 
structure of a language there is an immense disadvantage 
and difficulty. The varying powers of English characters, 
for example, would produce abundant confusion, and the 
rocalism of the Cumbrian dialects gives us striking phe- 
nomena." 

"Oh, dear!" observed Marjory below her breath, and a 
0tragffling little sunbeam of a smile came to her lips. 

Pernaps this was what Mr. Frere wanted, for he went on 
still more cheerftiUy ; 

" During the European transit of the Hibemo-Celts and 
Scandinavians, some great changes of the labial organs 
took place. For example, the Irish and Scandinavian 
languages lost the initial P." 

"Mrs. Carr," exclainaed Marjory, in desperation, and 
now all her dimples were in ftill play, "may I fetcn my 
embroidery? I snail be able to get on nicely with it this 
wet morning, unless Barry wants me to read to him." 

And, though this was dreadfully rude on Marjory's part, 
Mr. Frere did not in the least resent it. He onlv took up 
his paper again, and his eyes twinkled a little benind it. 

Barry was occupied with his tutor, so Marjory had full 
liberty for the morning. She and Mrs. Carr worked a 
little silentW until Lilias joined them, and then they both 
made an eflort to be extremely cheerful. 

Lilias looked pale, and seemed somewhat depressed. 
She had letters to write, and when they were finished she 
took up a book and placed herself by the fire, as though 
she were chilly. 

But every now and then Marjory noticed that she looked 
out anxiously at the falling rain, and her mouth took sor- 
rowful curves like a child's. "She is afraid the rain wiU 
keep him away," thought Maijory. 

After luncheon the clouds showed signs of breaking, and 
Mr. Frere announced his intention of putting on his mack- 
intosh and walking over to Thorpe. 

Lilias started, and a faint color came into her cheeks. 
He had not asked either her or Marjory to accompany 
him. 

" It was far too wet for any but amphibious animals," he 
said ; but, as he went to the door to reconnoitre the pros- 
pect, she followed him. 

" You are going to Thorpe," she said, timidly. " Would 
you mind giving this little parcel to Mrs. Wentworth ? It 
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is the pattern slie wanted for a cowvr&pied. I meant to 
have taken it to-day." 

" The ram will be a capital excuse," he answered, cheer- 
fuUy. 

"Oh, yes; it is far too wet," she repeated, rather ab- 
sently. " I hope you will stay and talk to her a little, she 
will be so dull. And if you see Mr. Wentworth " 

But here she faltered, and her cheek became very pink 
indeed. 

** Of course I shall see the squire," he returned, averting 
his eyes, for her confusion was very great. " I can give 
him any message you like to send." 

** Oh, I have no message." she returned, rather piteously ; 
"only I shall be glad u ne would let us know how poor 
Meybrick is. Mother and I think we shall be able to help 
hhn a little, if he wUl only let us know more about the 
case." 

"And is that all?" he asked, looking at her kindly. 

" Oh, I have no message, — ^no message at all," she re- 
turned, hurriedly ; " only that about poor Meybrick." 

But as Mr. Frere went down the flooded path he told 
himself that no message could have been plainer ; it was 
bidding him come and give her a full account of hia prot^g^, 

" Poor little girl I" he said, rather pityingly, for the inno- 
cent sorrow in her eyes had touched him in spite of him- 
self ; but all the same he knew that she would look for the 
young squire in vain. 

It was a long, dreary afternoon, in spite of all Marjory's 
efforts to entertain her friends. She read aloud to them ; 
she talked to Barry ; she poured out the tea, because LUias 
complained that her head ached ; and she made cheerful 
remarks on the weather every now and then. The rain 
had quite stopped, she said ; there was a gleam of sunshine 
behind the castle ; she was sure they would have a flne 
day on the morrow ; Lilias must drive Mr. Frere over to 
St. Theobald's, and show him the church, for he was very 
learned about ecclesiastical architecture, — ^he had written 
an article on the restoration of churches once, that had 
excited a great deal of attention, — ^and he would be so 
pleased with St. Theobald's. 

She was still talking about Mr. Frere, when his foot- 
steps were heard on the gravel underneath the window, 
ana she hastened to admit him ; for it was the quaint and 
friendly custom at Mavisbank for any of the fiunily to 
open the outer door and admit the guest into Cosey-Nook ; 
and it was rare indeed for Fleming to make his appearance 
when they were gathered in the hall. It was one of Mis. 
Carr's large notions of hospitality and service, which were 
oflen opposed to mere conventionality. 
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Marjory received a pleasant smile, and then he came for- 
ward into the firelight. He was alone, and a shade had 
fallen on Lilias's face. 

He did not speak to her. Perhaps, with his usual tact, he 
was waiting for her to recover from her disappointment. He 
had messages to deliver from the chd.telaine of Bedlands, aa 
he called her, both to Mrs. Carr and Marjory ; and he had a 
great deal to say about the wetness of the roads, and the 
effect of the rain-clouds on the hills ; and then, by and by, 
he addressed Lilias quite casually. 

"Mr. Wentworth will write about the Meybricks to 
your mother," he said, apparently apostrophizing the fire. 
**He is very busy lust now, — extremely busy; one of his 
farms has changea hands, and there are repairs wanted. 
If he does not come for a day or two, you must not be 
surprised." 

" Hurrell is a good business man," interrupted Mrs. 
Carr, hurriedly. ** Of course we must not expect him if 
he lie busy." 

She spoke quickly, to shield her daughter. 

Lilias's lip was quivering, and there was a misty look in 
her eyes. Hiirrell too busy to come to her when she wanted 
him so ! — to write to her mother and not to her ! — oh, then 
he must be angry with her indeed : 

"Lilias, darling, I wish you would put my knitting 
straight for me : I have dropped a stitch somewhere." 

And as Lilias rose silently, and knelt down by Mrs. Carr's 
chair to rectify the work, her face was in shadow, and no 
one noticed that the tears were falling one by one on the 
fleecy wool. 

"A dropped stitch !" observed Mr. Frere, in a musing 
tone. "Wnatamoral is conveyed in those two words! 
One little mistake, — ^a single stitch lost, — and the whole 
work is unravelled, marred, and out of harmony. I hope 
you will pick it up. Miss Carr : there is not often time to 
be lost in remedying this sort of mistake. My sister 
taught me . this : women are philosophers sometimes. 
Don^t you remember, Marjory, how Anne used to say that 
of all things she dreaded a dropped stitch?" 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

"then why not OARE fob MB?" 

Mabjoby's prognostication of the weather was correct. 
When she woke the next morning, the sunshine l&y on the 
dewy lawn, and the birds were singing in the Mavis woods 
as though clouds and rain and sorrowful hearts were un- 
known in their little world. 

It reminded Marjory of her first morning, when she 
went up the dark paths and found the squire in his wood- 
man's dress, working in the little dell. " If this be van- 
ity," she could hear nim singing. Poor Mr. Wentworth ! 
she thought : he would be scarcely in the mood to sing 
that song now. 

A pang of sincere pity crossed her when she came down- 
stairs and saw Lilies^ s pale face and tired eyes. But Lilias 
was not to be pitied. Bhe was talking as fast as ever to 
Mr. Frere, and laughing at him in her old way. And she^ 
would not be quiet, — ^no, not for a moment. But if a doe 
barked, or there was the least sound outside, she started 
nervously, and her hands trembled. 

**Maijory," she said, presently, when she had finished 
some aMurd argument with Mr. Frere, "I have promised 
to drive your friend to St. Theobald's this afternoon ; but 
you must amuse him this morning, for I am going over to 
the Vicarage and to the schools, and perhaps I may call 
upon Margaret ; and my hands are so full of business that 
I shall have no time at all before luncheon." 

"What a very Irish speech. Miss Carr." 

" I mean," she said, reddening a little, '* that I shall 
have no time to amuse any idle people. I shall leave you 
and Marjory to your own devices." 

"They will be tolerably harmless," he answered, care- 
lessly. "What do you say, Marjory, — shall we maKe h«^ 
while the sun shines? I have not seen the Mavis woocfc 
yet. Do you think they will be too wet for you, — or will 
you show me one of your favorite walks ?" 

"We might try the woods," she answered, with a very 
doubtfril face. "If we find the paths under water, we can 
make our way down the hill towards Thorpe." 

"Thorpe? Oh, it is always Thorpe!" observed Lilias, 
rather pettishly. " Mr. Frere was there yesterday and the 
day beiore. He will think there is |io other place worth 
fleeing." 
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"Do you know, I have taken a fancy to it,'^ he answered, 
apparently in good faith. " It ia quite a story-book village. 
One could weave a whole romance out of that old house 
Bedlands, and that pretty church and Vicarage. I really 
think one could live out one's life there very happily. 
There is an atmosphere of peace about the whole place. 
I like the trout-stream, — or the beck, as you call it, — ^and 
the little brid^, and the ducks and the geese, and the 
brown-faced baoies on the green. I said so to the squire 
yesterday, and " 

"You are very good at description," interrupted Lilias, 
with a little laugh ; but there was not an atom of color in 
her face. " Thorpe is a very ordinary village. I could 
show you others that are far prettier, and ducks and geese 
and babies by the dozen. It is not Arcadia; far from it. 
There are spiteful people, and stupid gossip, and humdrum 
lives, even in Thorpe." And when she had finished this 
malicious speech, she asked her mother, a little irritably, 
why they were sitting so long, when breakfast had been 
over half an hour ago : and tnis, of course, dispersed the 
party. 

" Do not keep me waiting, Marjory," observed Mr. Frere, 
quietly, as he took his paper and seated himself on the 
circular seat in the window that looked over the Mavis 
woods; and Marjory had no excuse for lingering. She 
only stopped a moment to put her arm round Liilias as she 
passed her. 

"Sissie dear," she whispered. — for she sometimes called 
her by this name since their talk, — " are you sure that you 
do not want me ? Mr. Frere is quite accustomed to walk 
alone." 

"No ; I am too busy to need a comjpanion to-day," re- 
turned Lilias, rather impatiently. " One must be alone 
sometimes ; and you do not pay Mr. Frere sufficient atten- 
tion. You are unkind to him, Marjory, and he is so good. 
I never knew any one so good." 

And Marjory was so astonished at this unexpected home- 
thrust that she actually made no answer. She had no idea 
that Lilias's speech had been overheard in the distant win- 
dow-seat. 

When she joined Mr. Frere a few minutes later, she 
found him pacing up and down the lawn. He came at 
once to her side. 

"You look very well this morning," he said, approvingly. 
" I mean that soft, fawn-colored gown just sufts you. *I 
like your taste, Mariory. All your gowns seem to belong 
to you, somehow. Other people strike me as though they 
tried to fit themselves to their clothes." 

This little compliment pleased her. She had put on her 
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ne^w gown to do him honor. She told him so frankly, and 
tlien she would have changed the subject. 

** Poor dear Lilias !'* she began ; " it is easy to see how 

restless and miserable she feels this morning " but, to 

h.er surprise, he checked her at once. 

"Never mind about that: things must take their course 
tliere, and it is not our part to play Providence. We have 
not come out to talk aoout your friend Lilias : there is a 
subject nearer home that intereets me more." 

**You mean about Anne," she answered, drawing her 
breath a little hard, but fencing with him. "Well, I am 
disappointed that she has not written this morning ; but 
I dare say we shall hear from her to-morrow." 

* No doubt ; but Anne was not in my thoughts when I 
spoke. Marjory, has the time come for you to tell me your 
trouble?" 

Ever since he had arrived she had dreaded some such 
question as this. He was not to be hoodwinked, she knew 
tnat well : no assertion on her part that she was happy, 
quite happy, would blind him to the existence of some 
secret trouble. Truth, and nothing but the truth, would 
satisfy him ; but her lips were sealed now as then. 

** Yes, I will tell you," — ^was not that what she had said 
when he had pleaded with her so earnestly and yet so 
tenderly for her confidence? "I will tell you, but not 
now. When the time comes forme to speak, you will not 
need to ask me. I will come to you of my own accord." 
Had he forgotten her words already, when she had wept 
before him and wished herself again a little child? 

She pressed her lips together, and made him no answer. 

**Has the time come yet, Marjory?" he repeated, in the 
same quiet tones. 

"No," she returned, standing still in the narrow path as 
though she were driven to bay, "it has not come. I do 
not know when it will. I know nothing, except that I 
will keep my promise to you ; one day I will tell you all, 
— but not now ! No, no !" with a sudden shiver ; " not one 
word ; not one single word." 

" lict us walk on," he said, abruptly. " You have noth- 
ing to tell me. Well, so be it ; but there is much, very 
much, that I must say. You will not deceive me long, 
Marjory," he continued. "I shall find out your trouble : 
you cannot keep it hidden from me much longer. When 
I set myself to do a thing I generally achieve my purpose. 
My will is set on this." 

"Oh, no !" she cried, in sudden terror ; "you will not be 
so ungenerous. It is not your trouble ; it is mine. I have 
a right to keep it to myself if I wish to do so." 

"I cannot permit you that right," he answered, and 
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there was a stern inflection in his voice. ^'Listen to me, 
Maijory, You are young, very young. You have no 
knowledge, no experience of the world. You are not able 
to judge for yourself in this. My dear, I see so sad a 
change in you ; and yet you are not ill? When you look 
at me with one of your old smiles, you are the same Mar- 
jory ; but when you are silent, — ^when you sit at your work, 
ana you think no one is noticing you, — it is another Mar- 
jory 1 see." 

"You have no right to watch me so," she returned, 
angrily. ** No right, — no right at all I" 

"Have I not?" he answered, with a singular smile. " I 
think I have the right, Maijory, for there is no one in the 
world who loves you in the same way as I do, — no one who 
feels for you as I feel, my darling." 

They had reached the dell ; and as he spoke they were 
standing before the bench with the carved words "For 
Lilias" before their eyes. 

Marjory repeated them absently, and then she said, with- 
out looking up, " I did not mean to be unkind, but you 
press me too much. I know you care for me ; you have 
always been too good to me." 

"My dear," he returned, very gently, but she heard the 
trembling in his voice, "will you sit down here ?" But he 
did not take his place beside ner. He took off his felt hat 
as though he were suddenly oppressed, and the arrowy 
sunbeams fell aslant on his silver-gray hair and on the 
brown keen face ; but his eyes were lowered, and she could 
not see their expression. 

" Will you not rest too?" she asked him, a little timidly. 

" No !" he said, in a quick strange voice ; " I cannot rest : 
there will be no rest in the world for me, unless it is in my 
power to make you love me as I love you." 

" What do you mean?" she asked, in a frightened tone, 
for the sad pleading of his voice smote her with a dull 
pain. "Mr. Frere," touching him with her little ungloved 
hand, " I have been naughty, I know ; but I have always 
loved you, — dearly, dearly I" 

"Not as I love you," he answered, passionately, and 
now not even Maijory could mistake the meaning of his 
words. " You have grown up under my roof; you are my 
sister's adopted child. I have seen you grow from a lovely 
child into a lovelier woman, but I never knew that it 
would come to this, — that my peace of mind, my content, 
would be lost, unless I could teach you to love me well 
enough to become my wife." 

He would have taken her hand as he spoke, bat she 
shrank from him and covered her face. 

*' Oh, no I" she sobbed ; and he oould see the tears triok* 
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ling through her fingers; "you must be dreaming; it is 
not BO. You cannot mean that.'' 

"On my life I mean it ! It is the truth, my darling 
You are £he one — ^the only woman in the world for me. 
Marjory, can you give me any hope?— am I too old foi 
you ? 1 know the disparity in our ages. I am a quartei 
of a century older than you, but I have seen more than 
one happy marriage even when this has been the case. 
If I did not think I could make you happy, dear, I would 
not ask to be your husband.'' 

She was trembling so that she could hardly answer him, 
but he understood her to whisper that it was not that she 
minded. 

"Then what is it?" he asked. And, as a sudden fear 
crossed him, " (5ood heavens, Marjory, you are not going 
to tell me that you care for some one else !" 

"Oh, no !" she stammered ; but she would not look at 
him. " I have never cared for any one, — ^not in that way ; 
I do not believe I ever shall." 

"Then why not care for me?" he said, sitting down 
beside her, and trying to draw down her hands. He 
hardly knew if this was girlish embarrassment or 
whether he had really frightened her. "Marjory, be 
frank ; be your own true self, and tell me how you feel 
about this." 

He could see that she was trying to obey him. She 
checked her tears ; and, though she still trembled exceed- 
ingly, she answered him bravely. 

" Mr. Frere." she said, in a low voice, " I never knew — 
how could I? — that you cared for me in that way: it 
makes me so unhappy. Oh, I have never felt quite so 
unhappy before. I feel as though I have lost you.'^ 

" Do you mean" — and here his lips turned very white — 
" that what I have proposed frightens you ?" 

" Yes, it frightens me," she returned, hurriedly. "When 
I said I loved you, I did not mean that. Bid you misun- 
derstand me?" 

"No, dear, no," with a heavy sigh. "I quite under- 
stood your innocent speech ; but I hoped that when I 
showed you what was in my heart " but she inter- 
rupted him : 

" Do not hope ; do not — do not !" 

He was silent, and for a few moments his face was avert- 
ed. Could he let her see his anguish ? and she meant no 
harm,— no harm at all. It was only his unlucky fate ; and 
surely, with his gray hairs, he ought to have known better. 
He was silent so long that the poor child touched him 
again in sudden terror, thinking that he was angry with 
her. 



278 FOR LILIAS. 

"Well," he said, turning round, and there was a smile 
now on his pale face, '* so you and I are to go on as we have 
been, — good friends, and nothing else." 

" If only you are not angry or hurt with me," she replied, 
drooping ner head a little. 

"1 am neither," was his answer. And now he took her 
hand, and held it firmly ; but she never forgot the coldness 
of the hand that gras^d hers, or the sudden pallor of his 
face, though the old kind smile was there. ^^ Do not mis- 
understand me, Marjory. I shall never be either hurt or 
angry with you. I love you far too well for that." 

** liut you will try to care for me a little less," she half 
whispered. 

" It would be no use forme to try. I could not leave off 
loving you ; but you shall never be frightened again by 
me." 

"You took me so by surprise," she faltered, for she de- 
tected a slight bitterness in his voice. 

** Yes, I was too abrupt," he returned, gently; "but it 
needed a sort of earthquake to show you what I meant. 
Well, we will talk no more of that. I am an old fool, 
Marjory ; and of course I am served right for my folly. 
What I want to say, my dear, is this : that you need not 
fear me. I am just the same to you as I always was, — ^your 
friend, who would give his life to serve you ; and the one 
favor I ask is that you will never think of this again. Be 
the old trustful Marjory. Nothing will pain me more than 
to see you avoid me." 

"I will try," she answered humbly; and then, in her 
gratitude and reverence, she raised her young face to his, 
as though to kiss him. She did it as innocently as though 
she were a child. But he started back, and the blood suf- 
fused his face ; and then, with an effort, he commanded 
himself, and his lips just touched her hair. 

"Gk>d bless you, dear!" he said, gravely. "Now. will 
you go back to the house while 1 indulge in a solitary 
prowl?" and as she stood a moment hesitating, unwilling 
to leave him to sad thoughts, he said, cheerfully, " Yes, go, 
Marjory: it is very damp here. I ought not to have 
brought you, but it will not hurt a tough old fellow like 
mej" and then she turned slowly away. 

Her heart was very heavy within her. Oh, why could 
she not love him, when there was no one to compare with 
him? Old I he was not so very old. Could any younger 
lover have pleaded so well as he? Her face burned as she 
remembered the strange glow in his eyes, the exquisite 
tenderness of his voice, and his patience with her. It wa^ 
she who was unworthy of him. Almost she loved him,— 
but not quite. Young as she was, Maijory's womanly in* 
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fltinctB were not at fault. She did not love him well 
enough to ^ve him the title of husband, and her heart 
was sore within her to think of his disappointment and 
pain. Did Anne know? she wondered ; and then a little 
wrill of pardonable triumph came over her to know that 
she--even ^e — could be loved in that way, and by such a 
man. 

'* Oh, if he could only care a little less, or I a little more !'' 
she murmured, sorrowfully. 

But she would have broken her heart if she could have 
seen his face as he sat upon the bench in the May sun- 
shine, with his arms folded across his chest, and his 
moutn stem and rigid with pain. 

"There are no fools like old fools I" he muttered. "I 
know that well. Could any youne fellow suffer as I suf- 
fer? What madness, what utter folly, to set my heart on 
a girl of twenty !— to think that I could find favor in her 
eyes, when she has known me from a child I And yet 
such things have happened before : and I believe I could 
have made her happy. She is peculiar ; she is sensitive and 
dissatisfied. No one will ever understand her as I do ; but 
it will never do to think of this now. I must live down 
this pain somehow," he went on, with a groan. " She 
must never know or guess how I suffer. Perhaps if I go 
away a little while — no, not for a little while ; that would 
be no use. It will be impossible to go back to the old life 
just yet ; she will try to oe her frank, sweet self with me, 
— I know she will try^ poor child I— but the memory of 
this talk will be a barrier between us. She could not hear 
the constraint, neither could I. I must put time and space 

between us until all this has been forgotten, or until " 

He stopped at that, and his face grew gray with a mighty 
pain. "Well, Gk)d bless him, whoever he may be ; for he 
will be Maijory's choice." 

And then he took his stick, and plunged into the thick, 
leafy woods that lay round him ; and ne and his sorrow 
fought out their wrestling-match together, until the spirit 
of his manhood prevailed, and his old strength returned 
to him. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

**I SHALL lilVE TO BE AN OM) WOMAN." 

Mabjoby would have given much if some Blight physical 
discomfort, such as a headache or a sprained ankle, would 
have given her the excuse for remaining quietly in her room 
the greater part of the day. 

"When would it end?'^ she wondered, with a sort of 
angry impatience of her superb health and vitality. " I 
suppose, it my heart were breaking, I should still eat and 
sleep : ii is only in novels that the heroine turns night into 
day, and weeps like Niobe. and goes about the house like a 
picturesque suitue of woe." 

But, though Marjory was ready to heap scorn upon her- 
self, she was as unhappy as any girl could be : she was far 
too warm-hearted and affectionate to be able to inflict i>ain 
without suflTering herself. Mrs. Carr wondered what ailed 
her, when she saw her come in. Maijory moved listlessly : 
her face was almost as pale as Lilias's, and she seemed 
hardly able to speak. 

"What have you done with Mr. Frere, my dear?" she 
asked, quite innocently ; but such an overpowering blush 
crossed the girPs face tnat she was sorry she had asked the 
question. 

"He — ^he has gone for a long walk: I was tired, and 
came back," stammered Marjory, and she turned her long 
neck aside, and touched her hair with a quick, embarrassed 
movement, as though she would shield her burning cheeks 
from observation. 

Mrs. Carr «aid no more, but she drew her own conclu- 
sions. There was a troubled look in Marjory's eyes, a little 
quiver about the lips, like a child who discovers that it is 
suddenly unhappy, and cannot understand the feeling: 
something had evidently gone wrong with her. 

" They are all out of sorte, — Lilias and Hurrell, and now 
Marjory, and I am afraid that nice Mr. Frere too," thought 
Mrs. Carr, with a sympathetic sigh j and she watched him 
a little anxiously when he came in just in time to take his 
place at the luncheon-table. 

But here her feminine shrewdness was at fault. Mr. 
Frere certainly looked very tired, but then he had had a 
long walk ; he was not pale, — he was even a little flushed, 
as tnough he had hurried and overheated himself. Per- 
haps he was a trifle graver than usual, but his talk was 
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flaent as ever. The only thing she could notice was that 
he gave all his attention to her and Lilias, and that he left 
Marjory to herself. He and Lilias were planning their 
afternoon's drive to St. Theobald's ; but Marjory, wno had 
been summoning up courage to speak all luncheon-time, 
suddenly interposed. 

" I wish you would take Margaret instead of me," she 
said, addressing Lilias: ''she would enjoy the drive so 
much, and I am tired.'' 

There was something pleading in her voice, but Lilias 
was too preoccupied to notice it. 

**0h, what nonsense!" she said, in her quick way. 
"You are in an idle mood to-day. You went; out with 
Mr. Frere, and left him to find his wav home alone ; and 
now you are pretending to be tired, when you have only 
to watch me drive Ruby, and admire the scenery." 

"Well, do you know, I think Miss Ainslie would be a 
most pleasant companion," observed Mr. Frere, in a leis- 
urely manner. He was not looking at poor Maijory's hot 
cheeks ; and if he was trying to shield her, Lilias certainly 
did not find it out. "If Marjory be tired, I propose that 
we invite Miss Ainslie in her stead. It would be a good 
move— would it not ? if I were to walk down to her house 
now and ask her to be ready, and then you can fetch us 
both." 

"Oh, very well." returned Lilias, nonchalantly: "if 
you are going to indulge this lazy child in her whimseys, 
I have nothing to say against Margaret." She could have 
added that it made no difierence to her whether Margaret 
or Marjory went. It was the quick movement, the fresh 
air and sunshine, that she craved. She was restless, ill at 
ease ; and any change would be desirable. Care sat beside 
her wherever she went just now ; and not even Ruby's 
antics and Mr. Frere's arguments would drive that black 
companion away. 

" You will have a dull afternoon, I am afraid, my dear," 
observed Mrs. Carr, gently, when the others had gone. 
" Cardigan wants me to see after some repairs at Haggart's 
farm, and I shall be obliged to leave you for some hours." 

" Oh, never mind : Barry wants me to read to him," re- 
turned Marjory, hastily. And as soon as Barry was settled 
comfortably on his couch in Cosey-Nook, she fetched the 
book and began at once ; but her reading was so mechani- 
cal and spiritless that Barry raised himself and peeped 
over his pillows. 

"What is the matter with you?" he asked, at last, 
" Are you tired, Marjory?" 

"Yes, — ^no! Oh, please don't interrupt me^" she an- 
swered, rather crossly ; but her voice was oreaking a little, 
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and she would have gone on, only Barry's thin hand wai 
placed on the page. 

" How absurd ?' he said, in quite an injured voioe. " Do 
you think I am so selfish that I shall let you amuse me 
when you are ready to cry with fatigue ? Don't contradict 
me, MiEujory : there are tears in your eyes ; you are just 
dead-beat. Give me the book, and I will read myself to 
sleep ; and lust put yourself in that big easy-chair, and J 
will see that no one disturbs you." 

" Oh, Barry, how good you are to me I I am tired— oh, 
I am tired to death v* And here a sob trembled in Mar- 
jory's throat. 

" I will be as good to you as I know how, for you take 
no end of trouble for me," returned the boy, with a little 
laugh. He had heard the sob, but he could not think what 
had happened to his favorite. " Shut your eyes, Marjory, 
and if any one comes I will say you are asleep : we shall 
both be the better for a nap." 

Marjory needed no second bidding. The chair he had 
selected was at the head of the couch : he could not see her 
if he tried. Marjory's tears could flow now in peace, and no 
one would be the wiser. Oh, the relief and luxury of those 
quiet hours ! Maijory's head went down upon her hands, 
and she gave herself up to that bitter-sweet retrospect. 
How was she to face her old life again ? Could Murrel's 
End be her home and his too, now this wonderful thing 
had happened? What would Anne say? Would she be 
angry with her? "Anne knows none of my troubles ; we 
are in two separate worlds, she and I, just now," thought 
Marjory, with that intense craving for sympathy that 
comes to some natures. 

Mrs. Carr thought they were both asleep, they were so 
still and motionless. 

Poor Barry, who had passed a dull afternoon trjdng to 
fix his attention on his oook and not to hear certain sus- 
piciously caught breaths behind him, hailed his mother's 
return with delight : her face had never been more wel- 
come to the poor lad than now. 

" Has not Fleming brought the tea ? It is past five : and 
3 hoped I should have found Hurrell here. Oh, whai will 
liilias say when she comes in? I know she exi>ect8 him, 
and '^ 

"Hush, mother ! Marjory is there, — ^behind the screen. 
I think she is asleep." 

"No, I am not asleep. Shall I ring for Fleming, Mrs. 
Carr?"^ 

Marjory sat up and tossed the hair from her fiance ; and 
then she came forward in her usual way to free Mrs. Carr 
from her wraps. 
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"Thank you, my dear. What have you hoth been do- 
ing? Bariy looks hot and restless, and you — ^you have a 
headache, Marjory;" but the girl shrank from that dear 
motherly look, and left the room a little hastily. 

** She was tired," interposed Barry, " and so I left her in 
peace. I was not going to let her bother herself about me. 
mother. Does not Manory remind you sometimes of that 
gill in * Aurora Leigh' ? 

" * Too much hair, perhaps^ 

I'll name a fAxxSi here for so smaU a head.' 

I often quote those two lines to myself." 

"You are quite poetical," laughed his mother; but she 
understood what he meant at once. Marjory's face often 
looked overweighted with its hair, as it did this afternoon. 
" It is very uncommon, this look of Marjory's ; but you are 
wrong, Barry : it is not * the small fair face between the 
darks of hair ;' Maijory is not fair at all." 

"No; but the description holds good all the same, 
mother. Don't you remember how the passage goes on? — 

'The low brow, the frank space between the eyes, 
Which always had the brown pathetic look 
Of a dumb creature who had been beaten once 
And never since was easy with the world.' 

Marjory never looks quite happy to me. She is so awfully 
nice and kind. I wisn you would do something for her." 

" I would do anything," returned Mrs. Carr. in a little 
surprise : but she Knew nothing about the smothered sobs 
that had roused Barry's compassion. Of course the girl 
was not happy, — one could see that; but then her own 
child was miserable. 

" Oh, Barry, what are we to do if Hurrell does not come 
soon?" she said, with pardonable egotism. 

"Do? Why, nothing at all!" replied her son, indig- 
nantly, for he was on Hurrell's side, and could not be in- 
duced io pity his sister. " If Lil chooses to treat a fellow 
shabbily she must bear the brunt of her wrong-doing. I 
am delighted that Hurrell shows so much spirit ?' for in the 
Mavisbank household there were no secrets, and Barry had 
been made to understand that things were very wrong 
indeed. 

"Poor darling! she will be so disappointed," returned 
Mrs. Carr, with a sigh. And then Marjory came back, and 
the talk became more general. Marjory made the tea, and 
waited upon them both very nicely ; and she took Barry's 
teasing in good part when he became mischievous all at 
once, out of revenge for his silent afternoon. 

She only shrank into herself when the wheels of the 
ph&eton were heard outside. 
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" Are we not late?" observed Lilias, as she stood in the 
door-way. For one half-minute her eyes scanned the 
group before her, and then her voice became recklessly 
gay. " Oh, Marjory, what you have lost by your laziness ! 
We have had such an afternoon I Margaret and Mr. Frere 
got on famously together: they were finding out Greek 
roots or derivations all the way. It was quite amusing to 
hear them. It gave me an inkling of what the Tower of 
Babel must have been, when unknown tongues were heard 
for the first time : it frightened Ruby, for she went at such 
a pace. — ^No, thank you, mother dear ; we have had tea at 
the Vicarage. Mrs. Barton was as kind as possible, and 
got out her best china in Mr. Frere's honor. They made 
so much of the gentleman from Moorbridge that his head 
is quite turned, and he has been laying down the law all 
the way home." 

"It is a very fine old church, Marjory," observed Mr. 
Frere, standing beside her, as he stooped over the fire to 
warm his hands. "The highly-decorated roof and mas- 
sive pillars are grand, and so are the arches. Miss Ainslie 
told me the nave was Early English. She seems well up 
in ecclesiastical architecture. She is an extremely well in- 
formed person." 

"Oh, it was dreadful to hear them !" rattled on Lilias, 
with a forced laugh. " They were about half an hour in the 
mortuary chapel, talking subout the different styles of archi- 
tecture,— the Perpendicular and Wavy, or Decorated pe- 
riods, — and then they went on to archaeology, or what they 
termed the science of antiquities. Think of poor little me, 
all the time shivering at the hard names with which they 
pelted each other I" 

* * Miss Carr, you were an admirable listener. I am sure wc 
never heard your voice all the time we were in the church." 

"Of course not," she answered, wickedly. "Do you 
think I would have interrupted your long treatise on the 
sedilia? Marjory, I have come to the conclusion that fate 
has led Mr. Frere to these parts. Nothing but a female 
Crichton would ever satisfy him. He and Margaret are 
kindred souls.' They both dislike short cuts to knowledge. 
They are each a walking dictionary, and prefer picking out 
the longest words for daily use. They are both an abstract 
of the reasoning power in the highest state of activity." 

"Oh, Lilias, now can you talk such nonsense?" remon- 
strated Mrs. Carr, a little gravely. 

Mr. Frere was still warming his hands, and did not 
reply ; but the hot color rushed over Mariory's fece. She 
was surprised herself to find how much Lihas's thought- 
less speech hurt her. Mr. Frere and Margaret Ainslie 
Kindred souls I — ^that any woman should claim him I 
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"Marjory," he said, in a very low voice, so that no one 
but herself could hear him, " I am greatly pleased with 
this friend of yours. She is a very uncommon person. I 
have been drawing her out, and I find she has the sim- 
plicity of a child, in spite of her great knowledge. If you 
stay here much longer you will find her a great comfort to 
you. I am glad, for your sake, that she has taken to you 
so much." 

The old kind voice and manner, — ^the same thought for 
her that had guarded her whole life. Could she fail to 
understand his meaning, — that Margaret Ainshe was only 
a source of interest to him for her sake ? Lilias's careless 
words could not hurt her now. 

"Thank you," she answered, dropping her eyes as she 
spoke. " I am glad you like her." 

" What is dear to you must be dear to me," was his low 
reply ; and he laid his hand lightly, very lightly, on hers 
for a moment. No one saw the action; but Marjory^s 
heart felt full almost to bursting, as she quietly followed 
Lilias from the room. This was how she was forgiven; 
this was how he comforted her for the pain infiicted on 
them both. There was no bitterness m his thoughts 
because she had brought trouble and confusion into his 
tranquil life. Hjs great love could never wrong her for 
one single instant. 

It was Lilias whose gayety kept them all alive that 
evening, for Mr. Frere was veiy quiet, and Marjory's sud- 
den veil of shyness and gravity was not to be removed. 
It was Lilias who sang song after song, until her mother 
refused to hear another note. It was she who set out the 
chess-table for Mr. Frere and Barry and hovered about 
them with light jesting words. It was she who was not 
tired when they gathered round the fire before separating ; 
tired ! — she had never felt fresher. And were they all old 
women, pray, that they should be sent to bed at ten o'clock, 
when me moon was shining behind the woods, and any 
one else would have proposed a stroll ? 

Mrs. Carr, who noticed Marjory's fagged looks, had to be 
very firm indeed before Lilias would consent to break up 
the party. 

" You have been dreadfully stupid to-day, Marjory," she 
began, teasingly, when they stood in the passage a mo- 
ment. " You do not speak a word to that nice Mr. Frere ; 
and I am quite in love with him myself, and so is Mar- 
garet. You are so grave and proper. You have not 
fiiughed once this evening ; and it is 1 who must sing, and 
talk nonsense, and keep you all up to the mark. Some one 
must be merry, you know, and that is always my r6le; and 
— Oh| Maijory I" 
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"What is it, dear? Sissie,— Lilias,— my poor dear,— 
what is it?" Aiid Marjory, in great alarm, threw her arm 
round the girl and drew her into the room. Lilias had 
stopped speaking, and her face was contracted as though 
with pain ; there was a dark look ahout her mouth, and 
her face was deadly pale. 

** Don't call any one : it is nothing,'' she gasped : but she 
suffered Marjory to lift her on to the couch, and for a few 
moments she seemed absolutely past speech. Then a little 
color came back into her face, but ner hands were cold as ice. 

" I have had it before, — this pain," she whispered after a 
while; "once at Whitecliffe, the night I was anxious 
about Barry, and once the evening Hurrell dined here. 
What can it oe, I wonder? I am quite strong ; I am never 
ill. — never." 

" Shall I give you a little sal-volatile ?" asked M^ory, 
who was kneeling beside her, rubbing her hands. " There 
are drops that Mrs. Chard always takes when she has her 
attacks. I do not know if they would do you good, but 
sal-volatile is always safe. You should speak to Dr. Ains- 
lie, Lilias." 

" So I wilL I will speak to him, Marjory, if you will 
promise not to tell my mother. She was so fn^htened that 
night, she never closed her eyes until morning ; and we 
were both awake, though we never spoke. Promise me, 
Malory." 

" I will not tell her unless you have another attack," she 
returned, reluctantly, for she saw it was necessary to soothe 
Lilias's agitation. " Now you must drink this, and I will 
help you to bed; for you are cold, — so dreaofully cold; 
your teeth are chattering." And, as Lilias offered no re- 
monstrance to this, she soon assisted her to undress. 

"There ! I am comfortable now," observed Lilias, grate- 
fully, as Marjory placed the pillows under her head. " You 
are a good nurse, Marjory ; you have a nice, firm touch, 
like mother's. You remind, me so of her sometimes ; you 
have beautiful hands like hers, and mine are so ugly." 
And Lilias stretched them out on the coverlet and tried to 

gout ; but Marjory was shocked to see how wan and pinched 
er face lookea. 

" Sissie darling," she said, stroking her fair hair, " I do 
think you ought to tell Mis. Carr how you felt to-night ; 
you should not hide anything from her.'' 

Lilias shook her head a little impatiently. 

"It is nothing.— nothing. Wnat a fuss you make 
about a trifle I Most likely it is indigestion. I have 
known people have pains and palpitations lust from 
that cause. I will ask Dr. Ainsiie to prescribe for me 
to-morrow." 
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"But why not tell Mrs. Carr to-night?" persisted her 
friend. 

"Oh, what an obstinate creature you are I" returned 
Xiilias, fretfully. "You are as bad as that stupid Miriam, 
'who burst out crying when I told her. The foolish woman 
made herself quite ill over it ; but I remember her drugs 
iivere very comforting." 

"You nave overexerted yourself," replied Marjory, very 
seriously. "You should not sing and talk quite so much 
when you do not feel merry. Oh^ it is no use pretending," 
as Lillas seemed eager to disclaim this: "when one is 
anxious or worried, it is best to be quiet, and not talk 
much. Now I will say good-night to you, dear, for I hear 
Mrs. Carres step." Ajid Marjory withdrew to her room 
with a fresh burden on her spirits. Were they all wrong 
about Lilias except Mr. Frere, who thought her so delicate ? 
Never beforehad Mariory seen such a resemblance between 
Liilias and Mrs. Chard as she had to-night. Mrs. Chard had 
heart-disease, she knew ; but she had some internal com- 

Slaint as well. Could Lilias have inherited her mother's 
elicacy. as she, Marjory, had inherited her magnificent 
constitution and robust health from Mrs. Carr? This was 
another source of trouble, and kept her in a waking night- 
mare for hours. She overslept herself in consequence, and 
woke late, to find something wet and sweet touching her 
cheek. It was a little bunch of wood-violets and prim- 
roses, with the dew still on them. And there was Xjilias, 
rather paler than usual, perhaps, smiling at her sleepy- 
eyed perplexity. 

"You lazy girl!" she said, laughing; "do you know 
breakfast is over, and Emma is preparing a tray of good 
things for you ? Mother said she was sure you were not 
well, and sne would not allow you to be roused. And Mr. 
Frere picked these flowers for you, to bid you good-morn- 
ing, as he said." 

Marjory's eyes filled at the silent message ; but she said, 
hurriedly : "It is very kind of him ; but you— you are 
better, Lilias?" 

" Oh, yes," returned the girl, carelessly : " but I suppose 
you will grumble and make a fuss if I do not keep my 
promise and speak to Dr. Ainslie. He will only laugh at 
me : he always does. Maijory, I have made up my mind 
that I shaU. live to be an old — a very old woman ; but I 
am afraid I shall be a very ugly one. You see. my nose is 
rather long, and when my cheeks fall in, it will have 
rather a nutKjracker efibct. No>«f, you will make a lovely 
old woman." 

" Oh, Lilias P' 

But, somehow, Marjory did not laugh at the girPs drol- 
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lery ; on the oontrary, she looked rather wistftiUy at the 
9weet ftu^e and the soft, smilmg mouth. Ldliaa looked far 
ft*oui well, and there were dark lines under her eyes, but 
no one else had notloed it. 

"Oh, do you know," observed Lilias, suddenly^ "that 
that tiresome Mr. Frere has had letters this mormng that 
oblige him to go home? Some friend or other — a Colonel 
Wharton, I think he said — has Just arrived from India on 
sick-leave, and is passing throush London ; and nothing 
will do but Mr. Frere must take the mail-train to-night.'^ 

" To-night I" It was Marjory's turn to look pale now. 

"Yes, to-night. Of course it is all nonsense, as I tell 
him ; we none of us believe his plausible little story. We 
are too stupid for him ; that is the reason. He finds him- 
self dull ; and then you snubbed him or quarrelled with 
him yesterday — which was it, Marjory? But the result i&, 
he is going o^ in a huff, though he does look so remarkably 

Eleasant over it all, and does nothing but make us civil 
ttle speeches." 

"Oh, Lilias, how you chatter!" exclaimed Marjory, in 
sudden irritation. "Do leave me ! I want to get up ; it is 
so dreadfully late." But she was a little ashamed of this 
outburst when Lilias laughed meaningly in her face. 
"You will have plenty of time for a long talk," she said, 
in a teasing voice; "and he has sent you a pretty little 



message." 



And she went off humming a tune, though the careless 
notes died away into silence aa soon aa sne waa out of 
hearing. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

OBOSS-IiiaHTS AND OBOSS-PUBPOSEB. 

Mabjobt dressed herself in haste, scarcely giving her- 
self time to do Justice to the tempting breakfast that 
Emma had prepared. But she need not have hurried 
herself : Cosey-lNook was empty when she reached it ; and 
when Mrs. Carr made her appearance, her first words were 
hardly consolatory. 

"Liliaa has gone to see Margaret, and Mr. Frere has 
walked over to JEledlands ; it is lUst possible that he may 
remain there to luncheon. I asked nim to bring Hurrell 
back with him, and he promised to do his best. Anything 
is better than ffoing on m tliis way. Liliaa is making her- 
self ill, with all her pretended good spirits : it makes me 
angry with Hurrell when I think of itl" 
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" Oh, no ; it is not Mr. Wentworth's fault : you cannot 
be so unreasonable as that," answered Maijory, with a 
faint smile. 

'* All women are unreasonable, according to your Mend's 
theory. When I see Lilias miserable, I am ready to fight 
the whole world : that is how a mother feels. Poor Hiuv 
rell ! no, he is not to blame. His only fault is that he loves 
her far too well. I think" — with a half sigh — "that my 
child was made for a world * where there is neither marry- 
ing nor giving in marriage,' she is so pure and innocent. 
There is more of the child than the woman in her nature. 
HurreU does not understand this: no man can. He is 
very good, but Lilias is too vague, too visionanr, for him. 
* "We are so happy as we are,' she says, poor darling I But 
Hurrell wants his wife ; he wants a young mistress in his 
home : nothing else will content him." 

** You cannot deny that his wishes are reasonable," re- 
turned Marjory, gravely. 

" Oh, no ; and ne is welcome to my child : but I cannot 
with my own hands push her out of the nest until her 
wings are readv for flight. She is trembling on the edge ; 
she cannot make up her mind : that is what it is. Perhaps 
these three days' absence may do much for Hurrell ; but 
he must come ; Mr. Frere must bring him." 

Marjory was silent. She doubted if her friend would 
approve of this course. Lilias had been punished, but her 
punishment had been brief ; she had only been served with 
the bread of tears and the water of affliction for three days, 
though she was making herself ill already. If her lover 
returned so (]^uickly, would she not triumph too readily, 
and still persist in her own way ? 

" Mr. JBrere shakes his head, but he promised to do his 
best to persuade him," went on Mrs. Carr. " Oh, I am so 
sorry, Marjory, that we are losing your friend this evening I 
He says he must go. He has telegraphed to his club and 
written to his sister, so he has auite made up his mind. 
Barry is inconsolable, and indeed we shall all miss him ; he 
is onlv a new acquaintance, and yet Lilias and I feel as 
thougn he were an old friend." 

"I am sorry too," returned Marjory, in a subdued voice ; 
and then Mrs. Carr was called away to speak to a tenant, 
and she was left to her own sad thoughts. She had driven 
him away, — ^well she knew that, — and yet how grieved she 
was to lose him I A sudden yearning came over her to 
keep him by her, — to ask him not to go, for she could not 
bear to be left with her unhappy thoughts. He must for- 
give her, and stay. And, yet, what if it were better for 
nim to go ? She had no experience ; she did not know how 
a man reels in such cases. Might it not be selfish in her to 

jr f » 
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desire this? Perhaps Anne would do him good and com- 
fort him ; he would be more at peace at MurrePs End 
without her. 

Marjory was entangling herself In a maze of sorrowful 
perplexity ; the poor girl had never trodden these paths 
before, and she had nothing to guard her but her own In- 
stlnctlye sense of right. It was a safer guard than she 
knew. This inward monitor had prompted her refusal 
yesterday; she did not love Mr. Frere well enough to 
marry him ; and now it bade her let him go, for his own 
peace of mind. 

She had just reached this point, and was feeling very 
dull and magnanimous, when Lilias returned to coax her 
to take a stroll. 

"Of course it was nonsense," she remarked, lightly. 
" Dr. Alnslie sounded me, and Just said nothing at aJL" 

"Nothing at all?" 

" Well, next to nothing. He told me not to tire myself, 
and that I was not to worry about anything, but keep my- 
self cheerful ; and he said I had better not go up-mll, or 
run up-stairs, if it hurt me. I had sworn him to secrecy, so 
he could not talk to mother about me ; but he made me 

fromise one thing,— if I ever felt the same pain again, that 
was to send for nim, and then, of course, mother and he 



would put their heads together." 
" Lilias, I do i 



not like this." 

" Oh, what a tiresome thing you are, Marjory ! I am 
sorry now that I said you would make a lovely old woman : 
you do not deserve such a compliment. Dr. Ainslie was 
tiresome too : he poked me about and asked such a lot of 
questions. And then he pretended I was nervous and ex- 
citable, — such nonsense I and he would not promise not to 
tell mother, until I made him understand that if mv finger 
aches she worries herself to death about it ; that ir I were 
dying. I would not have her informed that 1 was in danger 
until ihe last minute : that is what I told him. Why, she 
would break her heart beforehand, and then there would 
be no one to nurse me but that fidgety dear old Mrs. Went- 
wcrtb." And here the tears came into the lovely hazel 
<jyes. " I should wish mother to do everything for me." 

"And yet you are to live to be a very old woman I" 

" Yes, of course ; I told Dr. Ainslie so, and he patted me 
on the cheek, just as though I were a child, ana said if I 
were good, and took care of myself, he hoped I should live 
to be a hundred. Just fancy, Marjory I old Nannie Clarke 
is only eighty-six, and she has no teeth, and nut-cracker 
jaws, ana her face looks as brown and wrinkled as an old 
piece of parchment. I hope I shall not look like Nannie." 

" Oh, dear, no I you will be a lovely old woman, too," 
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returned Maijory, cheerfully ; and she would have changed 
the subject, for she could not feel quite satisfied about I)r. 
Ainslie's opinion. He had not laughed at her, that was 
evident ; but Lilias's thoughts would run on in the same 
groove. 

She asked Marjory her opinion about old age. Was it 
really such a dreary time ? Old people suffered less than 
young people, — she was sure of that, — but then they en- 
joyed less ; life was diluted to them ; material wimnth was 
more to them than mental comfort. 

" * When the daughters of music shall be brought low.' 
Well, do you know, Marjory," she went on, " when I read 
that description I seem to get into a dim world? every- 
thing is faint and low, existence seems weak and passion- 
less." 

" I don't think I want to be very old !" sighed Marjory, 
who felt just now that her burdens were too heavy to carry 
with comfort. "I wish I were a Buddhist ! I begin to 
believe in a negative happiness." 

But this was too philosophical for Lilias. 

** Oh, that is all nonsense !" she returned, with impar 
tience. "We are Christians, and I am determined to be 
a very good, pious old woman. Depend upon it, Marjory, 
old people feel like children ; only they are children with 
a past, and that may make them unhappy sometimes. 
Little things please them, — ^little jokes, a Kind word ; even 
the sunshine and flowers make them happy. People speak 
of it as second childhood : well, it is lust that they are 
Gk)d's poor, tired old children, who are having a little rest 
before they go home. Oh, we ought to be so good to the 
old ! — I am sure of that. They are the link between us and 
the angels ; they give a hand to each, as it were, — to us and 
to them ; but to some of the poor creatures it is a weary 
climb home." 

Marjory wondered at Lilias's little monologue, but it 
somehow touched her. Lilias often speculated over things, 
and her thoughts were always so fresh and innocent, so 
untouched by worldliness. Mrs. Carr's words recurred to 
Marjory, — she had spoken them without perceiving their 
real drift : " My child was made for a world * where there 
is neither marrying nor giving in marriage.' " What if 
Lilias were never to attain to that old age on which she 
dwelt so feelingly ? 

Lilias's serious talk lasted until they reached home, and 
then her mood changed. 

" Mother," she said in her pretty, caressing way, rubbing 
her cheek against Mrs. Carr's, after the manner of an 
affectionate kitten, ''Marjory agrees with me that yon 
grow more beautiful every day." 
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** My dear, what nonHense !" — with a faint, middle-aged 
blush, that waa becoming enough in its way. '* I am auite 
sure Marjory was too sensible to say anything so rioicu- 
lous." 

"Oh, it is only Lil's blarney," ot^erved Barry, coolly ; 
*' it means nothing at all, except that you are to do some- 
thing very disagreeable for her in the course of the next 
twenty-four hours." 

Lilias dropped him a little fluttering courtesy. 

" Poor boy I" she said, calmly ; ** you do not like pretty 
speeches unless they are addressed to you." 

And* then she treated him to an harangue that made 
them laugh. 

She kept them all merry at luncheon, and sent Fleming 
away, and would wait on them herself; and she hummed 
a little tune perpetually, as she moved lightly about the 
room. 

Mrs. Carr's eyes followed her continually. "Does she 
not look pretty ? Is she not the sweetest — ^the dearest ?" 
her eyes seemed to say to Marjory. And indeed the girPs 
golden hair seemed to catch the sunbeams as they stole in 
the room j and there was a knot of primroses and violets 
in her gray dress, very like the one Mr. Frere had gathered 
for Marjory. 

"Only I picked these myself," observed Lilias, with a 
meaning laugh, as she noticed a furtive glance at them 
from Maijory. And then, without any warning, she came 
up and kissed her in a way that made Marjory color and 
shrink into herself. 

It was a lovely afternoon. The fire still blazed in Cosey- 
Nook, but the door stood wide open, and the fresh spring 
breezes swept through the old hall. The girls brought out 
their embroidery-frames, and seated themselves in the 
cushioned recess that looked over the Mavis woods. By 
tacit consent, neither of them spoke of going out. Barry ^s 
invalid-chair was brought round presently, but Mrs. Carr 
did not offer to accompany him as usual. A slight stir of 
expectancy seemed in the air. Mrs. Carr brought her work 
to the window and joined the girls ; but Lilias's fun had 
died a natural death, and there was very little speech be- 
tween them. 

"Will he come? Will Mr. Frere bring him?" Those 
were the words on eveiy one's lips, but no one spoke them. 
Even when, an hour later, there were quick, crisp footsteps 
on the gravel walk, only Mrs. Carr raised her head in ex- 
pectation ; Marjory's eyes were bent on the lily she was 
working, and Lilias's face was averted, and one httle shell- 
like ear was as pink as possible. 

"You are welcome, gentlemen," observed Mrs. Cjarr, 
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with elaborate briskness : " we have been looking for you 
all the afternoon. Mr. Frere, you ought not to haveplayed 
truant on your last day : it was shabby of you. How do 
you do, Hurrell ? and what do you mean by performing 
the part of absentee all this time?'' 

"I was busy," returned the young man, curtly, and 
there was a slight suUenness in his voice. " I should not 
have come this afternoon, only Mr. Frere told me you 
wanted to speak to me about business," he said. And tnen 
he shook hands with them all, touching Lilias's hand very 
quickly and coldly without looking at her, and sat down 
by Mrs. Carr. 

Mrs. Carr's face fell. Could this be Hurrell who spoke 
so ungraciously ? She looked up at him with kind implor- 
ing eyes, but the young squire did not seem to notice her 
anxious glances. 

" It was about business you wanted me," he said, moodily. 
He looked pale, harassed, irritable. Mrs. Carr understood, 
with much sinking of heart, that Mr. Frere's mission had 
been attended with difficulty. Hurrell had come on no 
embassage of peace. 

'* Barry has come back, and is in his room," observed 
Lilias. suddenly, and her needle flew through the cloth. 
** Mother, do you not think you and Hurrell had better re- 
tire there to talk over your business ? Business is such a 
bore, except to the parties interested in it," she continued, 
with a little laugh that seemed to jar somehow, it was so 
shrill. " When tea is ready we can call you ; but business 
is such a bore," finished the girl, with a falter in her voice, 
for Hurrell was looking at her with anger in his eyes, and 
there was a dull glow on his face. What was it to him that 
the sun shone so that Lilias' s fair hair had golden gleams 
in it ? that there were flowers in her gown that he had not 
picked for her? What was it to him that the loveliest 
color had come to her face at the sight of him ? He was 
not to be played with any more. 

" Yes, let us go into Barry's room," he said, drawing him- 
self up to his full height, and squaring his shoulders as 
though they would throw off an invisible burden. " I have 
bored people sufficiently, I know that. I will never will- 
ingly ao it again." 

" Oh, my dear boy, how can you say so ?" exclaimed the 
anxious woman. ^' Lilias never meant to be rude : it is 
only her fun." 

"Yes, it is only my fun," returned Lilias, with an odd 
gleam in her eyes. " It is in the nature of business to be 
dry; that is no one's fault. GK) with him, mother. Hur- 
rell is always so dreadfully impatient. We will give you 
notice when tea is ready. Mr. Frere» come here and tell 
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us what vou have been doing. Marjory is as hurt as pos- 
sible with ^ou, leaving us all on this last day. She would 
have nothing to say to your flowers, you see. I suppose 
she has left them to wither on her table up-stairs.^' 

"Oh, LiliasT' remonstrated Marjory; and there was a 
sharp pain in her voice. " Please do not make Mr. Frere 
think I am so ungrateful." 

"No one would make me believe that," he said, sitting 
down beside her, and taking the work out of her liand. 
" My flowers are all right, Marjory, I know that ;" but 
Marjory, who knew that she meant to press them and keep 
them as her choicest treasure, looked so guilty and con- 
scious that he changed the subject. 

" Is that how you are going to listen to my explanation. 
Miss Carr ?" he asked, addressing the girl as she was about 
to leave the room. 

" I shall be back directly. Marjory can tell me all about 
it afterwards," she said, a little incoherently ; and in pity 
for her sudden restlessness he let her go. 

"It seems we are to be left to ourselves, Marjory," he 
continued, cheerfully. "What a grand old hall this is! 
It is the very heart and living-place of the house. You 
cannot think what a pretty picture you all made as we 
stood in the door-way. Mrs. Carres velvet gown, and this 
ruby stuff," — touching the folds of her dress, — "and your 
friend Lilias's hair that looked like a mesh of sunbeams, 
— it will be a pretty picture to carry with me to-night." 

"Oh, must you go?" she said, rather piteously, at this. 

"Yes, indeed: would you have me miss Wharton, — a 
fellow I have not seen since our old college-days ? By the 
bye, Marjory, you must tell me what messages I am to 
dehver to Anne : most likely I shall see her the day after 
to-morrow." 

" Tell her that I never wanted her so much in my life— 
but no, that is nonsense ; that will only trouble her. Oh, 
I have no message, — no message at all." 

"My poor little child!" he said, very softly, just under 
his breath: and then he said, aloud, "Perhaps it would 
not do to let her know that. What am I to say to her 
about your coining home? You will stop longer with 
these kind people who love you so, will you not ?-— you are 
not in a hurry to con^ home?" 

"No," returned Marjory, and her lip trembled; "I am 
not coming home just yet." But as she said the words 
the strongest longing came over her to go back with him, 
an intense craving for Anne's face and the quiet atmos- 
phere of MurrePs End. Her emotion was not lost on him, 
and his face brightened a little. 

"You may come hojne if you will, Marjory." 
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" Yes, I know," she responded, gratefully ; " but I will 
not come just yet." 

"Will you promise me one thing,— not to be unhappy 
tf you stay here ?" 

" I do not think I shall be happy anywhere just now," 
she returned, evasively. 

"Oh, you are young, my dear," he said, kindly : "things 
will grow brighter for you by and by if you will only have 
patience. Marjory, you must remember your promise to 
me. I shall hold you to that." 

" What promise?"— in a half-frightened tone. 

"To tell me your trouble some day, — ^to come to me of 
your own accord and tell it. I can trust you : you will 
never break your word." 

She shook her head in mute disclaimer of this ; so much, 
at least, she owed to this dear friend. For one moment, 
as she sat silently beside him in the sweet evening light, 
a longing came to her to put down her head on his arm 
and ask him to take care of her. " Never mind my want 
of love : I will make it up in reverence. I know you will 
be good to me ; it will all come right." Was that what 
she would say to him? but would he not put her away 
from him very gently, and refuse to listen ? Reverence, — a 
childish affection, — ^would that ever satisftr his great heart ? 

"I think this will be our real good-by," he said, pres- 
ently ; and perhaps he marvelled a little at her silence. 
" There will be the others by and by, and packing, and 
dinner, and I shall go straight from the table. Wentworth 
has promised to stay and see me off, but he is very glum 
and unpracticable. Marjory, your friend must mind what 
she is about : he has bro&en rrom his traces, and her little 
hand will not control him any longer. He seems almost 
too bitter to spc^tk to her." 

" Lilias provoked him. You heard what she said ? She 
ought not to have sent him away like that. Oh. there is 
Fleming with tea, and Lilias following. Mr. Frere, you 
must go and coax them to leave business and come back 
to Coeey-Nook." 

" I will do what I can. Supposing you come too, Mar- 
jory?" — ^holding out his hana ; but Marjory held back, 
and he went alone. 

Evidently his arguments were successful, or Barry was 
bored too ; for they all made their appearance presently, 
and Mrs. Carr sat down with a very tired face, while Mr. 
Wentworth received his cup of tea from Lilias with the 
gravity of a judge, and stood beside her as he drank it, 
making dry, commonplace observations about the weather, 
his mothers health, and Mr. Frere's journey, which Lihaja 
uiswered with downcaat eyes and a flush on her cheeks. 
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Mrs. Carr watched them with undiagoised anxleiy. 

** Oh, these men !'' she groaned onoe, aa Marjory passed 
her. " Could any attitude he more rigid and uncomprom- 
ieing than Hurrell's?" she thought. 

Ke looked taller,— older ; she had never noticed this dig- 
nity in him before. His face looked stem and hard, too ; 
his fhtnk blue eyes were clouded and fUll of suppressed 
pain. Now and then he pulled his moustache nervously, 
out that was his only sign of weakness. If Mrs. Carr felt 
friffhtened as she watched him, what must have been Lil- 
iasMS feelings as he stood there looking gloomily in the fire, 
uttering a dry remark every now ana then ? Why, it was 
as though the seas had rolled between them, dividing her 
fi*om the real Hurrell I 

Once she glanced at him in alarm, but he took no notice 
of her look. 

"Have you told Lilias about the new foal, Hurrell?" 
asked Mrs. Carr. desperately : she must say something to 
rouse him out or his apathy. 

"No ; I did not think it would interest her," he returned, 
moving away from her side as though some thought stung 
him. "One grows afraid of boring people." 

"Oh, Hurrell!" exclaimed the poor girl, turning very 
pale ; and the hands that were busy among the teacups 
tremoled. • 

" How am I to know what interests you?" he returned, 
almost savagely. But he spoke in a very low voice, and 
suddenly checked himself. "I am not myself— I will 
go!" 

"No," she whispered, calling him back by the very pain 
in her voice ; "it was I who was rude, but I did not mean 
it, Hurrell. Please do not go, — ^not like this, I mean. Go 
and talk to Marjory : she looks dull." 

And Hurrell was so far ashamed of himself that he 
obeyed her ; but when he looked up again, Lilias had left 
the room. It was some time before she returned. Mr. 
Frere had gone to look after his packing, and Hurrell and 
Barry were playing chess. Lilias took no notice of them ; 
she crossed the hall quickly, and sat down by Mrs. Carr, 
and talked to her in a voice so low that her words failed to 
reach them. As for Marjory, she moved about restlessly, 
taking up one book after another, and turning over pages 
aimlessly, without fixing her attention on a word. Evei^- 
thing was horrid, she thought ; the only person who could 
help them all was going away. How dull it was all at once 
— ^how cheerless and solitary I 

It was better during dinner. Mr. Frere, as usual, threw 
himself gallantly Into the breach ; and Hurrell, who was 
probably ashamed of his sulkiness, tried to promote the 
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oonversation. The gentlemen talked chiefly to each other, 
or to Mrs. Carr : neither of them addressed Lilias, who was 
sitting beside Mr. Frere and scarcely raised her eyes. Mr. 
Frere judged that it was kinder to leave her to herself; 
and Marjory, who was sad and preoccupied, was equally 
silent. 

Just at the last moment, when the carriage was coming 
round, Hurrell came up to Mrs. Oarr, who was standing 
liolding Lilias's hand. 

" I may as well say good-by now," he said, with an at- 
tempt at a smile. " Mr. Frere will be ready in a moment.'* 

" But you are coming back." she said, in a little surprise. 
" I heard you tell Barry that you were coming back from 
the station to bring him those papers." 

** Oh, true !" he returned, somewhat embarrassed ; " but 
I only meant to leiave them at the door with Fleming. My 
mother will be expecting me." 

** Oh, it does not matter," she replied, with some dignity. 

But liilias, who had involuntariljy^ squeezed her mother's 
hand, said, rather quickly and indifferently, — 

"On, it does not matter to-night: perhaps you will be 
coming to-morrow, or the next day?" 

"Well, no," he said, evading her look and speaking very 
nervously; "I shall be bus^ to-morrow. There are hun- 
dreds of things I must do, for I think of going up to Lon- 
don in a day or two." 

"To London?" — ^and here her voice shook a little. 
" How very strange ! — ^you go so seldom to London ! But 
it is the gav time, — oh, of course, I know it is the gay time : 
it is you who never care about such things !" 

"One must do as other men, sometimes. I have been 
too much of an anchorite. I shall not be away long, — not 
many weeks ; but if I go the day after to-morrow, I mav 
not have time to look in at Mavisbank. Perhaps you will 
see my mother sometimes, if it will not trouble you : I 
should not like her to be dull." 

"Oh, yes," returned Lilias, in a pained voice; "your 
mother shall not be dull, if we can nelp it. I hope you 
will enjoy your visit — ^and — and your gayety." 

And now it was she who gave him ner hand without 
looking at him, — perhaps because her eyes were full of 
tears ; out in the dim lignt he could not see that. 

"Marioryl" whispered Mrs. Carr, coming to the hall 
door, which stood open on that spring night ; and the girl, 
who was looking out absently at the carriage-lights flick- 
ering in the darkness, turned round with a little start. 
"Did you hear what Hurrell said about his going away to 
London?" 

"Oh, yes," returned Maijory, with an impatient sigh, 
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" I heard it alL How stupid he is I . How tiresome men 
are!" 

''My dear, I have learned a lesson to-night: it is the 
easv-tempered, kind-hearted man who can be obstinate 
and a tyrant. But, Marjory, what I have to say is this : 
Mrs. Moore has sent for me ; I have promised to go down 
to the Vicarage for an hour or two, Lilias will be alone 
and unhappy ; yes, I know she will be unhappy, though 
she has said good-by to him so coldly. Stop with her, Mar- 
jojy ; do not leave her ; bear with her if sne gets irritable 
and fretful : she does not mean it.'' 

" Of course I will stop with her," returned Marjory, hur- 
riedly ; for just then Mr. Frere was coming towards them 
with his travellinR-plaid over iiis arm, and she slipped a 
little farther into tne darkness. 

"Well, Mrs. Carr," he said, cheerfully, "I have said 

good-by to your daughter ; and now I must tell you that I 
ave tested northern hospitality for myself, and I find it 
has not been overpraised. One day, I hope, you will allow 
my sister to return it. It will be a real pleasure to her to 
welcome you to MurrePs End." 

"Perhaps, some day," she returned, with a smile: and 
then, as she saw him peering curiously into the dusky 
corners of the hall, she said, "There is Marjory, standing 
outside in her thin white dress, and no covermg on her 
head. I hope you will scold the foolish child, and send 
her in directly." 

" I am here," said Marjory, gliding out from the dark 
porch, for she had heard this. ** Mr. Frere, I am so sorry 
you must go ; but you will give my love to Anne?" 

" Yes, dear. But, now, you must not stand here another 
moment. Good-by, my child ; good-by !" For one moment 
he drew her close to him, and kissed her forehead j and 
then, as Mr. Wentworth came towards them, he motioned 
her gently to go in, and without another word took his 
place in the carriage. 

" Gk>od-by," she said again, and all her heart seemed to 
go out to him. 

The keen evening breeze blew her white gown about her 
feet, and lifted the wavy hair | but she took no heed. The 
lights wavered and shone behmd her ; from his dark corner 
he could see her stand there, until the turn of the road 
hid her firom his sight, and then, " Good-by for many along 
month to come," he said to himself, "for it will be that be* 
fore I shall dare to see your face again." 
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CHAPTER XXXVIL 

"SHAIili I BRINa HIM TO YOU?" 

Fleming was escorting his mistress to the Vicarage, and 
Barry, a little wearied by the sudden bustle and movement, 
had retired to his own room. So when Marjory had Quit- 
ted her post in the dark porch, she found Lilias stanaing 
disconsolately by the great fireplace ; she looked pale and 
miserable, and as Marjory came up to her she put out her 
hand with a wan little smile. 

" How cold and cheerless it feels ! every one has left me, 
—even my mother. What can Mrs. Moore want with her 
at this time of night ?"— rather fretfully. " But, then, she 
is always so inconsiderate." 

"Mrs. Carr will be back in an hour or two," returned 
Marjory, brightly. 

She was depressed herself, poor girl ! But the dull mis- 
ery in Lilias's eyes touched her, and threw her own troubles 
into the background. 

"Ah ! but it will be too late then," — ^in a scarcely audible 
voice. 

"Too late for what, Sissie dear ?"— putting her arm 
round her as they stood side by side. " Is there anything 
I can do to make you feel better ? Something is troubling 
you. If you will tell me what it is. I might find some way 
of helping you. Things, may not be so bad as you think ; 
it all depends on how we look at them," finished Marjory, 
philosophically. 

* * Oh. do you think so ?' ' — ^turning to her quickly. * * Mar- 
jory, i£ is not easy for me to explain. I am different from 
other girls. I have never talked to any one but my mother 
about—about Hurrell." 

" But if I know all about it. dear? if there be no need 
for you to tell me anything?" returned Marjory, with 
great tact. " Mr. Wentwortn is going to London, and you 
and he are not parting friends. It is that troubles you, is 
it not ? It is so hard when people misunderstand us and 
take umbrage at our words. So much pain may be saved 
by just a word of explanation." 

"Oh, Marjory, how did you find all this out so cleverly? 
Did you hear what he said just now ? — he must have his 
gayety like other young men, — he who never cared for 
anything but just nis quiet home and his farms. It is 
DLUserabl^ e&ougk when ene's friends go away hundreds of 
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miles and one Is left behind. But when they go in anger, 
when they will not listen to a word of reason, then it la 
intolerable." 

" Is Mr. Wentworth so angry with you?" 

She put the question very gently, but Lilias was in too 
excited and overwrought a state to answer calmly. 

" Oh," she said, bursting into tears, ** I have never seen 
him like this before. He is hard ; he is almost cruel ; but, 
then, he is not himself. How did I know he would take 
it in this dreadful way ? I have often said the same things 
to him before, and he has been a little sotr jr and vexed, but 
the next day he has always made it up with me. Would 
I have hurt him like this if I had known it? He will not 
look at me ; he will not let me say a word to him. He 
puts this distance between us Just to punish me and make 
me miserable. Oh, Mariory, if he goes, and I do not see 
him again, I think it will half kill me. Some things I can 
bear, but not this, — ^to let Hurrell go, thinking all these 
dreadful things of me." 

Lilias had poured all this out between her sobs. 

''I think it will kill me," she finished, almost despair- 
ingly. 

"Shall I bring him to you, then?" asked Marjory, 
quietly. "He is coming back with the papers for Barry, 
is he not? Shall I go to him and say tliat there is some- 
thing you have to say to him, and he must come in for a 
moment?" 

A sudden hope shone in Lilias's eyes. 

"Do you think he will come? Marjory, dear Marjory, 
do you think you could persuade him ? If I could only 
just say to him that he misunderstood me, — that I never 
meant what he thought, — that he must not go away be- 
lieving such hard things of me.— I should go to sleep more 
happily. I should not dread the waking." 

"Then I wiH certainly bring him," returned Marjory, 
with a reassuring smile. " Cheer up, Sissie dear, and dry 
your eyes. I do so hate to see you cry ; it makes me feel 
bad. You are always so bright, so full of life, that one 
cannot iinagine you m trouble." 

" I look dreadfully ugly when I cry," replied Lilias, tid- 
ing to laugh. " I cannot understand any one faHing in 
love with my long pale face. It seems so ridiculous that 
any one can care ibr me." 

"Now you look more like yourself," observed Mariory, 
in an approving tone. " Do you know, you rather snock 
me. you seem to take trouble so badly ; such a little thing 
makes you ill. Now, I am not like that. I am so strong 
that nothing seems to hurt me, and yet I know what it is 
to be dreadfully unhappy." 
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"You poor dear !"— kissing her. "But, Maijory, you 
must not say that : Hurrell's anger is not a little tiling to 
me. I believe there are some things that I could bear. If 
people died, for example, if I lost them in that way — ^well. 
I should mourn for them all my life ; but there would noi 
be this intolerable sense of loss." 

"Not if she— not if Mrs. Carr were to die?"— in a curi- 
ouslv low tone. 

" Oh. my mother I" with a sudden exquisite pathos in 
her voice. " God forbid that I should survive her, Mar- 
jory I But if it should be so, if she— my mother— went 
into that other room. — ^you know what I mean, — I might 
break my heart with longing for tl^e sight of her dear face, 
but I should never lose her; she would be mine, — ^my 
mother stUl. My dear, death does not separate hearts. 1 
am not so poor a Christian that I should believe that." 

" But if you were to lose her in any other way ? If she 
were to be alive, and yet in some strange way you were to 
be divided?" And there came a singular look into Mar- 
jory's eyes. 

" How could I lose her, except by death? You stralige 
ffirl, what can you mean by putting such a question? 
One's mother is one's mother still, though oceans were to 
roll between us." 

"Never mind what I mean," returned Marjory, un- 
steadily. " I am supposing things, that is all. On, I do 
not mean death, nor am I talking about earthly distances : 
what would that matter ? as you say. But if you had a 
rival, liilias, in your mother's heart, if you should ,flnd 
some change in her, if things were different between you. 
— oh, I cannot explain what I mean : I only want to find 
out what your Christian faith would do for you then." 

" It would do little, I ftar," she returned, slowly. " You 
are talking strangely to-night, Marjory ; but I think I see. 
the drift of your meaning. You are ninting at some sort 
of moral separation, — something impossible, — that could 
never happen." 

" But if it did happen, Lilias ?" 

" My dear," — with a sweet but very fleeting smile, — " such 
a thing would not vex me long. I should have no strength 
for such a sorrow as that. Look what these three days 
have done : they have made me ill. But with my mother ! 
Oh, I could not live if there should be trouble between her 
and me. Marjory, how frightened you look ! Why, we are 
talking this nonsense just to pass tne time, I believe. Oh, 
you do not know me, or you would not put such questions. 
i>eath ! well, that is sad ; but we have our friends still close 
beside us, though we do not see them. But a division of 
hearti uukinduess, any shadow of ohango between thoso 

as 
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who love each other, — ^it Is this that I oould Dot Yie^Jt ; tho 
wei^t and misery of it would crush my life out." 

"Do not ?.et us talk any more,*' returned Marjory, in a 
hard voice. 

A new pang tormented her, — a prevision of evil. Lilias*8 
words rang in her ears, and through her heart, many a 
day after they were spoken : "Unkindness, any shadow of 
change between those who love each other, — it is this that 
I could not bear : the weight and misery of it would crush 
my life out.'' And she had listened io them, — she who 
knew that one day she would rob Lilias of her mother. 
Marjory's own heart was beating so that she could hardly 
breathe. It was almost a relief to her that at that moment 
she could hear the carriage-wheels sounding in the dis- 
tance. Lilias had heard them too, for she turned suddenly 
very pale. 

"You must go, or you will be too late," she said, giving 
Marjory a little push. And Mariory, without another 
word, opened the door and ran out into the darkness. 

" Is that you, Mr. Wentworth?" she exclaimed, asadai 
figure became visible. 

But 'another instant proved to her that it was only the 
groom walking up to the house with the papers. 

" Take them to the door. I must speak to your n^aster a 
moment," she said, quickly, as the man in some surprise 
touched his hat and seemea about to address her. 

The rain was falling slightly, but Marjory did not heed 
that. She ran down the gravel walk, with her white go'i n 
gleaming in the murky light, and in another moment had 
startled Mr. Wentworth, who had taken his groom's place 
and was holding in his fretting mare. 

"Lilias!" he exclaimed, and then stopped in some con- 
fusion, for that tall figure could not be hers. 

"Oh, I am not Lilias, but it is Lilias who wants you. 
Please go in a moment, Mr. Wentworth : there is some- 
thing she wishes to say. There is your man coming back, 
and it will not hurt the mare to stand a little. Please come, 
for it is raining, and I cannot wait any longer." 

" I think Thad better not." he returned, slowly. "You 
are very good. Miss Deane, io take this trouble ; but please 
tell her I had better not come in to-night." 

" I shall tell her no such thing," replied Marjory, rouoed 
by this opl^osition. "Mr. Wentworth, Lilias is not well: 
there is something troubling her. She will not sleep to- 
jiight if she be crossed. Come," as he wavered, evidently 
debating whether he should yield or not: "five minutes 
will not hurt your mare, or give Mrs. Wentworth any 
great anxiety." 

Her sarcaoH aoted as a spur ; ke threw the reins to hia 
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servant, and prepared to accompany her. Marjory only 
waited until he dosed the gate behind him, and then she 
ran in. 

'*He is coming, LiliasT' she panted, as she passed 
through the hall; '*but it is raining, and my dress is 
wet :" and with this excuse she disappeared. 

"I told Miss Deane that I had better not come in to- 
night," observed Mr. Wentworth, a little abruptly, as he 
came forward into the light. " I knew your mother was 
out, and it is nearly nine, and the mare is rather fresh ; 
but she said that you wanted to sjpeak to me." 

''I do want to speak to you," she said, in a pleading 
voice. "Hurrell, you may think what you like, but I 
could not let you go away all that distance, feeling you 
were angry with me. When people are angry witn me, 
and say hard things, it makes me ill. I do not seem able 
to bear it.' 

'^ Have you sent for me to tell me that I have made you 
ill ? Is that likely to do you or me any good ?" 

"No," she returned, flushing at tnis; "but we have 
been friends for so many years that surely I may ask you 
to forgive me." 

But the same angry glow came over his face as she said 
this. 

" Things have come to a pretty pass, indeed, when there 
can be a question of forgiveness between you and me! 
That I should hear you say such words to me, who have 
worshipped the very ground you trod upon I Oh, Lilias. 
how can you ?" And the poor fellow averted his face, that 
she should not pee how her words moved him. 

"Am I not to be forgiven, then?" she returned, a little 
piteously, for she misunderstood him. "Hurrell, I never 
meant to hurt you so ! You would not listen to me, or I 
would have explained my meaning better." 

" I quite understood you." he replied, leaning his head 
on his nand as he propped nimself against the mgh carved 
mantel-piece. "You cared for me a good deal, but not 
enough to sacrifice your freedom for me. You objected to 
my conditions; you threw me over after years of encour- 
agement, and denied me what alone could satisfy me. 
Well, you have your freedom, Lilias : I withdraw my suit. 
You may have my forgiveness too, if you will. — as cer- 
tainly as you have my love. Well, does that rfol content 
you ?'' as she gave him a most sorrowful look. " Will you 
tell me again that I have made you ill ?" 

" No ; it is myself,— my own fault. But, Hurrell, what 
have I done so wrong, after all? I did not want to be 
married just yet," — blushing painftilly as she spoke. "I 
said we were happier as we were. Hush I please let me 
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finiBh," afl he seemed about to interrupt her with flocie 
impatience. "If I had known how it would hurt vou I 
would not have tried so hard for my own way. Girls are 
silly sometimes ; they do not know what tney want. I 
cannot change my nature. I am foolish, and like a child, 
I know ; but now I have sent for you to say that I will not 
cause you pain any longer : you shall not be so changed 
and unlike yourself througn me. Hurrell, indeed things 
shall be as you wish : your will shall be mine in future." 

"What do you mean?" he asked, fixing on her a keen 
glance, for he could not credit what he heard. " You are 
generally so frank, Lilias ; you tell me the whole truth 
about yourself. I have said so much all these years, surely 
you owe it to me to speak out plainly now." 

"I cannot speak more plainly," she replied, casting 
down her eyes, for her confusion was very great. ** Hur- 
rell, you know oest what you have wished so long." 

**I have wished for you to be my wife, Lilias. How 
many times have I asked you?" 

** Well, you shall have your wish by and by," in a trem- 
bling voice ; but Lilias hid her face completely now. 

But this time he understood her. Ii there were bitter 
tears shed in that self-surrender, — if the sacrifice were 
greater than even he could guess, — he knew nothing of it. 
How could he realize anything but that the wish of his 
life was granted ? his bird was fiuttering still, but he had 
it safely ; and as he took the fair head between his hands 
and kissed it gently, he bade GK)d bless her for her generous 
gift. 

"Are you happy?" she asked him, by and by, and her 
lovely eyes seemed to look wistfully at him. 

" Most truly and entirely happy, my dearest I" 

" Oh. I am so glad !" And her voice took a little ooolng 
note 01 pleasure, like a mother who sees her child U£.ex- 

Sectediy gratified. "That is what I wanted. AU these 
ays I have said to myself, * If I can only make up to him 
for my unkindness ; what does anything matter if he will 
only own himself happy?' " 

" You darling ! — but surely you share my happiness?"— 
rather jealously. 

"A little bit," — in her old mischievous voice. "But I 
am not going to gratify your vanity any more ; for, after 
all, you behaved very badly, and gave me a ^reat deal of 
trouble. Now, Hurrell, as it is long past nine, £Lnd the 
mare is so fresn, and " 

But he would not allow her to finish her sentence. 

" Oh, you are not going to dismiss me in that fashion V^ 
he said, in an off-hand manner. "Do you suppose the 
maro is {Standing out in that rain? Of oouiae Andenoa 
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had his wits about him— he is a sharp lad— and has taken 
her back to the stable. I am waiting to see your mother, 
liilias.'' But at the mention of her mother Lilias grew 
suddenly grave. " Now," he went on, for he was watching 
lier closelv, and could almost read her thoughts, *'I am 
going to talk to you very seriously, and you must be so 
good as to listen to me. Do you think that all this will 
make any difference, — that I shall ever come between you 
two, — ^that you should look sad at the mention of her 
name? She will have two sons, that is all ; and we shall 
each have two mothers. Oh, I know exactly what to ex- 
pect," as she looked up at him with a mute expression of 
gratitude. "When I come in tired from my magistrate's 
work, or from tramping over my farms, and ask for my 
wife — ^well, I shall nave to go to Mavisbank to find her. 
And if I take you abroad, say on our wedding trip, — and 
the south of France or Italy will be Just the thing for Oc- 
tober,— of course we shall find your mother and Barry 
waiting for us. And pray what have I said, that there 
should he tears in your eyes?" 

" Because you are so good," she returned, with quivering 
lips. "Because I think there is no one so good as you." 
And this answer was perfectly satisfactory to the young 
man. 

Marjory, sitting alone in her own room, thought it was 
long oefore the opening of the hall door signified Mrs. 
Oarr's return: and she thought it longer still before the 
dog-cart was brought round and Mr. Wentworth's voice 
was heard caUing out a cheerful good-night. Marjory 
stood and listened, or paced her room restlessly. They 
had forgotten her, she thought. It was not for ner to re- 
mind them of her existence ; there was much that those 
two must have to say to each other. But she would not 
seek her bed until sne knew how things were, and if she 
were to wish Lilias joy. 

Presently, towards midnight, she heard their voices, and 
went out into the passage. They were coming slowly up 
the staircase hand m hand, and ooth their faces were pale : 
only there was a bright, excited look in Lilias's eyes. At 
the sight of Marjory she gave a little cry. 

" Oh, you poor child r' she said, running up to her ; 
"you are still dressed at this time of night, ana we had 
forgotten you ! How unkind and selfish you must have 
thought us !" 

" No, indeed ; only I was too anxious to rest. Is it all 
right. Lilias? — ^are you going to sleep happily?" 

" li is all as it should be," returned Mrs. Carr, cheer- 
fully: "Lilias has made it up with Hurrell, and atoned 
for all her bad conduct. Now you must congratulate us 
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both, Marjory. Lilias is giving me just the son I wanted. 
Hurrell will take care of us all, and we shall be as happy 
as possible." 

It struck Maijory^ that Mrs. Carr spoke as if she were 
anxious to cheer Lilias ; and certainly the girl drew back, 
and looked a little grave and shy, as M!arjory warmly kissed 
and con^atulated ner. 

** She IS tired. All this has tired and excited her." went 
on Mrs. Carr, with a quick, warning glance at Marjory not 
to say any more on the subject. '* When she has had a 
good night's sleep she will feel better able to realize things. 
Come, Lilias, Marjorv will excuse our tidking any more 
to-night. Hurrell will be coming early to-morrow, and 
you must be your old bright self." 

And, putting her arm gently round the girPs shoulder, 
she drew her away. 



CHAPTER XXXVm. 

" WB MUST TAKE WHAT HBAVEN SENDS." 

But it was many days before Lilias was her old bright 
self again : those who watched her closely — ^Mrs. Carr and 
Marjory — knew that there was some strain or oppression 
on tne girPs sensitive spirits. Her nervous and delicate 
organization made itself clearly visible. 

When Mr. Wentworth was present, this condition of 
things was not so noticeable. Her gentle sprightliness re- 
turned, and nothing could be more frank and affectionate 
than her manner when they were alone together. Her one 
anxiety seemed to be to make him completely happy, and 
she certainly succeeded in this. 

Hurrell's years of devotion had reaped their reward ; the 
young man seemed almost amazed at his own hapi)inesa 
His young /2ane^ was so perfectly sweet and submissive. 
All her little tyrannies, her girlish airs and attempts to sub- 
jugate him, seemed buried in the past. If he expressed a 
wish, she was always desirous to carry it out. If, m the in- 
toxication of his sudden triumph, he grew a little masterful, 
— as men will, though without meaning it, — ^her meekness 
never gave him a hint that she was not yet his wife. But 
indeed any girl might have been proud of such a lover. 
Those who saw them together thought that nothing could 
be more perfect than HurrelPs behavior. When othen 
were present, he never obtruded his daima on her atten- 
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tlon. Only the quiet look of mutual understanding that 
passed between them spoke of their deep affection. 

When Hurrell was with her, Lilias seemed perfectly 
content j but in his absence, and especially when she was 
alone with Marjory, she had fits of gravity, — silent moods 
that were somewhat inexplicable : if roused out of these, 
she grew captious and fretful. Mrs. Carr more than once 
hinted that she was sure that Lilias was not as well as 
usual. She did not sleep with her old soundness, and 
nothing would induce her to sleep alone. She came regu- 
larly into Mrs. Carres room of a night ; sometimes she was 
wakeful, and would talk far into the night, and there was 
no silencing her ; and at other times she would lie in per- 
fect silence, but Mrs. Carr knew that she was not asleep, 
for every now and then a quick sigh escaped her. 

** If I were you, I should consult Dr. Ainslie about her 
sleeplessness," observed Marjory, very wisely ; but she 
was almost sorry that she had given this hint, for when 
Mrs. Carr returned from her colloquy with the doctor her 
eyes looked as though she had been weeping. 

"Oh, Manory," she said, when they were alone together, 
**I think r am very unhappy about my children. Dr. 
Ainslie has quite frightened me about Jjilias: we have 
always thought her so strong. But no ; he says it is only 
her spirits. She has a weak heart ; at least he did not tell 
me exactly what was the matter, but he said any form of 
excitement was bad for her. A long engagement—well, he 
would not hold with that ; he thought the sooner she was 
married the better. He thinks so highly of Hurrell : he 
is just the husband for her. He is so gentle and quiet that 
he will calm down her excitability. Perhaps if they went 
abroad and lived quietly — but just now she was not strong. 
It was not so much what he said, but it was his manner, 
Marjory. Do you think he is keeping back anything from 
me?'' 

Of course Marjory disclaimed this stoutly. Neverthe- 
less, she had an uneasy consciousness in her own mind 
that Dr. AinsUe had indulged in some mental reservation, 
as doctors will. She thought Lilias was certainly not her- 
self : such unequal spirits could hardly belong to a healthy 
condition of miud and body. But she did her best to 
quiet Mrs. Carr's fears j and very soon a strange occur- 
rence, or rather a series of occurrences, turned their 
attention into a different channel, — happily for Lilias, 
who would certainly have resented much watchfulness on 
their part. 

It was Lilias who brought them the news, about a fort- 
night after her own engagement with the young squire of 
Bedlands. She had been for a walk with Hurrell and 
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La^isie, and he had left her and LacBie to return through 
the village alone, as he had to transact some business at a 
farm-house. Marjory, who looked up from her work with 
a welcoming smile, was surprised at the flushed and dis- 
turbed look on Lilias's face as she entered the hall. 

"Do you know what news I am bringing you back?" 
she said, in a tone of strong disgust. "Mother, how can 
people behave so? I am quite ashamed of him, — ^a clever 
man like him, and at his age, too.'' 

Mrs. Can* seemed somewhat x)erplexed at this speech. 

" You are speaking in riddles, my dear," she said, quietly. 
" What ciever man do you mean? I know of none in this 
place except Dr. Ainslie, and I certainly know nothing but 
good of him. There is Mr. Moore, but surely you are not 
speaking of the vicar?" 

"Oh, no. Of course it is Dr. Ainslie. Mother, you are 
too good and innocent for this world I You would never 
dream of such a thing unless they forced you to believe it. 
Poor Margaret I My heart is bleeding for her ! — such an 
indignity to be put on her I" 

"Beally, Lilias, this is too mysterious," observed Mrs. 
Carr, smiling. " I shall begin to think that Dr. Ainslie is 
going to be married again." 

" And you will think what is true. And to Katie Stal- 
lard, of all people in the world !" And as Marjory started 
and exclaimed at this, she went on : "Yes, you were right, 
Mariory ; you were cleverer at finding her out than either 
mother or I. Think how preposterous it all is ! That little 
round-faced demure girl to be Margaret's step-mother, and 
Margaret, — ^whose father is everything to her, — ^who has 
been his companion from a child !" 

" I am very grieved and shocked to hear this," returned 
Mrs. Carr, who certainly looked both. And then she added, 
quickly, " Hush, Lilias ! don't seem as though you were 
telling us. . There is Katie herself coming up the garden- 
walk. Where did you get your news? — quick !" 

" Kati^ told me. I met her just now ; but she never 
spoke of following me, the sly little puss !" 

But here Mrs. Carr gave her a warning look, for the hall 
door stood open, in its usual summer fashion, and already 
Katie was on the threshold. 

She came in quickly, and went up to Mrs. Carr, holding 
out her little gloved hands in a humble deprecating way. 

" Oh, Lilias," she said, " have you told them? I followed 
you : I wanted to be the first, but you and Lassie were too 
quick for me ; I could not catch you up. I thought you 
would be all talking of me, and I wanted to hear what you 
said. Please don't scold me j plGase don't be hard upon 
me : you kmow I cannot help it." 
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" This is very stranee news, Katie ; I hardly know how 
to believe it/' observed Mrs. Carr, with a gravity that was 
certainly not promising. 

'* Oh, please do not say so I'' inoplored Katie, with a flick- 
ering of her light eyelashes. ''How could I help sayine 
* Yes' — a poor lonely little creature as I am — wnen that 
good man — he is a good man, is he not, Mrs. Carr? — 
offered me the shelter of his home?" 

*' But you have a good home at the Vicarage, Katie, and 
Mrs. Moore treats you as her own daughter ; and, my dear, 
forgive me if I say what is the truth. Dr. Ainslie is old 
enough to be your father." 

" On, what does that matter?" returned Miss Stallard, 
clasping her hands ; but her pink cheeks deepened a little. 
** I never cared for young men, — ^never ; they are so vapid 
and egotistical. It is themselves they think about, not us : 
but I have always reverenced gray hair. Whai does ii 
matter about the disparity in our ages, if I can only be a 
comfort to him ?" 

" But, Katie, have you considered Margaret's feelings in 
this? Kemember.she has been everything to her father 
ever since her mother died. I am afraid this will be a great 
trial to her " 

But she was interrupted : 

** How can you say such things, my dear Mrs. Carr? I 
dote on Margaret. Ask Dr. Ainslie if I have not the very 
highest opinion of her. If she be a little visionary and 
impracticable, those are not grievous faults : I am sure we 
shall be the most united household possible. You know 
there is nothing I love so much as to be useful : housekeep- 
ing is a pleasure to me. Oh, we shall arrange everything 
a(unirably ; dear Margaret will be free to doctor the sick 
people, and teach in the schools, and be the St. Kilda's fac- 
totum, and I can relieve her from all domestic drudgery." 

Mrs. Carr made no answer to this ; perhaps she found it 
difficult to adjust her thoughts ; but Lilias, who had sat 
by in indignant silence, observed, in a slightly sarcastic 
tone, — 

" I hope Margaret likes this division of duties. Is the 
wedding to be soon, Katie?" 

But at this harmless question Miss Stallard seemed for 
the first time really embarrassed. " 

" Dr. Ainslie wishes it," she stammered. " There is to 
be no fuss, no ceremony ; dear Mrs. Moore is not to be 
troubled. I am to go to church in my travelling-dress, 
I am afraid you will be shocked, Mrs. Carr, but Dr. Ainslie 
says, at his age, any waiting would be absurd. Thursday 
week,— that is the day. Of course I must be guided bv hfe 
wishes." 
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" Thursday week T' ejaculated Lillas ; and then she said^ 
in rather a cool tone, ** "Does Margaret know this ?" 

" Her father told her last night." returned Miss Stallard, 
with an uncomfortable blush. "Mrs. Moore only knew 
yesterday ; and of course she was the first to be told. No 
one is nice to me about it," went on Katie, looking up ap- 
pealingly with innocent blue eyes. " Mrs. Moore cried, and 
said I was an unfeeling girl to leave her with all those chil- 
dren on her hands. She counted on me to put it off for 
three months : but I hope that I convinced her that I could 
do nothing or the kind. * Dr. Ainslie has chosen me, — ^a 
poor, penniless little governess ;* — ^that is what I said to her. 

* Do you think, after all his goodness and generosity, that I 
could go against his expressed wishes?' And of course, 
after that, she could say nothing." 

** I think it is a pity Dr. Ainslie is in such a hurry," ob- 
served Mrs. Carr, quietly. "Mrs. Moore has been like a 
mother to you, foitie : no one could have been kinder. 
Would it not have been better if you had put off your 
marriage until she had found some one to take your place? 
Poor woman I it is certainly rather hard to have all those 
children left on her hands r' 

"We have thought of that," replied Miss Stallard, 
quickly. " Dr. Ainslie and I have talked it over together. 
He quite agrees with me that it will just suit Margaret, — at 
least for the present. You know she has a perfect passion 
for teaching ; it comes as naturally to her as housekeeping 
does to me. I was never intended for a governess, — never I 
a stupid little thing like me, — but dear Margaret loves it of 
all things. I talked it over with Dr. Ainslie, and he prom- 
ised to speak to her about it : and so I dropped a mnt to 
Mrs. Moore. I am sure dear Margaret will overlook Edith's 
and Helena's lessons : and perhaps she would not mind 
teaching Bessie, and Goody, and Goosey, for the present." 

" I hope you did not say this without consulting Marga- 
ret," remonstrated Lilias; but Miss Stallard only laughed 
at her grave tone. 

" My dear Lilias, of course Dr. Ainslie will say what he 
likes to his own dfaughter. What have I to do with it? 
I shall never come between them, — ^never! If I drop a 
hint or an opinion, and he thinks proper to act upon it, 
that is not my affair. What I said to him was very simple : 

* Mrs. Moore is dreadfully put out with me : I wish I could 
find a substitute for myself. I should be happier in my 
mind if I could arrange something. Dear Margaret is 
always full of schemes for joining the Zenana Mission : I 
wish we could persuade her that a home mission would be 
just as useful. TThose dear children, now— weL\ would no* 
that be a work worthy of our Margaret?' " 
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" T think you stated your wishes very plainly." 

*' I— I have no wishes." And here the sandy eyelashes 
twitched a little nervously. " I always say frankly what 
I think ; that is the best plan, is it not? Dr. Ainshe is so 
good and considerate, he wanted me to have my mother 
and one or two of my sisters up for our wedding. But I 
said no ; dear Mrs. Moore must not be troubled. No one 
shall be burdened with my relations. If he chose to marry 
a x>oor girl, his generosity should not be abused. Goody 
and Gk>osey shall put on their clean white frocks and be 
mv bridesmaids, but there shall be no fuss, no ceremony at 
all : and Dr. Ainslie quite approves of it all." 

"Well, I wish you every happiness,' Katie," observed 
Mrs. Carr, but her tone was without enthusiasm. She 
kissed the girl rather coldly, as she took her leave. " LU- 
ias," she said, shaking her head, when their visitor had 
departed, "I am not pleased about this. Poor Margaret 
will be dreadfully cut up I Bhe will feel as though she has 
lost her father. I think you and Marjory had better go 
down to her after luncheon, and I will go across to the 
Vicarage and condole with Mrs. Moore. I feel veiy angry 
with Dr. Ainslie, at his age, to marry a girl like Katie. X 
am disappointed in her, too. I do not like the way she 
s^aks about Margaret: it is too patronizing. It is not 
nice in one so much younger. Oh, my dears, what a world 
this is !" And Mrs. Carr sighed as she laid aside her em- 
broidery. 

Marjory's opinion was that Lilias had better go alone to 
see Margaret ; but Lilias somewhat hastily negatived this 

Eroposal. It was an awkward visit to pay, and she would 
e glad of Marjory's assistance : she was afraid of speaking 
too frankly, and Marjory's presence would keep her in 
order ; ana so they went together. 

But they were so late in starting that Mrs. Carr met 
them on her return from the Vicarage. 

" You lazy girls !" she said, as she stopped to speak to 
them; "you have been talking instead of getting ready. 
It will be tea-time before you are back." 

" What did Mrs. Moore say, mother dear ?" 

"Why, she is as an my as possible. She says Katie has 
behaved very badly. She has been engaged some time to 
Dr. Ainslie, only they have kept their own counsel. The 
children were always saying that they met Dr. Ainslie 
whenever they went out, and Katie was always running 
in to Margaret on some errand or other, but no one sus- 
pected anything : it is all very unsatisfaptory. Mrs. Moore 
says she is quite deceived in Katie ; she thinks she has been 
very undernanded about this, and has shown herself ex- 
jremely ungrateful. Sho haa be!en quite a mother to her, and 
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haa taken such care of her. But now Katie complains of 
a pain in her side, and says she has been overworked, and 
she is sure it is this that has made Dr. Ainslie insist on 
such an early marriage." 

*' Such nonsense I" broke out Lilias. *' I am sure Katie 
looks the picture of health." 

*' Poor Mrs. Moore quite cried about it all ! She said the 
vicar was hurt, too, for they were all very fond of Katie. 
And do you know, Lilias, I am afraid she has not been 
perfectly open? She must have done more than drop a 
hint about Margaret, for Mrs. Moore said to me that she 
would be quite in despair at losing £[atie, if Margaret were 
not coming to take her place with the children, at least for 
the present. Of course I said nothing ; but I do feel Katie 
has not been fair in this." 

Lilias gave a little shrug, and looked at Marjory. 

" You were the only one who understood her," she saijL 
frankly, as they walked on. **Poor Margaret I I am afraid 
this is a sad business." 

Margaret turned very pale when she saw her visitors, but 
she greeted them quietly. Maijory, who had caught si^ht 
of her first, had been struck by her listless attitude. Mar- 
garet was sitting by the fireless grate, with her hands 
clasped upon her lap, evidently doing nothing : her books 
were closed, and her spectacles laid aside, and her mUd, 
short-sighted eyes had a troubled look in them. 

"This is very kind," she said, in a low voice ; " but I 
suppose you have heard " 

"Yes, Katie told us. Oh, I am so shocked, Margaret, — 
so sorry about it all ; and so are mother and Marjory." 

" Please don't tell me what they think." And here her 
lips trembled slightly. " When a thing is settled, talking 
is no use ; and if it be for my father's happiness " 

"But, Margaret, surely yours ought ibo be consulted 
too." 

" Oh, that is not the question." And her grand head 
drooi)ed a little. " We are not sent into the world to work 
out our own happiness, but our own salvation and the sal- 
vation of others. If my father wishes to marry a^ain, — if 
I am not suflScient for his comfort, — well, it may be hard, 
perhaps, — I do not say it is not a trial. — but he knows whai 
IS best for himself, and it is my duty £0 submit." 

" But Miss Stallard I" ejaculatea Marjory ; " how can 
I)r. Ainslie choose such a girl to be his companion and 
yours?" 

A deep flush passed over Margaret's face. 

" Please hush ! it is not for me to question my father's 
choice. I have always been very fond of Katie, though 
our tastes are not the same. She is very amiable and 
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pretty : do you not think so ? A clever man like my father 
could not care for her if she were not as nice as possible. I 
am afraid I am not sufficiently generous about it : at least 
he said so last ni^ht. She is young^ and poor, and friend- 
less, and the world is too heavy for her. Of course I ought 
to be glad to welcome her, poor little thing !" 

''Margaret, I think it is you who are to be pitied," ob- 
served Liilias, gently. '' It will make such a change in 
four life ; no, I am not saying anything unkind of 'K&tie, 
t is better to leave that sort of tmngs unsaid : hard words 
do no good. But it is you of whom I am thinking. What 
should I have felt if any one had come between my mother 
and me?" 

Margaret smiled faintly. 

'* Oh, Lilias, we each nave our idols, and then we get 
punished through our very love; but our cases are not 
aUke. My father is not always with me ; and now I shall 
be too busy to sit down and fret over what cannot be 
helped." 

*rBut you are always busjjr." 

'' Oh, but there will not be a minute of my time unem- 
loyed now. What, have you not heard?" as Lilias 
hough t it better to pretend ignorance. **Mrs. Moore is 
in dreadful trouble about the poor children, and my father 
thinks it will be a good thing for me to oner my services, 
at least for a time." 

"But, Margaret," — rather dubiously, — "are you sure 
that this will not interfere with your other work?" 

" Perhaps it will," she returned, calmly. " But I think 
it is better not to be self-willed even over one's work. If a 
neighbor is in trouble, it is surely my duty to help her ; 
and then I can see my father wisnes it. I nave the even- 
ings for my poor people : I shall not be wanted at home." 
Here, in spite of her courage, the tears rushed to her eyes. 
" My father will not miss me so badly — I mean, he will 
have a wife to see after his little comforts. Katie is an ex- 
cellent manager. I should not like my poor people to suf- 
fer ; and if there are all those little girls to teach, besides 
my two boys, there will be only my evenings free." 

** I know what it will be! " returned Lilias, impetuously. 
" You will overwork yourself, and then the world will lose 
a saint." 

** It will lose a very weak, foolish woman," replied Mar- 
garet, with a sigh. " Oh, what a blessed rest it would be 
just to get away from one's self for a little ! How the old 
Adam sticks to one, in spite of all one's efforts ! Lilias, 
dear, please do not talk any more about me and my miser- 
able t^airs. We must take what heaven sends us, with 
both hands, and do the best we can with it : grumbling 
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never helped any one yet. Now tell me all the MavlBbank 
news, and a little about Bedlands, too, if ^ou will." 

And she leaned back in her chair, with such an ex- 
hausted look upon her face that Malory took pity on her 
and changed the subject quickly. 



CHAPTER XXXTX. 

"MABJOBT, I AM HEBB." 

When Hurrell heard this wonderful piece of news, h« 
expressed his indignation in no measured terms. 

" What an old fool the doctor must be, to be caught by 
that little smooth-haired chit of a girl ! I always told my 
mother that she was too deep for my taste. What an af&ont 
to Mai'garet, a grand creature like that I You are my Uege- 
lady, Lilias ; but after you I do not believe Westmoreland 
holds another woman to compare with her." 

"Now, if I had never returned from Peru." observed 
Lilias, with a charming pout, " I have no doubi you would 
have married Margaret/* Of course she expected to be 
contradicted ; but to her surprise Hurrell replied, with the 
frankness that was natural to him, — 

" No doubt it would have been so : Margaret and I were 
old plavmates. When I was ten years old I made her a 
decided offer ; I gave her half my worldly goods, a share 
of my marbles, and some hardbake, on the express under- 
standing that she was to be my wife and do all my sums 
for me. I am not quite sure that I did not Jilt her when I 
transferred my grown-up affections to you. What do you 
say, Lilias?" 

Lilias gave him an affectionate little smile^ but she did 
not answer. She was too sure of him to be jealous. No 
doubts could mar her perfect faith in him; but all the 
same his speech troubled her. No girl quite likes to hear 
that there was a time when her image was not paramount 
in her lover's imagination; at one time in his life Mar- 

§aret, and not she, had been Hurrell's friend. She won- 
ered a little curiously if Margaret ever remembered this 
childish episode ; if the defection of her old playmate had 
given her pain ; if any promissory scheme of happiness 
had been checked when the young squire began to haunt 
Mavisbank. " If things were so, I should never find it out 
from Margaret," she thought : " her large unselfish nature 
would su^in a martyrdom rather than make a demand. 
I have known her all these years, and I have never heard 
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her ask anything for herself/' And in this she did Justioe 
to Margaret. 

Only a faint glinuner of the truth ever came to Lilias, — 
a shadowy suspicion that never vexed her by beoomlng 
reality. Ko one really guessed Margaret's secret but Mar- 
ioiy, who, in her own unhappiness. was very keen to de- 
tect trouble in another. But even sne only deduced slight 
imaginary inferences. 

Margaret's noble reserve baffled even Maijoi^. Neither 
she nor any human being knew of the conflict that Mar- 
garet fought that night when she knew Lilias had prem- 
ised to be Hurrell Wentworth's wife. When it was past, 
and she had regained her lost calmness, she took down 
from the shelf a favorite book ; it opened of itself at a page 
that looked defaced and stained, as though with tears, and 
then she read slowly the following stanza : 

"That bitter night 
I sat astonished, till the unmeaning light 
Of dawn broke on my heart, and showed how bare 
It was. The evening and the morning were 
The first day of an empty life to me. 
I rose, and set my window wide to the free. 
Fresh east, and knelt as I was used. May Se 
Who loved us until death forget the prayer 
I prayed that day !" 

^* That was true !" she said, with a sigh ; but, as she read 
on, something luminous, like a smile, ut up her pale face : 

" I rose at length, and swept 
My heart, and garnished it, and never wept 
When all the precious things were laid away 
Which might remind me of the summer day 
Now gone forever. All the morning hours 
The sun poured richly through the windows wide 
Into the vacant rooms. I brought sweet flowers 
And decked the house. * Let fragrant things abide 
Even in the Chamber still, fi*om which the guest 
Is gone forever. Here let sunshine rest. 
And the glad breezes enter, laughing low 
And treading soft. Then I shall come and go 
Without this heavy sense of loneliness 
Oppressing me. These simple guests wiU bless 
The Haunted Chamber.' " 

And when she had read so far, knowing within herself 
the full meaning of this parabolic and lovely poem, she 
wrote with her pencil upon the margin a brief sentence 
from her old friend Thomas k Kempis : " When thou shalt 
come to this estate, that tribulation shall seem sweet, and 
thou shalt relish it for Christ's sake ; then think it to be 
well with thee, for thou hast found a paradise upon earth." 
And with that she closed the book with a Arm hand, as 
though she were shutting up some precious treasure that 
would lose fragrance by being exposed to the light of day. 
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Margaret was oonsclouB of no heroism when she so reso- 
lutely put away from her all thoughts of private happi- 
ness, and set herself simply to fulfil the duties of the day. 
Neither did she weaken her lofty purposes hy self-hlame, 
or bitter censure on others. 

When Hurrell, in his perfect honesty, had told Lilias of 
his esteem and admiration for his old playmate, and had 
added that Jesting remark in which he accused himself 
laughingly of ha\dng jilted Margaret for her sake, he had 
no idea now deep that childish attachment of theirs had 
been on Margaret's part. 

Until Lilias's arrival at Mavisbank, Hurrell had haunted 
the doctor's house^nd Margaret had been a constant vis- 
itor at Bedlands. The very nrankness of HurrelPs friend- 
ship for her had blinded her eyes to the fact that his boyish 
fancy for her had merged into a passionate and absorbing 
affection for the fair-naired Lilias. It was long before 
Margaret found it out for herself. 

Hurrell, in his masculine carelessness and blindness, 
never guessed at Margaret's bruised hopes. He had been 
vei^ fond of Maggie once ; he had told her eveiything, 
and made her his confidante after a brotherly lashion. 
Of course he admired her, — ^a grand simple creature, with 
no selfishness and no littleness about ner ; but if he had 
ever made love to her he had forgotten it entirely. Lilias 
had so bewitched him that even Margaret faded into the 
background. He had no unkind intentions. Hurrell 
never hurt the smallest and most helpless creature of 
God's creation without a sort of pang that loss of life was 
necessary : he would have been incapable of wounding a 
woman. Margaret knew this, forgave him wholly, hon- 
ored him above all men, — though in intellect he was a 
gygmy beside a feminine giant, — ^and loved Lilias more 
ecause Hurrell loved her ihan for her own sake. And 
then, because her faithful heart made any sort of change 
impossible, and once loving meant always loving with her, 
she set herself to fill up the meagre outlines of her life 
with other people's joys and sorrows. " She would dwell 
at the gates of their happiness," the humble creature told 
herself, **not as a beggar, but as a free woman, rejoicing 
in their good gifts. We must be content with what heaven 
sends us," she had said ; and in saying it, she was not far 
from peace. 

Ana now another trouble, differing in its intensity, but 
threatening the very root or her domestic peace, had come 
upon Margaret. Hurrell had failed her, but she had still 
her father* and what comfort there had been in that 
thought I But now she was to be no longer his sole com- 
panion. In all the world of living, breathing human 
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beings there was not one who looked to her for happiness, 
who felt her necessary to him; and, oh, the blinding 
anguish of this, "None loves thee besc." 

Margaret was fond of Katie,— that is, she never refused 
to open her heart to any one who seemed to need her affec- 
tion ; and the poor little friendless thing had seemed an 
object of pity. But as time passed on, and she saw more 
of the girl, she was not blind io her faults. 

"She is not in love with my father," she said to her- 
self, sorrowfully; "but she is poor and ambitious, and 
needs a home. And then she hates teaching ; and she is 
like a kitten, she wants to be petted. Oh, there is no harm 
in her ! She has only manoeuvred in her little way to get 
what she wants. But when she comes here, it is I who 
will be in the way ; it is Katie who will be jealous of me. 
If my father talks to me, well, she will not like that ; she 
is not clever, and it is irksome to listen to two people talk- 
ing over one's head. And she will not let me do anything 
for him ; and I must sit with my hands in my lap, and 
my father's wife will wait upon him. Oh, it will be better, 
far better, to help Mrs. Moore, and my poor people, and 
any one that wants me, than to sit tnere ana feel one's 
heart turning to bitterness. I will never pain my father 
by looking unhappy or as though he had made a mistake. 
Other people will say that to mm by their looks, but not 
his daughter." 

Margaret hinted at these resolutions she had formed 
when Marjory came to see her one evening, about a week 
after Katie's engagement was known. 

It was about three days before the wedding, and she had 
left Lilias at the Vicarage. They had taken some hand- 
some gifts from Mavisbank, — a silk dress from Mrs. Carr, 
and some beautifully-embroidered handkerchiefs. "For 
we must be good to her for Margaret's sake," Mrs. Carr 
had said ; and she knew the silk dress would embellish the 
girl's scanty wardrobe. 

Katie's blue eyes sparkled with pleasure as she unfolded 
the silk breadths. 

" Oh, how kind !" she exclaimed. " Do you know, I was 
BO naughty that I ilearly cried because I had only one new 
fi*ock ? and that is the one I am to be married in the day 
after to-morrow. I was quite unhappy, for I knew poor 
mamma could not give me a trousseau ; but Dr. Ainslie 
laughed at me, and said he was marrying me and not my 
flocks ; but that is so like a man : they never think of de- 
tails as we do. But, oh I" interrupting herself, " this silk 
is lovely ; and as for those handkerchiefs," pouncing on 
them in a kittenish way, " they are fit for a princess !'' 

Maijory had cut short the little bride-elect's raptures 
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rather ruthlessly by taking her departure. She would not 
wait to see the handsome mantfe that Mrs. Moore had 
provided, or the beautiful lace and embroidery that Mrs. 
Wentworth had sent. She was in no mood for Katie's 
affectations. She went away on some pretext or other, 
leaving Lilias behind her ; and then an impulse drew her 
to the bow-windowed house where Margaret sat alone, 
puzzling herself over the problems of existence. 

They sat and talked a little, and then Marjory said, ab- 
ruptly, " I suppose you will be at the church, Margaret— I 
mean on Thursday?" 

"Yes," she returned, quietly: "my father wishes it. 
They are going to Grange for a fortnight. You must come 
and see me a great deal when I am alone. Oh, I forgot !"— 
with an attempt at cheerfulness : " I have promised Mrs. 
Moore to begin lessons with the children on Monday. 
Only my evenings will be free ; and then I have my poor 
people to visit. Never mind, we shall meet somehow ; 
ana I like to be busy," as though to check any pitying 
comments. 

"You will never let me speak," remonstrated Marjory, 
in a grumbling tone. "You are so good and strong that 
you can live without sympathy. I wish you would let 
me say once for all how sorry I am for you." 

Margaret looked in her face with her gentle short-sighted 
eyes. 

" If it will do you any good, Marjory, I will listen to 
you ; but it will only ^ve me pain, and lust the sort of 
pain that I find it difficult to bear. When one cannot 
speak without blaming some one, it is so much wiser to be 
silent." 

" Oh, you are a saint, as Lilias says," was Marjory's im- 
patient rejoinder. "I did not think there was a woman 
living who could do without sympathy." 

"You are quite right," returned Margaret, speaking 
with efTort : ** no one can do without it. 1 am quite sure 
of my friends' affection for me. I never valued their 
kindness so much as I do now. They would be my friends 
still more if they would preach cheemilness to me, instead 
of t^ng to weaken my strength." 

" Of course I see what you mean," — ^reluctantly. 

" Do you not see the wisdom of the homely old proverbs. 
• It is ill crying over spilt milk,' and * Least said is soonesi 
mended' ? It is such a waste of words, just lamenting 
over what is not to be remedied. It is as idle comfort as 
the wailing of hired mourners round Jewish tombs. A 
real fHend would help one to look one's trouble boldly in 
the face. I think that is what I would do in a similar 
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" But your days will be so difficult to live," lamented 
Maijory, who knew now, by sad experience, what it 
meant to wear the galling yoke of a strange trouble. 

" Days are made up of hours and minutes," returned 
Margaret, with a smile that was more pathetic than tears. 
" There is one blessing, we can only hve one minute at a 
time, after all," — with a wistftil look. "We are only like 
little birds, pecking out of our Father's hand a crumb here 

and a crumb there ; and * not even a sparrow ' You 

know the rest, Marjory." 

''Dear Margaret, if we could all be like you, and live 
above our troubles !" burst from the girPs lips, as she rose 
to take her leave. 

But Margaret only shook her head a little sadly. The 
gallant swimmer who is still breasting the deep waters is 
only conscious of effort and the coldness of the receding 
waves, and scarcely sees the stars above his head. 

Maijory walked thoughtfully towards Mavisbank.' The 
early glory of summer lav round her, but she scarcely 
heeded it. The bleating of the Voung lambs and the low- 
ing of calves from the Castle Farm fell idl^r on her ear. 
The problematic troubles of existence occupied her, — the 
difficulty of adjusting other people's lives according to 
one's sense of fitness. 

She was just turning in at the gate of Mavisbank, when 
a red-headed urchin, who was loitering about the road, 
suddenly accosted her. 

''Is your name Deane?" he asked, abruptly, fixing a 
pair of wide-open blue eyes on Marjory, about as luminous 
and intelligem as a baby-calf's. 

"Yes," said Marjory, as abrui)tly; but she colored, as 
she always did now, at the falsity of her claim to that 
name. " Who are you, my boy, and what do you want 
with me?" 

" I am Gteorgie Patterson, and I live down at Moreland's 
Cottages. Here's summat lor you, if your name is Deane." 

And he thrust a limp-looking paper into Marjory's hand, 
rather untidily folded ; but, as sne opened it curiously, the 
sight of the well-known handwriting made her heart beat 
with a sickening prevision of coming difficulty. 

" Marjory,'' she read, " I am here. You have promised 
me solemnly that you would come to me if I were dying. 
There are not many hours longer for me in this miserable 
world, so you must not fail me. The boy will tell you 
where I am at present. 

" Miriam Chard." 

"The woman as sent me," observed the boy, who was 
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too busy fingering the marbles in his pocket to notice Mar- 
lory's evident emotion, "is Miss Atkinson, living down in 
Moreland's Cottages. There is a lady with her that sent 
the note." 

** Will you take me to Moreland's Ck)ttages ?" interrupted 
Marjory, turning to him quickly. 

Slie must go to her^ — ^that was her only thought. If they 
missed her at the dmner-table, — well, that could not be 
helped. The only idea she could grasp was that Mrs. 
Chard was here at St. Kilda's, that she was dying, 
and that the proofs of her real parentage were in her 
hands. There was not a moment to be lost. She knew 
Miss Atkinson's name well. She was a distant connection 
of Mrs. Chard's, — a respectable little dressmaker, who sup- 
ported herself and a crippled sister. Her one source of 
perplexity was, how had Mrs. Chard managed to drag 
nerself all these hundreds of miles in a dying state? 

Marjory walked fast, for. her thoughts were as torment- 
ing as a gadfly ; and in a few minutes they had reached 
Miss Atkinson's neat little house, which was distinguished 
from the neighboring cottages by its trim flower-borders 
and bee-hives, and the white curtains that festooned the 
windows. 

Miss Atkinson opened the door to them. She was a kind, 
black-eyed little woman, and had the bumps of benevo- 
lence and loquacity very strongly developed. She ej^ed 
Marjory a little doubtfully. She was not in her cousin's 
confidence, and could not be sure that the stylish-looking 
young lady before her was the Marjory who was Bobert 
Deane's daughter. She had questioned her a little on the 
subject, and nad been answered peevishly that she had no 
daughter now, and would not think of claiming one. Mar- 
jory had been as good as lost to her since the day she ran 
away. 

" She has been asking a dozen times if you were not in 
sight," began Miss Atkinson, with a mournful shake of 
her head. "She is terribly bad and restless. I have had 
an awful time with her since she came last Monday. ' I 
am a dying woman, Susan^ she said to me that night, ' but 
I made up my mind that I would be buried alongside of 
father and mother in St. Kilda's churchyard : and so I 
thought, being cousins once removed, you would take me 
in and do for me, like a good Samaritan.' But there ! 
Miriam was always a grand talker, and used longish words 
when short ones would have done. She has nad a fine 
eddication : not that that matters when we come to die." 

"I3 she in bed?" asked Maijory, hoping to check this 
flow of words. 

" Woll, no. Yesterday she was faint-like all the day, and 
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acaroely stirred or spoke : but sinoe morning she has been 
restless, and nothing will do but she must get up and sit 
by the fire. Dr. Ainslie says we may just humor her : it 
is only a flicker-like before the candle goes out. But for 
restlessness, she won't suffer, he says ; wnich is a blessing, 
poor soul I for she has had her share of Adam's pain, ir 
any woman ever had." 

" WUl you let me go to her, please?" returned Marjory, 
with the touch of hauteur she mew so well how to assume. 

Miss Atkinson wiped her eyes, and led the way up the 
narrow stairs, and usnered her into the small but spotlessly- 
clean room, with the evening sunshine streaming through 
the lattice-window on a red earthen-ware bowl full of 
wild flowers, — ^pink and white brier roses, and bunches of 
meadow-sweet. 

Marjoiy felt a sudden shock of pity and repugnance as 
she caumt sight of the wasted creaiure sitting pillowed up 
in the chintz-covered chair, in the same gray wrapper in 
which she had seen her last ; but as Mrs. Chard turned her 
haggard face towards her, and Marjory saw the sunken, 
miserable eyes and the pinched features, nothing but pity 
remained. 

" You see, I sent for you, dearie," she said, in a weak 
voice, as Marjory took her hand. "You may leave us, 
Susan I I want to talk to this young lady. Now sit down, 
Marjory ; for there is that I must say to you, and little time 
remains for me to say it in. You were hard with me last 
time we met, but I am not blaming you for that, for you 
had a deal to put up with and forgive ; but I won't be an 
encumbrance much longer. In a few days you will have 
it your own way, and then perhaps your thoughts of me 
will be less bitter." 

"They are not bitter now," returned Maijory, gently : 
for even the old fretful voice aroused her compassion, ii 
had grown so tiiin and weak : and as for the poor shrunken 
face, she would hardly have known it. How could she feel 
resentment against this crushed and bruised human bein^? 
" I am sorry, very sorry, to see you like this. How could 
you travel all these miles? Gfood heavens ! you might have 
died on the way." 

"No, dearie, no," she replied, faintly : "the breath could 
not leave my body while this longing was upon me. The 
wish was too strong upon me for that. A Whiteclifib 
neighbor was going on to Glasgow, and she travelled with 
me a bit When they told me I hadn't many days to live, 
I could not stay there to die, with the sea roaring in my 
ears. I would be buried by mother and father. It was 
nothinig to me that Ephraim was at Whitediffe. If it had 
been ifiSbert, now— but no, I thought I could rest best next 
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to mother. And then there waa that longing that seemed 
to parch me like thirst." 

"What lonRinff?" aaked Marjory, leaning forward; for 
she could haroly near the weak tones. 

" Nay, Marjory, you must know, surely. Isn't it to see 
my Lilias that I nave dragged my naif-dead hody aU these 
miles? You won't be vexed with me, dearie ; for nothing 
will satisfy a mother but her own child. You will bring 
her to me to-night, will you not? • I must see her sweet 
face again, — so Uke my Bobert's, — ^and then I will gladly 
lie alongside of mother ; for this world has been nought 
but a muddle to me.'' 

"How am I to bring her?" exclaimed Marjory, in a 
frightened tone. " What am I to say to her?" And then 
she continued, entreatingly, "Will it not distress her to 
see you like this? Lilias is not strong, and she feels so 
deeply about things. I will stop with you, Mrs. Chard, — 
I will do all I can to comfort you ; but Lilias I— and if you 
should betray yourself I" 

A quick, irritable look came into the dim eyes as Marjory 
said this. The obstinacy of the Weak creature showed itself 
as she pushed the girl from her with trembling, impotent 
wrath. 

"You— you I" she panted. "When I want my child— 
you who have hated me all your life ! Oh, I am not dying 
yet I If you will not bring her to me, I will crawl up there, 
if it be on my hands and knees, andf though I were to die 
on the very threshold her dear feet have crossed !" And 
then she broke into miserable sobs, and put her hands to- 
gether as though she were praying. " On, you will not be 
so cruel, Marjory I There, dearie. I did not mean to be 
cross. All the papers are here,''— touching her bosom. 
"When the breath has gone out of me, you may take 
them, and then the power will be in your own hands. I 
have made it up to you as well as I could. Marjory : and 
you have been brought up a lady, and had ihe best or edu- 
cations, and people nave made much of you. I have only 
kept you out of your rights until you were a fine young 
woman, with all your ufe before you, and mine — done — 
done I But" — her voice becoming leeble again — " you will 
bring her. Marjory, if it is only for the sake of your own 
mother wno bore you?" 

Marjory covered her face at this appeal. 

"Yes,'' she whispered, at last, 'TL will bring her this 
very evening, if she will come with me." 

" Oh, she will come," was the confident answer ; "she 
will come, my precious, if she hears her old nurse Miriam 
is dying and wants to see her. Keep my mistress — ^keep 
Mrs. Oarr from me, if you can. Ana now, Marjory, you 
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and me have talked enough. Ask Cousin Susan to oome 
to me, for I must have something to keep the life in me till 
she comes. Go, and don^t be long ; for I am that restless 
that I feel I could fly through the window, for all I have 
not the strength of a baby !" 

And Marjory, alarmed at the sudden grayness that 
crossed her face, sought Miss Atkinson without a moment's 
delay, and then witn a troubled heart set out for Mavin- 
bank. 



CHAPTER XL. 
"life's fitful fevbb o'er." 

There was a general exclamation when Marjory made 
her appearance in the dining-room, still in her walking- 
dress^ and looking pale and disturbed : she had prepared 
her httle speech beforehand, and now rehearsed it without 
a pause. 

'^ I am so sorry to be late, but I had a sudden message to 
go down to Moreland's Cottages. Mrs. Chard is there, 
with her cousin. Miss Atkinson ; she is very ill, — dving. I 
do not think she can last more than a day or two." 

" Oh, Mariory !" exclaimed Lilias. with tears in her 
eyes, while Mrs. Carr took the girPs nand and pressed it. 
Hurrell and Barry were regarding her with ^ave looks of 
conmiiseration. A great lump rose in Manory's throat : 
she raised her hand impatiently, and lookea from one to 
the other with a little defiance. What was it to her that 
this woman lay dying? Had she not robbed her of her 
rightful inheritance and made her existence a living lie? 

"* Oh. you need not be sorry for me !" she said, proudly. 
" It is Lilias that she is wanting to see. I am nothing to 
her : there is no love between us." 

" My dear ! my dear !" observed Mrs. Carr, in a shocked 
voice, while Hurrell looked uncomfortable and seemed in- 
clined to shift his place ; but Lilias came up to the excited 
gtrl and put her arms round her. 

"Mother, never mind what she says. Hurrell, you do 
not understand. No one shall wrong Marjory by a thought. 
She is not to blame if she cannot love her mother. They 
have never lived together ; of course there is no sympathy 
between them. Poor Miriam ! of course she is sorry for 
her; but there are times when we cannot bear pity," 
finished Lilias, in her warm-hearted way. 

"You are right," returned Marjory, m a choked voice. 
" I think if any one pities me to-night I shall go mad I" 
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And again there were compassionate glances exchanged. 
" It is Lilias she wants to see,'' she went on, forcing neP' 
self to be calm. " * There is no time to be lost V — ^mat is 
what she keeps saying." 

" My darling, it will only upset you," observed Mrs. 
Carr, anxiously. "I will go myself; Marjory shall take 
me. You will wait, my dear, will you not, while I put 
on my bonnet? And, Lilias, you must see that Marjory 
eats something. Her hands are cold, in spite of the 
warm evening: that is exhaustion from want of food. 
Oh. I shall not be long." 

But Marjory took hold of her, with appealing looks. 

"Oh, please let Lilias go!" she said, quickly. "We 
must not disappoint dviug people ; and it was Lilias for 
whom she asked. * When she knows that her own nurse 
Miriam is dying, she will come and see me.' Was not that 
what she said? Oh, Sissie, you will not reftise to oome 
with me, will you?" 

" Of course I must go, mother I" cried Lilias. impetu- 
ously. "No, Hurrell, you are not to speak. Wnat harm 
will it do me to see my old nurse again ? Mother, please 
see to poor Marjory. You are right : she must eat some- 
thing.'^ 

And, without waiting for an answer, Lilias ran out of 
the room, and returned in a moment with a black lace 
shawl arranged as a mantilla over her white dress. 

Marjory was taking a little soup ; but she pushed away 
her plate after a few mouthfuls. 

"It is no use ; I cannot take food Just now," she said, 
rather irritably. " Come, Sissie, I am ready !" 

In her overwrought, nervous state, any form of kindness 
— any attention on her friends' part--seemed to bruise her 
sensibility. It vexed hor when Mr. Wentworth aocom- 

ganied them, as a matter of course, and still more when 
e announced his intention of waiting for Lilias. His few 
grave remarks were received by Manory with impassive 
coldness. Why should they be kind to ner who was their 
worst enemy? In a few days she would have wrecked the 
happiness of that simple household. No ; she could not 
accept their kindness to-night. 

"l>o not be long, dearest," she could hear him say, as 
Lilias passed him on the threshold. " You will find me 
walking up and down like a sentinel until you come out." 
Marjory brushed by them both with a sudden impatient 
movement. She went up-stairs, leaving Lilias to follow, 
and entered the sick-room. 

"She is coming; I have brought her," she said, aloud; 
and then, stooping over Mrs. Chard, she almost hissed into 
her ear, "Do not make me repent it. Be careful. You 
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do not know how delicate and sensitive she is. For all our 
Bakes, say nothing to make her suspect the truth. Leave 
that to me.'' 

"You may trust me, dearie," gasped the invalid, faintly. 
'* Lift me up on my pillows, Marjory. I am' not so well 
to-night. Susan is fetching the doctor." And then she 
stopped, and a sudden gleam came into the fad^d eyes, for 
LiUas was in the room, and the mantilla had fallen on her 
shoulders, leaving her fair hair uncovered ; and what could 
be sweeter than her look as she came up to the sick woman's 
chair and took her hand? 

**My poor Miriam, you wanted to see me. My mother 
would have come — but no, Marjory would not bring her." 

" No. no ; it was not the mistress I wanted ; it was your 
sweet face I must see before I died. You are not afraid to 
kiss your old nurse, are you, my pretty?" And, aa Lilias 
stooped down and kissed her, the poor creature burst into 
weak tears. 

" Oh, that was like heaven !" she sobbed. " How many 
years is it since you kissed me ? Not since you were a little 
child, when you would prattle for the hour together to 
your mammie ; that was what you called me then. It is 
only my fancy, dear. You will humor your poor nurse 
who is dying ; but if I could hear you say * mammie' once 
again !" 

"Do it to please her, Sissie," implored Marjory, touched 
to the heart by this little scene. 

The mere presence of her child, the touch of her soft 
warm hands, seemed to infuse new life into the dying 
woman. Her eyes shone with joy and tenderness as Lilias 
knelt beside her, chafing the thin fingers, and looking at 
her with those clear compassionate glances. She was so 
accustomed to be loved that the affection of her old nurse 
did not seem to surprise her. " Every one was good to 
her," thought Liliaa^ " and why not this poor Miriam?" 

"You are not suffering, dear manmiie?" she said, quite 
naturally, speaking, as she thought, a child's pet-name. 
" Why do you tremble so ? Shall I put my arm round you 
to support you ? Is there anything we can give her, Mar- 
jory ? She looks so exhausted. ' ' 

But Marjory shook her head. She knew Lilias wa« 
giving her the only cordial that could revive her. 

" It is like heaven !" sighed the invalid again ; and, fm 
Lilias supported her, her hair brushed softly against Mrs. 
Chard's race. 

Manory felt a strange contraction of heart as eha saw 
how the dying lips tried to touch it. 

" Kiss her once more, Sissie dear," she said, hardly know- 
ing that she spoke, only the words escaped her. 
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And Lilisus, wondering a little, obeyed her. 

*'But you must kiss her too, Marjory," she said, looking 
up rather tearfully; "Miriam, — ^mammie, I mean, — we 
must not forget our poor Marjory." 

A long shiver passed over the sick woman's frame. 

" No ; we will not forget her," she murmured. ** Let by- 
gones be bygones, dearie ; and, though there is much to 
forgive, there is mercy in heaven, and why not on earth ? 
Let me see you beside her^ my two darlings that you were, 
— Maijory and Sissie, Sissie and Marjorv." 

Here her poor brain became confused, and she went on 
incoherently, — 

" My girl and hers. But Sissie has Kobert's eyes, and 
she 1\A8 my long face ; but her hair is sliining gold like an 
Migel's." 

'* Lilias I" cried Maijory, rising to her feet in sudden 
alarm, "you must not stop. She is very ill, — very. You 
must go aown and find Miss Atkinson." 

But Lilias refused. 

"She has gone for I)r. Ainslie. I cannot leave you 
alone, Marjory. There is death in her face. And, oh, you 
poor woman ! what is it you have to say to me ?" 

But Marjory thrust herself between them, and almost 
pUH?ied her away. 

" Go down to Mr. Wentworth. He must tell them to be 
quick, — very quick. Lilias, you must not stay. She is 
wandering : and there are things that only I have a right 
to hear." Then, stooping down, she touched Mrs. Chard^s 
lips with her hand. ^* For Lilias — oh, remember it is for 
Lilias !" she said, trying to arrest the poor creature's rest- 
less flow of words. But the clouded brain refused to take 
ill the full meaning of Marjory's speech. 

" Yes, yes, you are right. She is my baby ; and we called 
her Lilias out of love to my young mistress. Why do you 
come between us, Marjory? One hair of her head is dearer 
to me than your whole body." 

" Lilias !" remonstrated Marjory, white with fear, " you 
are onlv exciting her. See how her poor mind is wander- 
ing ! Let me take your place, and ask Mr. Wentworth to 
bring the doctor." 

And Lilias, confused by the invalid's sudden incoherence, 
and alarmed by her sunken looks and laborious breathing, 
rose at once. "Good-by, my poor Miriam I" she said, 
stroking the cold face. But the feeble hands held her fast. 

" She has Robert's eyes," she gasped ; " but we will not 
tell her so. No, no, no, Marjory ; we will do nought to 
harm her, — ^you and me. Cover me up, dearie, for I am 
• old, and the sea seems in the room, somehow." And her 
voice became weak and almost inaudible. 
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rhe next moment Marjory was left alone. Lilias's emo- 
tional nature could no longer endure the scene. Her face 
was pallid, and the tears were streaming down her face as 
Hurrell came towards her. 

"Oh, it was terrible!" she said, clinging to his arm. 
" She did not know what she was saying, and she took me 
for Marjory. Poor Miriam ! she was thinking of her own 
child, not of me. She wanted me to kiss her again and 
again. She thought I was her babv. She was fond of us 
both. She has been good to me all my life ; but of course 
she must have taken me for Marjory." 

** This has been too much for you," he said, very tenderly, 
making her lean on him ; for she trembled from head to foot. 
" Your mother was right. You ought not to have come." 

** We cannot refuse the dying," she returned, gently. 

And then he said no more,— only waited patiently until 
she had recovered herself. 

As they stood there in the fading light, they had no idea 
that at that moment a sorrowful soul was passing. Lilias 
had hardly crossed the threshold, before Marjory, to her 
horror, saw that mysterious gray veil settling upon the 
worn face,— that veil which is never to be lifted in this 
world ; and, with an instinctive longing to give comfort at 
that dread moment, she gathered the dying woman's hand 
in hers, and repeated softly those sacrea words, — 

" * Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow 
of death, I will fear no evil : for Thou art with me ; Thy 
rod and Thy staff they comfort me.' " 

Was it fancy that a dim shadowy smile came on the poor 
face ? Marjory would always have it so. In her own mind 
she had no doubt that the Divine Shepherd was carrying 
His bruised and weary sheep most safely through that dark 
valley. What if she had wandered into devious ways, and 
had torn herself a^nst the cruel brambles and fallen into 
many a pitfall? Had not the weak soul cried oft and bit- 
terly for nelp and deliverance ? Her sins were many ; but 
who could doubt the mercy of the All-merciful,— that He 
was taking His lost and sorely troubled child home to rest? 

There were footsteps approaching, — ^Dr. Ainslie's and 
Miss Atkinson's, — and at the sound Marjory hastily drew 
from the dead bosom the sealed packet that had lain there 
night and day for the last week, and, thrusting it hurriedly 
into her dress, turned away from the bed. 

She was almost as pale as the corpse as she answered the 
doctor's few inquiries. 

" I do not know. I have never seen any one die before," 
she said, as he asked her if the poor creature had passed 
without a struggle. "Her mind seemed confused when 
Lilias was here. Bhe went back to the past, when we were 
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little children. I told LiliaB to go, for she was ezdtinr 
her ; and then I saw the look on her faoe. It frightened 
me. and I said a verse to comfort her ; and then she smiled, 
—on, quite happily, but so strangely I and then " 

Marjory shuddered and turned away. She was young, 
and she had never seen death ; and to be alone witn it f-- 
it was a new and terrible experience. She could not speak 
of it 

Dr. Ainslie took her arm and led her gently from the 
room. Outside, the two lovers were talking softly to each 
other under the waning light. A star or two shone in the 
summer sky, a faint crescent moon hung behind the trees. 

" Take them home," he said, speaking to Hurrell. " The 

Eoor woman up yonder \b dead. There is nothing more to 
e done for her." 

" Oh, Marjory, and I left you alone I" exclaimed IiiUas, 
remorsefully. 

Marjory tried to move her dry lips in answer, but her 
voice seemed gone. She hardly knew that Mr. Wentworth 
had come round to her side and had given her his arm. 
and that Lilias walked beside them. Her limbs moved 
stiffly ; a sort of stupor of insensibility seemed over her. 
Death !— then this was death, and she had seen it with her 
own eyes ; and why was she repeating that clause over 
and over to herseUT, ^^ As we forgive them that trespass 
against us" ? Forgive I Oh, yes ; she had forgiven her 
now! 

"The shock has been too much for her," observed Hur- 
rell, in a low voice. " Oh, how I wish your mother had 
gone I" 

His words roused Marjory. 

"I cannot see her to-night," she said, a little wildly, 
clutching Lilies' s arm. " Let me go to my room. I can 
see no one to-night. Promise me that I shall see no one, 
— ^no one !" 

"You shall be as quiet as you like, dear," returned 
Lilias, soothingly ; ana the next moment they had reached 
Mavisbank, and Marjory, with a brief " Good-night," had 
passed quickly through ihe hall before Mrs. Carr's voice 
could reach her. 

Marjory was fleeing for refuse to her own room, like 
some hunted creature that had got a deadly hurt. The 
crisis of her life had approached, and she knew it. The 
dead hand had unsealed her lips ; the secret need no 
longer be kept. , 

She locked her door, and then, throwing off her hat,— 
for a fever seemed upon her, — she lighted her candle and 
sat down by the open window. In the dim twilight the 
dark foliage of the Mavis woods was plainly visible, like a 
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Bombre screen shutting out the world ; but the mysterious 
aspect outside failed to disturb her. 

She had broken the packet, and was reading— devouring, 
rather — the record of a woman's duplicity. Clear and sim- 
ple and sorrowful was the statement^ — not one point omit- 
ted, not one clue lost. The feeble mind that had dictated 
every word had at least been sincere in its repentance. 

Only one paper was left unopened, — an envelope directed 
to Mrs. Carr, and under the name was faintly scrawled, 
" To my deeply-wronged mistress, from her repentant ser- 
vant, Miriam Chard." 

Marjorv folded them all together, and then stood for a 
moment looking out into the eerie darkness. 

"Ah, you poor soul !" she murmured, "you have left it 
to me, the bitter work of unravelling this miserable plot ; 
but I forgive you, — ^yes, as there is a heaven above us both, 
I ^^ve you fully and freely." 

When she had said this, some of the intolerable load 
seemed removed from her heart, and she could think more 
calmly. 

When Lilias came to her door presently with the sorely- 
needed refresliments, she did not refuse them, but thanked 
her in her old manner, and sent her love to Mrs. Carr, and 
begged that they would not trouble about her any more 
to-night. 

" But you will go to bed when you have had your sup- 
per?" coaxed Lilias, a little uneasy at the strained look in 
Marjory's eyes. 

"Yes, when I have written to Anne," returned Marjory, 
quietly. "I cannot sleep just yet. Please do not stay, 
Lilias : I shall be better left to myself." 

And Lilias went away a little sorrowfully, and told the 
others " that Marjory looked so very, very unhappy, only 
she was not crying, and did not seem able to bear a word.'' 

The food had arrived opportunely, for Marjory had felt 
a sinking that seemed to rob her of all strength. But 
when she had drunk the coffee, and eaten a little, she was 
able to write her letter. She concocted it carefully, and 
Anne^ when she read it. failed to detect any trace of emo- 
tion in the writer. Sne thought Marjory might have 
shown a little more feeling about the poor creature. 

" It is all over, and I cannot pretend to grieve," wrote 
Marjory. "Our unnatural relation to each other forbids 
any show of sorrow on my part. I feel more kindly to her 
than I have ever done ; she is sacred to me now ;" and so 
on through the calmly-worded letter. 

"She says nothing about coming home, you see," ob- 
served Anne, as she read it aloud to ner brother. 

It had T>ot reached her until the evening of the day that 

2^ 
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made Katie Stallard Dr. Ainslle's wife, and on the follow- 
ing morning Mrs. Chard was to l)e buried. 

" It is a very long letter, and tells us everything but the 
one thing I long most to know." Anne raised ner face, 
and looked at Capel wistfiilly : it had grown somewhat 
worn and delicate, and there were amuous lines on the 
forehead. 

" She has written on the night it occurred," he returned, 
quietly ; but his hand trembled slightly as it touched the 

Baper. '' Her mind is full of that, and of nothing else, 
^o not look so sad, Anne, my dear : you will soon get your 
child back." 

'* But, Capel," she said, imploringly, and now the tears 
came into her gentle eyes, " will you not change your mind, 
now, about going away? Marjory may need you; you 

cannot tell how mings will be, or if " But here she 

paused, for he was looking at her now with a terrible sad- 
ness in his eyes. 

**I must go all the sooner that this has occurred," he 
answered, quickly. " She will come home ; I know she 
will. And, Anne, you may call me an old fool, anything 
you like, — I shall deserve any name,-— but I cannot stay to 
see her. How could I go on living day after day with her 
in the house, knowing there was no hope for me?" 

"No, dear, no I" she faltered ; "it would be too hard for 
you. You could not bear such a struggle. Forgive me, 
Capel, and I will try not to be selfish over it any more ; 
but vou are my only brother I" And a tear rolled down 
her race. 

" Poor Anne I" he said, remorsefully ; " I give you noth- 
ing but trouble. Shall I stay and try my best to bear it? 
Will this please you, you small woman?" 

He spoke with forced cheerfulness, but there was no mis- 
taking the expression of his haggara face. 

"Dear Capel, no," she returned, drying her eyes, and 
taking up her work again. " I would not keep you here 
for worlds : it will do you harm ; it would not oe for your 
good. You shall go ; I will not say another word to hinder 
you. Only, CapeL try and feel better about it all, and then 
you can come back to me again." 

" I will promise that," he replied, gravely. " You are a 
good woman, Anne, — ^a little sainf ! There is not a man 
flving who is fit to kiss the hem of your garment ; men 
are such cowards, my dear. They cannot stay at home 
and brood over their worries : it would drive them mad. 
Take care of her for me, and both of you say your inno- 
cent prayers and live in peace ; and when I have grown 
wiser and stronger I will come back to you, and never 
leave you again." 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

"you WTIiL SPEAK OPENLY TO MB?" 

To a psychologist, — that is, one versed in the nature and 
properties of the soul, — to any one conversant with the 
phenomena of the mind, there would have been something 
pathetic and altogether pitiful in the crude girlish work- 
ings of Marjory's thoughts that night. 

An " infant crying in the dark" could not have groped 
about with more helpless hands and dim tear-stained eyes 
than Maijory, as, unaided and alone, she sought to solve 
the problem that lay before her. 

Over and over she repeated to herself that she had 
arrived at the crisis of her life. Her painful secret need 
no longer be preserved ; truth demanded a full and imme- 
diate revelation. No one could keep her out of her rights, 
— ^those precious rights of a mother's and brother's love. 
Why should she continue to live a falsehood ? Why should 
she, Lilias Marjory Carr, be known a moment longer as 
Marjory Deane, the blacksmith's daughter? And yet, as 
she told herself all this, Marjory trembled and wept. 

To her generous and affectionate nature there was an- 
guish in the thought that her happiness must be built on 
the wreck of another's peace. How would Lilias bear such 
a bitter trial? Would not her sensitive and delicate organ- 
ization shrink and wither under the shock? " Oh, I must 
be careful, or it will kill her !" thought Marjory, feeling 
within herself a foretaste of Lilias' s agony. 

Then there sprang up in the girl's imnd one c>f those 
quick impulsive inspirations that vicre natural to her. 
She would not break ner news suddenly. She would dress 
up the truth in the semblance of fiction. She would con- 
coct a little story that should shadow forth reality; and 
she would tell it to them, her mother and Lilias, as they 
sat together. She would plead her cause in this way ; and 
then gradually, very gradually, the truth should unfold 
itself. But first there was a question that she must put to 
Dr. Ainslie; and at this point she remembered that the 
next day — for already the morning was breaking on her 
vigil — ^would be his wedding-day. There was no time to 
be lost. She would rise early, and go to his house before 
she met the others at breakfast. W hat was the loss of a 
little sleep? Nothing could make her ill, she thought, 
with a mixture of self-Bcom and pity. And so she wove 
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out her eimple plot, never asMng herself if she would have 
strength to cany it out. Maijory xn*A making her third 
great mistake. Iler first error was when a dread of conse- 

Suences induced her to give that promise of secrecy to 
[rs. Chard ; her second was entering her rightful home as 
a stranger ; and nOw her pride and impulse were carrying 
her away. It never entered her head to consult those true 
friends who had watched over her life, and who would 
have aided her in this emergency. She shrank from the 
idea of asking Mr. Frere's counsel. It was her own affair, 
she told herself ; no one should interfere between her and 
her mother ; but in this her girlish sophistry led bcr into 
grievous errors. 

Poor, imi)etuous, misguided girl! yet surely rejjresen- 
tative of the young generation that are wise in their own 
eyes, and. refusing ancestral lamps, prefer their own paltry 
rush-lighls, carrying them with youthful unguarded en- 
thusiasm into the damp murky vaults they seek to explore. 
What wonder if they are blown out, and there is the loud 
bitter cry of an Esau-like repentance. 

The faint twittering of birds was plainly audible from 
the Mavis woods, and the first streak of davlight was in 
the east, when Marjory, after refreshing herself by ablutions 
and change of dress, lay down for an hour or two, until it 
was time to go to Dr. Ainslie. She slept heavily, §^nd only 
woke when Emma entered her room. 

The girl looked frightened when she saw Marjory 
stretched outside the coverlet in her usual morning dress. 

" Oh, miss ! to think of your never having been to bed !" 
she exclaimed, in a horrified voice. "And you dressed, 
and looking so poorly too !" 

** But I am not ill," returned Marjory, sitting up and 
pushing back her heavy hair from her hot face. "Have 
you brought me a cup of tea, Emma ? Thank you ! that 
was very thoughtful. My head does ache a little ; but I 
shall drink this and go out, and the cool air will do me 
good. Please do not tell any one that you found me like 
this. If one cannot sleep, tnere seems no use in going to 
bed." 

"Very well, miss," replied Emma, doubtfully, but her 
round good-tempered face wore an uneasy expression. 
"She do look mortal bad, to be sure," she eaM to herself 
as she withdrew. " There's more than a headache that ails 
her, ril take my oath of that. But there ! what is the use 
of trying to find out other folks' worries?" 

Marjory was compelled to endorse Emma's opinion when 
she caught sight of her pale face and heavy eyes. " Dr. 
Ainslie will think I am ill too," she thought. "I must go 
up Scarsgill and let the morning air freshen me up a little 
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I never saw myself before with this leaden complexion.'* 
And accordingly her strong will compelled her aching 
limbs to climb up the woodland paths to breezy ScarBgili ; 
and then she sat down on a fragment of rock, and, reso- 
lutely keeping thought at bay, let the fresh breezes blow 
over her race until she felt sne dared brave the doctor's 
keen eyes. 

She found him working in the little front garden. It 
was one of his hardy habits to dig and hoe nis flower- 
borders and vegetable-beds before idle folk thought of 
stirring. It was good for the muscles and brain, he always 
said. 

He gave a low whistle of surprise as Marjory unlatched 
the ffalbe. 

** You are out betimes. Miss Deane." he said, with a quick 
glance through his spectacles. ''Do you want Maggie? 
She is in the kitchen, making the porridge for our breakfast. 
Maggie's porridge beats Sarah's. No one makes porridge 
like Maggie/' 

''No; I want to speak to you a moment. Dr. Ainslie. 
There is a question I must ask ; but I have not come to see 
Margaret." 

"Come to my study," he returned, throwing down hia 
hoe and leading the way into the house. 

Margaret was singing a Gterman hvmn, in her deep voice, 
as she moved across the red-tiled floor : " Ein feste Burg 
ist unser Gk)tt." Maijory caught her breath for a moment 
as she listened. 

"Well," observed Dr. Ainslie, kindly, as he placed a 
chair for her, " what is this question ?" 

His professional eye had noted at once the ^rPs paleness 
and harassed looks. He thought she had come to consult 
him about herself ; but her next words undeceived him : 

"Dr. Ainslie, you will think it very strange, — will you 
not? — but I want to speak to you about Lilias — ^Miss Carr, 
I mean. I am not quite easy about her health." 

" Indeed !" 

Dr. Ainslie's manner changed in a moment. He seemed 
on his guard and intrencned in professional reserve. Mar- 
jory understood at once that her errand surprised him, 
ana that he was not prepared to talk over his patients with 
a stranger. 

All this was patent to Marjory, though he only uttered 
that dry " Indeed !" — but his lifted eyebrows spoke volumes. 

" You must not think me impertinent, or interfering in 
other people's business," faltered Marjory, with an appeal- 
ing look. " If I had not a very good reason for speaking 
to you on such a subject, I should hardly venture to ques- 
tion you. Dr. Ainshe, may I be frank with you ? — that is-* 
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I mean," — ^hesitating over her words, — "will my conH- 
denoe be safe with you ?" 

"My dear young lady, I hope so," in a half-affronted 
tone. " Doctors are almost confessors in their own way." 

"Oh, you must not be offended with me !" she pleaded. 
In an innocent, childish manner that touched him. " Ii 
you knew how unhappily I am placed, you would do all 
you can to help me. Twill tell you what I can, but that 
is not much. I am not speaking as a stranger. I love 
Lilias, and I would do anything I could to save her pain, 
—that is, almost anything," interrupting herself. 

"Well, well," he returned, a little impatiently, "what 
is it you want to know ?" 

" It is i ust this, * ' speaking in a trembling voice. * * There 
is something I have heard— that I know — some bad news 
— that is, that she will consider it bad news — which will, I 
am afraid, give her a severe shock. No one knows it but 
myself and — and the woman who is dead." 

** Do you mean the woman who died last night, — ^Mrs. 
Chard?" he asked, looking at her keenly. Indeed, he may 
be pardoned if a strong feeling of curiosity impelled him 
to ask this questioLi. 

Maijory bowed her head in assent. 

"And it is bad news?" he continued. 

"Very bad news to Lilias. Oh, I cannot tell you what 
it is ! I must not I — I dare not I But it will make her so 
unhappy. Oh, I am afraid it will almost break her heart !* ' 
And here Marjory's lips grew white and dry as she spoke. 

"Is it in your power to withhold this news? — ^I mean, 
would it be right to do so?" watching her intently. 

" I suppose it would be in my power not to speak," she 
replied, after a moment. 

** But would it be right to do so?" he persisted. 

" I cannot answer that question," she returned, with a 
painful flush. " How do I Know what is right and wrong 
until you answer me? Dare I venture to speak, under 
Lilias's present condition of health ? She is not strong. 
Once or twice she has alarmed me." 

" No, she is not strong," he answered, slowly. " I spoke 
to her mother the other day. I gave her a hint, but I 
dared not speak openly. Those two seem bound up in 
each other." 

"But you will speak openly to me?" she pleaded. 
" Think of the harm I might do if I were not cautious." 

" It will be needful for you to be cautious," he returned, 
significantly. "She is very emotional, — very." He 
seemed dehberating with himself for after a minute or 
two he continued, very slowly, "Perhaps, after all, it 
might be a dangerous experiment. If it be in your powei 
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to keep silence. Miss Deane, and if it would not be ymmg 
to do so, I would almost advise that course." 

Marjory shivered. 

"I must think it over. I cannot promise to do that. 
Indeed, I fear the truth must be told ; but I will be care- 
ful. I will not speak suddenly. I will open her eyes by 
degrees; I " 

"Miss Deane," he said, suddenly, "I wish you would 
confide in me. Your manner alarms me. Indeed, I must 
warn you. Miss Carr has heart-disease." 

" Do you mean that any shock would be dangerous?" 

"There would be always risk," he returned, evasively. 
" If they take care of her, — if she is saved too much worry, 
— she may live as long as any of us. One can never judge 
in this sort of case, so much rests with the patient. Miss 
Carr is emotional, excitable: her spirits wear out her 
strength. I thougnt it right to warn her mother, and I 
told her HurreU ought to have a hint given him. But 
there ! women are such difficult subjects. Mrs. Carr only 
cried, and begged he might not be told : he knew already 
LiiUas was deucate, and it would make him so unhappy." 

"Did you tell Mrs. Carr that Lilias had heart-disease?" 
asked Marjory, regarding him with fixed, anxious eyes. 

"Not in so many wor^. Better not ; better not. What 
is the use of making people*s lives a burden to them? I 
said her heart was weak, — that any form of excitement 
was bad for her ; that was enough to say. In organic dis- 
ease like that there is nothing that can be done. Why, she 
may outlive us both. But what beats me," dropping his 
voice, "is the fact of Mrs. Carr having two such sickly 
children. Of course, Philip Carr was not a strong man : 
but it is hard that neither of them take after their mother." 

The same dark uncomfortable fiush passed over Mar- 
jory's face. She rose hastily, afraid lest the doctor's keen 
eyes should read her thoughts. 

"Thank you. I know now that I am to be very, very 
careful. It shall be broken gently to Lilias. Oh, I will be 
very tender and careful with her I" 

And then she held out her hand to the doctor, and said 
something about Margaret,— that she sent her love, and 
could not wait to speak to her. 

"Thank you," she said, again. "You have spoken 
plainly to me, and I think it was right to do so. I wish I 
could have been as frank on my side, but it was not 
possible." 

"Everything is possible," he answered, in some perplex- 
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_Ie was troubled within himself what all this might 
mean. What had this young stranger to do with the Carr 
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houfsehold I How was It that »he waa possessed of some 
painful secret connected with them? It was impossible 
not to be impressed with her earnestness and restrained 
agitation. The good doctor shook his head, sorely puzzled, 
as he watched her go down the garden-path. 

As for Maijory, an absolute blankness of thought seemed 
to possess her, — an utter negation of idea, like the painless- 
ness tnat sometimes occurs in a mortal hurt. A dull terror, 
that was almost despair, was creeping over her : bu-t, with 
her strong will, she refused even to glance at the dark 
forebodings that seemed taking shape within her. She 
would be very careful, she told herself, — ^very, very careful. 
She knew now what it was she had to fear. She would 
go over it point by point, patiently and minutely, before 
she hazarded the first step. A day or two's delay would 
not matter ; that poor woman must be laid in ner grave, 

and then But here Marjory could look no farther, for 

a numb, paralyzing force seemed to keep all anticipatory 
thought at bay. 

Very little was said to Marjory during breakfast. Mrs. 
Carr was shocked and pained by the girPs immobilitv and 
changed looks. She and Lilias exchanged glances mil of 
commiseration and pity : no one could accuse ]Vfarjory of 
want of feeling now. 

Mrs. Carr left the girls together for the greater part of 
the morning, but there was little conversation t^tween 
them. Marjory took a book and ensconced herself in the 
bay-window, but she did not once turn a page. Lilias, 
who had letters to write, came to her side once or twice 
with a caressing word or two; but Marjory hardly re- 
sponded, and Lilias had gone back to her occupation. 

Presently Mrs. Carr returned and sat down oy Marjory. 
Her fine face looked a little saddened. 

"My dear," she said, in her usual kind voice, "I hope 
that you do not think that I have left you alone too long. 
There were arrangements to make, and Miss Atkinson was 
glad of my assistance. It seems that poor Miriam had 
left #ull instructions with her cousin. She is to be buried 
as near her parents as possible, and her great wish is that 
you and my Lilias should follow her." 

Marjory made no answer. 

"We think," continued Mrs. Carr, gently, "that it will 
be as well to get it over as soon as possible ; Dr. Ainslie 
advises it strongly : so we have flxea the funeral for the 
day after to-morrow. I do not know what we are to do 
about your mourning, Marjory. If you had a black dress, 

perhaps you might manage for the present " But here 

she stopped ; for a hard, sullen expression had come to the 
girPs fkce. 
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"I shall not wear mourning," she said, abruptly. 

" My dear I" 

" I will not be guilty of such hypocrisy !"--in an angry 
voice. ** Why should I pretend to grieve, when I have no 
Buch feeling in my heart ? No, do not let us talk of this," 
as Mrs. Carr seemed inclined to argue the point with her j 
** not now, — ^not for a day or two. I have a black dress ; I 
will wear that for the funeral. I do not wish to be un- 
seemly or show bad taste, but no one shall force me to put 
on mourning for her. She wronged me ; she did me harm ; 
but I hope I forgive her." And here Marjory started ur 
in strong agitation, and left the room ; and for the rest of 
the day she hardly opened her lips. 



CHAPTER XLII. 

"fob TJTiTAH." 



It was a hot, breathless June evening. All day Ions 
there had been an oppression and weight in the air, as of 
an impending storm. A margin of low, sullen-looking 
clouds fringed the horizon ; in the Mavis woods the birds 
were chirping restlessly in their nests; not the faintest 
breeze agitated the leaves — ^they hung motionless, waiting 
till the master-hand should play a windy symphony over 
them. 

Mrs. Carr had tempted the two girls to an evening stroll. 
Barry, who always suffered much from the heat, had re- 
tired to his own room, complaining of neuralgic pains in 
his back and head : the suppressed electricity in the air 
made him nervous and irritable. Lillas, too, looked a 
little languid and depressed ; the sad ceremony of the 
morning— for Mrs. Chard had been buried that day—had 
excited and tired her; her sympathy and pity had caused 
her to shed tears. But even me few stragglers in the 
church-yard had noticed the hard, stem look on Marjory's 
face as she stood with downcast eyes by Lilias's side. 

In spite of her kind heart, Mrs. Carr felt herself a little 
repelled and baffled by Marjory's strange manner. For the 
last two days she had eaten little, and nad hardly spoken ; 
she had moved among them with dry eyes, like one in a 
dream. That very morning, a letter had come from Mur- 
rel's End and she had put it in her pocket unread. Once 
during the day she had reminded her of it. 

" Yes, I know : it is from Anne. I will read it by and 
by," she had said, almost indifferently ; and there it stil^ 
lay untouched in her pocket. 
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"You will come out with us, will you not?" Mrs. Cwt 
had said, hardly expecting that Maijory would be inclined 
to accompany them ; but, to her surprise, she at once 
agreed. 

She still wore her black dress ; but, half absently, she 
took up a crimson silk handkerchief and tied it over her 
dark hair. Black did not suit Maijory, but the sudden re- 
lief of bright color set her off to the best advantage. Mrs. 
Carr wondered at the bad taste, but held her peace : as for 
Marjory, she was perfectly unconscious of wnat she had 
done. 

Lilias had led the way to her favorite seat ; and Marjory, 
who had never visited that spot since the day Mr. Prere 
had spoken to her, felt a new pang at the sight of H. If 
only ne were here to help her now, she thought, with a 
sudden yearning for that kindly face ; and for the nrst time 
that day a mist gathered in her eyes. 

Mrs. Carr and Lilias did not notice her softened expres- 
sion. Thejr were talking to each other : they both started 
when Marjory struck into their conversation. Lilias was 
speaking of a book she and Mrs. Carr had been reading. 
It had interested them greatly ; and there was a character 
in it of a girl that Lilias declared might have been meant 
for Margaret. 

" I know the book," observed Marjory, trying to speak 
in her natural voice ; " but it is not by a good author. The 
end is tame and spiritless, compared to the beginning. 
Many of these stories are. It gives one the impression 
that the author has got tired of his or her work." 

" Perhaps they have left off building for want of mate- 
rials," suggested Lilias, "like Mr. Andrews with those 
shabby cottages at the foot of Scarsgill : they always seem 
to want more finish." 

"I don^t know about that," returned Marjory. "Now 
and then I have read a book that reminds me of some half- 
finished tenement with the scaffolding still up, just as 
though a sudden frost had hindered the workmen. There 
was a book that I read some time ago—" And then she 
stopped, for there was a strange lump in her throat that 
seemed to choke her. 

"Yes, dear?" observed Lilias, in an interested voice, 
for she was pleased to hear Marjory talking in her old 
fashion, though, to be sure, her voice was a little husky. 

"I think the author must have had a touch of rrost 
too, or she must have been too tired to go on, for I 
know there was a dreadful muddle at the end. It 
seemed to be left to the readers to conjecture thin^ 
theyliked." 

"What was its name, Maijory?" 
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•* Oh, I cannot remember that," she answered, with an 
anxious catch of her breath ; but they neither of them 
noticed how pale she had suddenly become. " It was some 
time ago that I read it. It was true ; that is, the facts had 
really happened, and the author had woven them into a 
three-volume novel. The strangest part to me, and what 
makes the terrible interest of the book, is that it is all 
true." 

" Why, Marjory, you speak* as though it were a dreadful 
story !" 

" No ; I do not mean that : there were no murders or 
horrible things of that kind. It was only so very sad, and 
all the sadder because it was true, and the people really 
lived,— indeed, are still living." 

" My dear, how could you know this?" 

" Because the author is a friend of mine. But I cannot 
tell you the name ; oh, no ! That is how I know the 
characters are still living, and that it is all true and 
really happened ; and it was called * Some one's Mistake,' 
or * Atonement.* But it does not matter about the title." 

** Oh, but it does, you tiresome child !" returned Lilias, 
in her old merry voice. "You have made me curious, 
and now I want to read it for myself. You must remember 
the name, Marjory, or how am I to order it from Mudie's? 
*Some one's Mistake,' or 'Atonement.' It will be dread- 
fully vague." 

" JBut it is out of print," stammered Marjory. " Perhap? 
you could not get it. And, after all, it is very sad ; and 
the people are living now, and they cannot all be happy. 
I will tell you a little about it, and then you will judge for 
yourself." And then she began, very slowly and hesitat- 
ingly, her own story. 

It seemed to Marjory as though she were speaking in a 
dream. Her own voice sounded metallic and unreal, and 
yet she was never so intensely alive to outward impression. 
She did not lose an expression on Lilias's face. 

Hurrell's bench could only hold two people comfortably, 
so Lilias had spread a rug on the grass and sat at their 
feet, with her head resting against Mrs. Carr and her face 
turned to Marjory. As the story proceeded, she drew down 
Mrs. Carr's hands and laid her cheek against them, and 
presently a tear wetted them. 

" Why, Lilias, you are crying I How absurd, when it is 
only a story !" observed Mrs. Carr, presently. 

" But, mother, it is true. Don't you remember Marjoiy 
told us so ? The people are living to whom this dreadful 
thing happened. Oh, how sad it is! Marjory, I can 
hardly bear to hear you : there is something in your voice 
tiiat makes me cry. Oh, that poor girl !" 
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"Which ffirl are vou pitying?" demandcnl Marjory, 
huskily ; " the one who has been l^ept out of her rights all 
these years, or the one who innocently supplanted her?" 

" I do nol know," faltered Lilias. ** It was dreadful for 
the real daughter, of course. But then you remember. 
Marjory, that the other one — Lena, you call her, but I 
suppose that was not really her name — actually believed 
that she was living with her own mother, and that she 
idolized her." Ana here she kissed the hand she held. 

Mrs. Can* smiled, for she knew what inference Lilias had 
drawn. 

" Yes, they simply idolized each other," returned Mar- 
jory, in a strainea voice. " They had grown to each other 
all these years, until no flesh-and-blood relationship could 
be dearer. It seemed to the mother — at least the author 
told me so — that they thought alike, felt alike, and knew 
no happiness apart. It was a sort of elective affinity that 
dominated and superseded nature ; for," finished Marjory, 
with a break in her voice, " there seemed no instinctive 
drawing of the mother's heart to her own child." 

" How very strange I" observed Mrs. Carr ; " and yet I do 
not know why I should say that. Of course the mother 
and child were strangers ; she had no presentiment of the 
truth." 

"But when it was told her?" asked Marjory, without 
raising her eyes to the calm, beautiftil face beside her. 

" I do not know what any woman could do under such 
circumstances," returned Mrs. Carr, in rather a troubled 
voice, for the suppressed passion in Marjory's low tones 
afiected her as well as LiUas. " I think it would almost 
break her heart to know that she had lavished all that love 
on another woman's child, and that in spite of herself the 
knowledge had come too late." 

" Do you mean that her heart would be closed to her own 
child? Oh, no ! impossible!" Marjory spoke as though 
the words were choking her. 

" Not by her own will," returned Mrs. Carr, with a sigh. 
" If she were a ^ood woman, she would try to satisfy them 
both ; but I think her heart — any mother's heart — ^must 
brec^ over such an impossible task. Her own child would 
appear to her in the light of an interloper. She could not 
tnrust away her adopted child, who nad been her ewe- 
lamb and had lain so many years in her bosom. And it 
really happened, Marjory, and that poor woman is stiU 
alive? One must have thought that the pain and the 
worry would have fretted her into her grave long ago." 

"And you, LiUas?" asked Marjory, hoarsely; **what 
would you have done in Lena's place, — the girl who wa« 
not the real daughter, you know ?'' But, as she asked the 
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q[Uestlon, Lilias raised herself to her knees and cast her 
arms about her mother. She was trembUng all over. 

" Oh, mother, mother I can such things ever happen ? 
How can they live through them ? If I had been Lena, I 
should have died ; I could not have lived a minute. What I 
lose my mother ! Ask Marjory not to go on : her voice 
frightens me ; and, oh, the storm !*' for here the first low 
peal of thunder seemed to roll and vibrate in the distance, 
and the oppression became still more intense and breath- 
less. 

" Come, dearest, or the storm will be upon us before we 
reach the house !'' exclaimed Mrs. Carr, anxiously. 

Lilias was often hysterical at the approach of a storm, 
and there was some excuse that, in her desire to shield her 
child from nervous terror, she forgot the other girl, who 
was still sitting motionless in her place. 

As the two figures hurried across the narrow dell, Mar- 
ory put up her hand to her throat. Were her senses 
caving her? or why was she obliged to stifle the hoarse 
scream that seemed as if it must find vent? The next 
moment she wanted to break into loud laughter : how that 
bitter merriment would have scared the women who were 
hurrying through the wood, hand in hand ! But she over- 
came that awful longing, holding herself by main force in 
her seat, while cold perspiration bedewed her forehead, 
and she shook as though in an ague-fit. 

Over her head the clouds were gathering more darkly ; 
the sullen muttering of the thunder broke at intervals on 
her ears. Was Marjory quite cognizant of her own actions, 
when her cold hands drew from the folds of her dress the 
documents that were to prove her identity? Was there 
any conscious meaning in the reckless thought that 
prompted her to open the letter that Miriam Chard had 
written to her wronged mistress, with the intention of 
reading it before tearing it into a thousand pieces ? Mar- 
jory was never able to answer that question, nor could 
others answer it for her. 

She remembered vaguely that she stared at the opening 
words: "My beloved and deeply-wronged mistress, what 
you are about to read is the confession of a dying woman. 
May heaven for^ve the lifelong deceit that I have prac- 
tised on you ! Lilias is my child, not yours." 

*• Ha I ha I" laughed Marjory, at this point, as the blue 
lightning danced before her eyes. " Oh, Grod, am I going 
niad?" exclaimed the miserable girl. But at that moment, 
when her brain felt reeling, she saw a small dark object 
lying on the grass. As she stooped instinctively to pick it 
up, the sheet of paper she had been reading fluttered from 
hier lap, under tne seat ; she had torn it across, the frag- 
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mentfi still adhered together,— but the envelope and the 
rest of the papers were in her hand. 

It proved to be a small book, — a worn copy of the Greek 
Testament. A singular revulsion passed over Marjory as 
she touched it. That little shabby book was fanuliar to 
her. It belonged to Mr. Frere. How often had she seen 
him read it ! It was his constant companion, she knew. 
In another moment the strangled hysteric convulsion in 
the throat seemed to leave her ; the mad desire to laugh 
changed into passionate sobs. A flood of tears relieved the 
tension of the brain. Clasping the shabby little book as 
though it were a warm human hand, Marjory wept the 
bitterest tears she had ever shed in her life. 

Thev did their healing work effectually. Her power of 
thought returned. Her first action, as her sobs subsided, 
was to restore the papers to their hiding-place in her 
bosom. She had replaced the envelope, but the torn paper 
had escaped her recollection. 

* ' Better destroy nothing, ' ' she muttered. * * Who can tell 
what may happen?^' 

There was no conflict now, after this outburst of passion- 
ate despair. If Marjory ^s conscience spoke, she refused to 
listen to it. 

**A lie will cost less than murder," she said, aloud. ** Of 
the two sins I will choose the least. May God forgive me 
if it be a sin, but I cannot with my own hands kill Lilias I" 

A dull repetition of words seemed to surge in her ears 
and blend with the storm. She seemed listening to them, 
and not to the thunder, as she sat still, with the lightning 
playing harmlessly round her : 

" She would try to satisfy them both ; but I think any 
mother's heart would break over such an impossible task. 
Her own child would appear to her in the light of an in- 
terloper." 

And again, in a younger voice : 

"If I had been Lena, I should have died. I could not 
have lived a minute. What ! lose my mother ?" 

And LiUas had heart-disease, and was excitable, and she 
had promised Dr. Ainslie to be careful. 

Her thoughts were clearing rapidly now. Her mind 
was taking a quick bird-flight over past and present and 
future. 

"For Lilias," she was saying to herself; "yes, and for 
my mother, too. Mother, — my own mother, — I must 
leave you ! Fate is too hard for us. You shall not break 
your heart over an impossible task for me. If I killed 
Lilias, — and the news would kill her, — you would never 
love me. You would look upon me as worse than an in- 
terloper ; you would never regard me without a shudder 
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Better your calm kindness than that ; better any loss and 
misery to myself. The secret is my own. No one but my- 
self has a right to meddle with it. If I choose to lay aside 
my birthrignt and go back to my friends, what is that to 
anyone?" ' 

The hard look of misery in her eyes began to change into 
a great softness. 

" He will be good to me ; he will comfort me. I shall be 
quite safe with him." And she pressed the littl^ book be- 
tween her palms. " I will tell him that I am unhappy, 
and aak him to take care of me ; and perhaps the pain will 
grow less by and by. He must not know the truth for a 
long time : there will be no need to tell it. Oh, I must go 
back to him soon ! I cannot stay here any longer." 

The thought of her friend was calming her more and 
more. As the recollection of his tenderness became more 
vivid, she suddenly started from her seat. The rain was 
falling in torrents, but the trees had prevented it from wet- 
ting her. What would he say if he saw her sitting, at the 
peril of her' life, in the midst of such a storm, closed round 
by those dark woods? Had she any right to break his 
heart as well as her own ? What would he and Anne do 
without their darling torment? At least she was necessary 
to them. 

As these salutary thoughts returned, Marjory moved 
<juickly through the deU. At any other moment in her 
life she would have been terrified at the risk she ran. The 
storm was at its height. The trees crackled and strained 
under the fierce blast. Torn branches blocked up the nar- 
row path. The zigzag lightning Ut up the dim arcades 
with pho^horescent brilliancy ; the artillery of heaven re- 
verberated between the hills. 

But as Marjory hurried along she was hardly conscious 
of the tumult. A single thought had taken possession of 
her, and seemed to vibrate within her still more loudly. 

" For Lillas I"— that was all it said. " What matters any- 
thing that happens to me ? Oh, no ; it is all for Lilias I" 
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CHAPTER XLIIL 

THE LETTEB OVEBIiOOKED. 

Marjoby hoped to gain her room unperceived. In 
crossing the open lawn to the house the heavy torrents 
of rain liad thoroughly soaked her thin black gown. The 
gay little handkerchief she had tied over her head was 
now nothing but a flimsy rag, and her hair was streaming 
with wet. She tried the door of the conservatory, and 
found it unlocked : but as she ran up the staircase she en- 
countered her faithful little handmaid, Emma. The girPd 
rosy face looked quite pale with concern. 

''^Oh, miss !'' she exclaimed, as she caught sight of Mar- 
jory's wan, draggled appearance, "you have given us all 
sucn a fright I Mistress nas sent Fleming to look for you. 
We thought you were safe in your own room until a quarter 
of an hour ago, when they sent me up to tell you Fleming 
had brought in the coflfee. Oh. dear ! oh, dear ! do vou 
mean you have been in the wood in this awful storm? I 
must go down and tell mistress and Miss Lilias ; they are 
so anxious about you." 

"Wait a minute, please," returned Marjory, in an ex- 
hausted voice. " I tiiink you must help me to get off my 
wet things first." 

She said this not so much with a view to her own com- 
fort, for she felt strangely careless about that ; but in de- 
taining Enmia she would put off answering her Mends' 
inquiries. 

"Yes. indeed, miss; and, if you will take my advice, 
you will Just go to bed, for you are shivering with the 
dampness and the Mght. Why, the water is running 
from your hair, and your shoes and stockings must be 
soaking !" 

" Very well," replied Marjory, indifferently. 

It was easier to carry out Emma's suggestion than to 
face those two with any pretence of cheerfulness. She let 
Emma brush out her damp hair and plait it afresh, and 
heard her praise its luxuriant growth, in a sort of dream : 

" For it touches the ground as you sit, miss ; and it is as 
thick as thick can be : Miss Lilias's is nothing to it. And 
— is it not strange? — it just matches mistress's in color ; 
and my mother always says that sort of hair is very un- 
common. There you are shivering again ! You must just 



THE LETTER OVERLOOKED. 845 

beqnlek into bed, and I will run down and bring you some 
hot oofifte." 

But it was not Emma who brought the coffee, after all. 
Marjory, who was lying with her eyes fixed on the driving 
rain, fell a slow shiver creep over her as the low, musical 
voice she knew so well accosted her. 

" Oh, my dear," exclaimed Mrs. Carr, anxiously, ** how 
you have mghtened us I I was so absorbed with Lilias — 
lor you know a storm often makes her hysterical — that I 
never noticed that you were not following us to the house. 
What possessed you, my child, to endanger your life by 
stopping out in tne wood?" 

''^A storm never Mghtens me, and the rain hao only just 
come on," returned Marjory. 

She spoke in a curious inward voice, as though strength 
had suddenly failed her ; and indeed her senses seemed 
blunted and numb. As Mrs. Carr oflfered her the cofiee, 
her hand trembled so much that Mrs. Carr held the cup to 
her lips. 

"You are quite faint, Maijory," she said, tenderly. 
" When you have drunk this, you must lie quiet and go 
to sleep." 

But at her words a frightened look came over the girVs 
face. How was she to lie there, listening to the rain, and 
the moaning of the rising wind in the trees, and not go 
mad? 

" Do not leave me ! — surely you will not leave me ?" she 
said, feebly, as though remonstrating against some act of 
cruelty, and her hand fastened on Mrs. Carr's gown. It 
was a soft gray satin, for Mrs. Carr never wore anything 
but the richest materials. As Marjory's hot fingers seemed 
to cling to it with a child's persistence, Mrs. Carr kissed 
her forehead soothingly. 

" My dear, of course I will stay with you if you need me. 
But are you sure that you are not ill, Mariory ? — that you 
have not caught cold? You look feverish, and yet your 
lips are pale. What would your friends say to such care- 
lessness? I cannot bear to think of your imprudence. 
Fleming has lust told me that the old oak at the foot of 
Scarsgill has oeen struck by lightning." 

"The imhappy do not die young," she replied, with a 
smile so sad that Mrs. Carr felt touched. "But I ought 
not to be selfish," — ^rousing herself. " If Lilias wants you, 
you must go to her." 

"I need not go yet," returned Mrs. Carr, who had placed 
herself close to Marjory and had taken the girPs hand in 
hers : "she is reading to Barry now: that will amuse them 
both. She was a litfle hysterical when we got back to tho 
house. I think that story upset her, Maijory ; it was so sad, 
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I could not get it out of my own head. I am afraid it will 
haunt me, though I am not generally fanciful. If you are 
not too tired, dear, I wish you would tell me how it ended." 

Marjory shuddered involuntarily, and turned on her pil- 
low until her face was hidden against Mrs. Carr's shoulder. 

"The end was the worst of all," she whispered, in so low 
a voice that Mrs. Carr had to stoop over ner to hear it. 
"Wheii she — the real daughter — ^knew how things were 
between those two, and that her mother could not love 
her, and did not want her, and that the knowledge of tlie 
truth would make all their lives miserable, she determined 
to leave them in ignorance, and go away, though it broke 
her heart to do it.'" 

'* Oh, how dreadful, Marjory I It does not sound right, 
somehow. Poor girl, what a martyrdom !" 

'* She did it for the best,'' in the same choked voice. 

" It was a mistaken sacrifice, and yet it was a noble one," 
mused Mrs. Carr. "I ought to read the story, and then 
perhaps I could judge of it better. Please do not let 
Li lias talk about it any more. I never like her to hear 
anything sad. Ah, well ! this life would be a poor affair if 
things were not put right in another world. The mother 
would know her child then, Marjory, and would bless her for 
the love which, though mistaken, sought to save her pain." 

An inward sob shook the girl's slight frame. Mrs. Carr 
felt rather than heard it, and put her arm round her. 

"Do not talk any more now, darling: I am sure you 
are not well. Try and sleep, and I will sit beside you as 
quiet as a mouse." 

Her motherly heart was full of solicitude for this girl. 
Miriam's daugnter, who seemed so unhappy. As she put 
her arm round her, Marjory seemed to nestle to her as 
naturally as though she were LiUas. A complete exhaus- 
tion, overpowering mind and body, had set in ; the warmth, 
the coffee, the touch of those motherly arms, cseemed to 
soothe the inward agony. Before long, a profound drowsi- 
ness weighed down her eyelids, and in a Uttle while she 
was asleep. 

Mrs. Carr sat patiently beside her in the fading, dim 
li^ht, untU she felt that she might venture to free herself 
without rousing Marjory ; but she had some difficulty in 
loosing the hold upon her dress. As she stood for a mo- 
ment beside the bed. an involuntary feeling of admiration 
seemed to rivet her to the spot. " She is more than hand- 
some : she is beautiful," she thought. Marjory's attitude 
as she lav had the careless abandon and grace of a child ; 
her face looked pale by contrast with the dark-brown plaits 
that curled about her pillow ; the firm, rounded arms, the 
beautiful hands, — all arrested Mrs. Carr's attention. 
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*' She is too beautiful and too aristocratic for Miriam's 
daughter/' she said to herself. "How can she have got 
tlioBe finely-formed hands from either Bobert or Miriam? 
I noticed her foot, too j it is as small as mine, and has the 
Bame arched instep, liilias has not either a pretty foot or 
hand. How strange it is ! In spite of her paleness, Mar- 
jory looks the picture of health, while my poor darling 

" But here Mrs. Carr sighed and turned away. She 

never cared to own, even to herself, how fragile Lilias 
often looked in her sleep. 

Maijory slept profoundlv until morning, nor did she 
w^ake until Emma stood beside her with a letter in her 
hand. Marjory looked at it rather languidly. There was 
an oppression and weight upon her, but a full conscious- 
ness nad not returned. By and by she would realize her 
own hopelessness ; but just now physical weariness was 
upon her. 

She testified no curiosity about the letter, though Emma 
held it up before her with rather an important face. 

** You left it in the pocket of your black dress, miss, and 
it has not even been read. It was wet through, so I aried 
it as well as I could, and I think you will be able to read 
it. It has the Moororidge post-mark." 

** Yes, thank you. I must have forgotten it yesterday. 
You may leave it, Emma.'' But she was in no hurry to 
read it. She drank her tea, and looked out at the gray 
dreariness of the morning. The window was open, but a 
heavy morning shower was splashing the creeper and fill- 
ing the ledges with little pools. "Another wet day," 
Marjory sighed, bitterly, and opened her letter. 

But before she had read many lines a change came over 
her face ; her eyes grew troubled ; her hands shook. In 
another minute she had sprung up, and commenced dress- 
ing herself with feverish naste. "Would she be in time?" 
she asked herself, almost wildly. Fool that she was, not 
to have opened that letter yesterday I It was from Anne, 
and was written very hurriedly : 

" My dabling Chtld.— 

" I am afraid what I nave to tell you will give you pain. 
It is always hard for me to do that, and especially as the 
news will reach you on the very day your poor mother is 
to be buried. But Capel would not let me write before : he 
said what was the use, when he had made up his mind? 
You know how peremptory he can be sometimes. And 
then he never could bear you to be troubled. 

"Marjory, darling, Capel is leaving -us. He says that he 
has been idle long enou^L and that there is plenty of busi- 
nesB for him in Japan. He wants to help his friend settle 
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his aflbirs. You know how often he has threatened to go^; 
bat now he is in earnest. He savs it is business and the claims 
of friendship ; but of course I know it is all his restlessness 
and because some strange trouble has overtaken him. 

" But the trouble cannot be helped : my own child, whom 
I love next in the world to Capel, do not think I am 
blaming you, — ^never, — never I Blow could such a thought 
come into my mind ? Nothing can come between us two, 
— ^nothin^ I 

" But all the same I am grieving about Capel. It is hard 
that my only brother should leave me, and for such a time. 
He says he will not promise to come home for two years. 
He has always wanted to write a book about Japan ; and 
he must study the country and the people thoroughly ; and 
he says, over and over again, that we two will be quite 
comfortable and happy together, — as though we shall not 
miss him every hour of the day. 

" It has all been settled in such a hurry that my brain is 
in a whirl. I wanted to write and ask you to come home, 
but Capel said he would not listen to me. He said he hated 
good-byes, except on paper : they only harassed people's 
feelings, and did no good. Perhaps you may agree with 
him, Mariory ; but I hold a different opinion. I think it 
is something to grasp a person's hand and bid Gk>d bless 
him, even if it be only a friend who is leaving us — but 
Capel I Oh, no, he is wrong ! I am sure you will be un- 
happy if you do not wish him good-by. But there is no 
time now, for the day after you receive this letter — the 
evening, I mean, — ^indeed, it may be quite late in the even- 
ing, towards night — Capel goes down to Southampton, for 
they expect the * Eurydice' will start from the docks the 
following day. I wanted to go with him and see the ves- 
sel, but he will not allow me even to do that. He says he 
would rather see the last of me in the morning-room at 
MurrePs End. 

" I shall be very lonely when he is gone ; but I know 
you will soon come and cheer me up. Forgive me if I do 
not write more now, dear. 

^ " Your loving 

"Anne." 

And folded in this letter there was a slip of paper in Mr. 
Frere's handwriting. 

"Do not be sorry about this, my dear chil(V' it said. 
" Bemember your sermon to me on the East Hill, when 
you accused me of wasting my life. 

" Well, I have something to do worth doing, so I mean 
to go ■'■■• 'er to Japan and do it thoroughly. It is never too 
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late to mend, is it. Marjory?— never too late, I humbly 
trust, to gather up the ^ fragments that remain.' 

" I will write you plenty of long letters by and by, when 
we have once steamed off; but just now I am overwhelmed 
with business. 

" I am leaving you to Anne, a most sacred charge. Take 
care of each other, my two blessings, and be as happy as 
you can be. Remember, I love you so entirely and fully 
that I desire nothing but your happiness in the completest 
sense. 

"I do not wish to bid you good-by : it is too painful an 
ordeal for me. I said it to you in its truest sense on that 
seat in the wood when I renounced my madness ; now I 
say nothing but Gk)d bless you, Marjory ! 

* * Your friend until death and beyond death, 

" Capkl Fbebb." 

She had read those words which were never to fade out 
of her heart and memory again, and then with nervous 
rapid fingers she had commenced a hasty toilet. Before it 
was finisned she rang her bell. 

"Emma," she said, in a voice the girl hardly recognized, 
it was so sharp and incisive with pain, "you have done so 
much for me, you have been so kind and helpful, that I 
venture to ask one thing more. In two or three hours I 
must start for London : will you pack as many of my 
things as you can ? the rest must follow me. Do not ques- 
tion me, please. I have just had news. I have nearly 
finished dressing. I will iJell your mistress myself." And 
then she turned away, and coiled up her magnificent plaits 
of hair with hands that were cold and shaking. 

A quarter of an hour later she entered the hall in her 
brown tweed travelling-dress; her one black gown was 
hopelessly ruined by the rain. 

"Mrs. Carr," she said, speaking very quickly, and there 
was not an atom of color in her face, "you are so good^ I 
know you will help me. I must go to London by the nud- 
day train. Emma is packing my things. Will you order 
the carriage, please, to take me to St. Theobald's? You 
may read Anne's letter if you will : it will tell you why I 
must go." 

Mrs. Carr was not the woman to waste words. She read 
the letter quickly, and then she said, in her quiet way, — 

" My dear, you shall go if you wish. I would not be so 
cruel as to keep you. If you had only opened this letter, 

yesterday " But here she stopped, warned by the 

troubled look on Marjory's face. ^*You shall go if you 
think it will be any use ; but, my child, you see what Miss 
FreresaySy^^her brother leaves for Southampton to-night." 
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" r know," answered Marjory, a little wildly : "you need 
not tell me. If I lose hope, if I think there is any chance 
of my missing him, that ne will really go without my see- 
ing mm again after all he has done for me " But here 

she checked herself, as though afraid of her own agitation. 
" Gk)d will help me not to be too late," she finished, sim- 
ply. ^*I must ask Him, and leave all that." And then 
Mrs. Carr kissed her, and said that she should do as she 
thought best. She would order the carriage and tell Lilias, 
and one of the maids should be sent to help Emma. 

"And there is no hurry, — ^no hurry at all," she contin- 
ued, kindly : " the carriage will not be round for an hour 
and a half. You must take your breakfastj Marjory, and 
keep yourself quiet ; for you have a long journey before 
you." 

Marjory's only answer was to push her plate away and 
lean her forehead on her clasped hands. What were food 
and drink to her? She dia not change her position, as 
quick footsteps came lightly to her side, until Lilias 
fouched her and made her look up. 

" Come, Marjory dear," she said, in her sweet, caressing 
way ; " mother has told me all about it. We are both so 
dreadfully sorry. I am going to the station with you. 
There is nothing I will not do to help you, if you will only 

gluck up courage and not lose heart. But first I am going 
> make you have ^ome breakfast." 

Marjory wanted to say that food would choke her^ but 
Lilias contrived to have her own way. She laid dehcate 
fragments on Marjory's plate, and coaxed and caressed her 
as though she were a child ; and for very love and grati- 
tude Marjory submitted. In spite of herself, something 
like hope crept into her chilled neart. She might not be 
too late, after all. No, she said to herself,* Gk>a would be 
too merciful. She had sufifered so much ; she would surely 
not be called upon to endure any further misery. 

She looked up and smiled at Lilias as this thought crossed 
her. It was a poor, pitiful attempt at a smile, and made 
Lilias' s eyes misty. And then she said she would go to 
Barry. »he would not wait until the last minute to bid 
him good-by. 

Mrs. Carr had prepared him, and he looked at her a little 
wistfully as she entered. 

" I am so sorry you are going, Maijory," he said, as she 
sat down beside nim. " You have been so awftilly good to 
me that I shall miss you dreadfully. You must come and 
see us soon again. In another month I am to take to 
crutches, you know, and you and I will have some walks 
together." 

" I hope so," she answered, gently. " You must not for- 



fHE LETTER OVEkLOOKED, dSl 

get me, Barry, and our long talks, and the books we have 
read. I shall think of you so. much." 

"And I of you," answered the poor lad, wondering a 
little at' her tenderness. He had never understood her 
isdsterly patience and forbearance, and had often marvelled 
at it. 

Marjory sat quietly for a few minutes, trying to repress 
the sudden yearning to take the thin hand and cover it 
with kisses, — her brother's, whom she dared not claim. 

" Good-by !" she said, at last, starting up, as though she 
found her position intolerable. " God bless you, Barry ! 
That is better than good-by, is it not?" And she turned 
away so quickly that he could not see the tears in her eyes. 

An hour after that she was standing at the door, and 
Mrs. Carr was holding her hand and looking at her anx- 
iously. 

" You will not telegraph to Miss Frere to meet you in 
liondon, Marjory? I think it would be better." 

"No," returned the girl, decidedly ; " I dare not. He 
might go away all the quicker, because he does not wish to 
biame good-by, and then Anne would be deprived of her 
last evening with him. Do not be anxious about me. I 
know all about the trains. There is one to Moorbridge at 
half-past eight, and I shall catoh it. Please give my mes- 
sages to Mr. Wentworth and Margaret." 

" Yes, dear child ; I will not forget." 

"And," went on Marjory, looking in the beautiful face 
so near hers, " there is mucn — ^much I want to say, but I 
have no words. Think of me ; love me a little " 

And then her courage failed her. She threw her arms 
round Mrs. Carres neck, and for one passionate minute 
those strong young arms held her fast, as though they 
would never let her go. Then, with a sob that nearly 
broke her heart, she sprang away ; and when Lilias fol- 
lowed her into the carriage she found Marjory cowering on 
the cushions, with her face hidden in her hands. 

" Dear Marjory, mother is kissing her hand to you, and 
there is Barry by the window." 

Marjory shook her head. She dared not show them her 

Kale face streaming with tears. She was leaving her right- 
il home, the mother and brother whom she loved, — ^per- 
haps forever. The iron had entered too deeply into ner 
soul for her to look up. 

Lihas, with great tact and deUcacy, left her to her own 
thoughtis during the long drive. Now and then her hand 
stole into Marjory's, or a mute caress testified her sym- 
pathy. It was not until they had reached the station, and 
Marjory and she were standing together on the platfonu, 
that Maijory opened her lips. 
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"You will write to me very often, Lilian?" 

" Yes, dear." 

''Ana you will tell me all the Mavisbank news, and 
when the wedding is to be?" 

''Yes," she answered again, blushing a little: "I will 
tell vou everything." 

"Oh, there is the train ! We had not long to wait, after 
all. Ghood-by, Sissie darling! You*had better kiss me 
now." 

They kissed each other a little sadly and solemnly, and 
there were tears in LUias's eyes. As Marjory took her seat 
in an empty compartment, she looked out of the window. 
Lilias was standing alone on the platform ; her gray gown 
was blowing a little about her feet, and her fair hair was 
gleaming like pale gold in the windy light. 

" Gk)oa-by, Maijory," she said. " Do not lose hope, my 
darling." 

The words seemed to float after her as they moved away 
from the platform ; the sweet face, with its si>eaking smile, 
seemed to follow Marjory for many a mile. 

" Do not lose hope, my darling." 

And then the wmd seemed to die away, and there was 
the drip, drip of the rain against the window-panes. But 
for a httle while Marjory's thoughts were confused, and 
she could do nothing out gaze out at the misty hills and 
flying stone walls, with a feeling of utter blankness that 
would by and by wake into the activity of pain. 



OHAPTEB XlilV. 

HOPS DBFEBBBD. 



It seemed to Maijory as though her Journey had lasted 
for davs when she at length arrived at King's Cross, and 
stood for a moment, half dazed, looking at the wet London 

Eavements, and the watery sunshine tnat seemed breaking 
ehind the houses. The train for Moorbridge was not due 
at Charing Cross for a full hour and a half : nevertheless 
she called a cab, and had herself driven to the station, and, 
putting her luggage into the charge of a porter, went in 
search of a cup of coffee, and then seated herself wearily 
in a comer of the large waiting-room, watching the 
strange faces that passed and repamed in a sort of vacant 
dream. 
Marjory felt as though she had exhausted her emotions, 
though she were capable of no farther effort. But ii 



HOPE DEFERRED. 3S3 

was only the collapse of fatigue, and want of food : the 
oofTee soon revivea her, and the old feverish excitement 
returned. 

" If she should be too late I"--that was her one thought. 
!Even the agony of her leav&-taking, and the knowledge 
that she was mriven forth an exile from her home and 
from her mother's heart, faded beside the longing— the al- 
most unendurable longing — to see her friend again. Mar- 
jory never asked herself what this craving meant : she 
only knew that in losing Mr. Frere she would lose every- 
thing ; that he was necessary to her ; that she could not 
and would not do without him ; that her love for Anne 
was small and puny beside her reverence and affection for 
him. 

But not even to herself would she speak of this ; she did 
not even question herself as to what she should say to him 
when they met. "When the time comes I shall know 
what to say," she thought ; " but one thing I know, that 
I shall pray bim not to leave me, — ^never to leave me 
again." 

After this her thoughts became confused : all sorts of 
misty recollections seemed to surge into her mind. Now 
she was on the beach at Whitecliffe, with Mr. Frere 
beside her ; she could hear the waves splashing to her feet 
in the darkness, and could see the red glow of his cigar as 
he rambled on in his whimsical way, mingling philoso- 
phy and sentiment, while she laughed at him in girlish 
rashion. 

Then she was sitting with Mrs. Chard in the little parlor, 
in the brieht fire-light ; outside there were the lighted win- 
dows of the Crown, the illuminated clock-tower, the taU. 
fEiunt masts of the boats, and the dark sea-line. She could 
ear Lilias singing, — ^no, it was Hurrell, — " All is vanity, 
vanity :" and there was the knocking of his hammer, and 
the twittering of the birds in the wood. "For Lilias," 
some one seemed to be saying ; "for Lilias : for Lilias.*' 

It was just as they were steaming into King's Cross, and 
Marjory had fallen into a brief doze, lulled by the monoto- 
nous motion. For a little while she felt weary and inert, 
almost numbed into forgetfulness. But as her strengtn 
revived her restlessness returned in twofold force ; her 
corner in the waiting-room became unbearable, and she 
jose up a little giddily, and began to pace the platform. 
Another half-hour to wait before the Moorbriage train 
started. 

Many jpeople looked after her, as she walked to and fro 
witJi swift uneven footsteps. The tall pale girl, with the 
sad abstracted face, attracted a good deal of attention ; 
there was something so gracefU and commanding in her 
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oarriatfe that even in a crowd she would have been notioed. 
But AlArjory was quite unaware of the interest she excited : 
her dark eyes were looking out straight before her, the 
care-worn handsome voung face never changed its expres- 
sion. '* If she should be too late T' — ^this was all she said 
to herself, over and over again ; and sometimes Lilias's 
voice seemed to answer her out of the summer stillness, 
'* Do not lose hope, my darling." 

There was a sudden quickenmg of her pulses as the train 
for Moorbridge came slowly to tne platform. As she took 
her place she felt that now her journey would soon be 
over. She even hailed the fast-falling dusk that began to 
hide the well-known landscape from her, for it told her 
the longest day she had ever passed would soon have an 
end. And yet this last hour seemed harder to bear than 
the rest : her restlessness became positive pain. She was 
alone in the compartment, and could walk up and down 
the narrow passage when she could no longer sit still: 
this was her only relief. She would stand for a moment, 
looking out at the rising moon, and the dim summer skv, 
and the flying hedge-rows, and then resume her walk 
again. 

Moorbridge at last. For one brief minute Marjory's eyes 
scanned the platform, but no familiar face greeted her. 
Then she bade the porter call a fly, and waited impatiently 
until her luggage was placed on it. ^* Drive as fast as you 
can to MurrePs End, on Woodleigh Down!" she said, 
Quickly ; but there was something in her voice that made 
tne men look at her. 

Poor Marjory I that drive, short as it was, tested her pa- 
tience severely. The long steep hill that led to the Down 
could not be climbed very speedily by the poor Jaded 
horse. Marjory shut her eyes, and prayed that she might 
not be too late, and then opened them, and saw the moon- 
light shining behind the limes and on the red pantUes. 
And then the white shutters of MurrePs End came in 
view ; but as the driver was turning in at the gate she 
stopped him. 

"I do not wish to startle them." she said. "I will walk 
up to the house, and you may follow me very slowly." 

But as she passed into the shrubbery, and saw the 
lighted window of the morning-room, her courage and 
strength seemed to fail her, and ner limbs trembled with 
excitement. 

The front door was ajar, but she felt no surprise. It was 
often so when Mr. Frere was taking his evening prowl in 
the garden. It struck her as a good omen, ana a smile 
came to her face. True, she could hear no voices ; but 
perhaps he was in the greenhouse, or pacing the gravel 
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paths Ijehind the house. She stole into the hall softly, and 
then tapped at the door of the morning-room. 

Anne's voice said, "Come in!" and Marjory stood on 
the threshold. 

But the next moment she told herself that she had 
known all along how it would be. She knew it witht^ut a 
word, as Fluff rushed to her feet with a joyous bark, and 
Anne rose from her chair with a terrified exclamation on 
her lips. 

"I am too late, then? He is gone!" Marjory could 
scarcely frame the words, her tongue seemed so heavy and 
dry. 

Her look frightened Anne, for she burst into tears as she 
took her in her arms. 

" My dear ! why have you come? I wanted you, but not 
like this. Oh, you poor child !" — reaching up to kiss her, 
for she was such a little woman. 

" He has gone, then ?" repeated Marjory, in a dull voice ; 
but she let Anne draw her to the easy-chair, and sat down 
mechanically, only her eyes did not leave Aiine's face. 

" Yes, he has gone !" replied Anne, hardly able to answer 
for her tears, they flowed so rapidly at the sight of her 
child. " You must have passed him on the road, Marjory 
He left by the 8.58 train that reaches Charing Cross at 
half-past ten. There is a train that leaves Waterloo at a 
quarter-past eleven. He expects to arrive at Southampton 
about half-past one." 

"And I must have passed him on the road?" in the 
same inward tone. 

* * Yes, dear, yes, ' ' — fondling the hand she held. * * But you 
must not talke it to heart, Marjory ; he could not bear to 
say good-by. Capel is so tender-hearted. He would not 
let me go with him. Oh, no, he said ; it would make him 
miserable. He said very little ; only he left his love for 
you, and I was to ask you to come home soon, that you 
might cheer me up." 

** And you let him go ?" 

** Oh, my dear !" in a broken-hearted voice, "how was 1 
to help it? — ^and he looking so thin and unhappy, and say- 
ing he could not rest, and walking all day, ana then coming 
home in the evening, worn out with fatigue, and yet not 
able to sleep. It is better for him to go, Marjory, bad as it 
is to part with him. It is better than to see mm eating out 
his heart with restlessness." 

Marjory seemed to concentrate her thoughts with diffi- 
culty. She looked long and fixedly at Anne, as though 
she were trying to read her thoughts. Her forehead was 
contracted with an anxious frown, but in reality she waa 
laying her plan* 
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Anne was trembling like a leaf. The sudden shock of 
seeing Marjory had broken down her enforced calm. She 
had had a choking feeling of misery all the evening, but 
had been unable to shed a tear until she saw the girl's 
despairing eyes. Anne's beautiful little face had grown 
thinner and paler, and there were gray threads in the 
briffht brown nair ; but the tears were a relief, and the 
sight of Marjory seemed to ease the aching sense of 
loss. 

'* Darling," she said, sofblv, *'I know all about it; and 
it was better for him to go I" 

"He shall not go I" replied Marjory, hoarsely. "Anne, 
do not cry so I — I cannot bear it I Where is the railway 
guide? — quick, quick !— bring it to me !" 

And Ajine, wondering, and veiy much frightened by 
this sudden vehemence, did what she was bidden to do. 

Marjorv turned over the pages with feverish haste until 
she had round what she wantm. 

" Look here, Anne ; listen to me. Never mind the noise 
outside ; it is only my luggage, and Mackay can see to that. 
It is past ten now, — nearly half-past, — ^and there is no train 
at all until seven a.m." 

** No train ? What do you mean, Marjory?" 

"I mean that we must follow him to Southampton, — 
you and I. He shall not go without bidding me good-by. 
He shall not. I will not let him. Look here; the first 
morning train leaves Moorbridge at seven. We must tell 
my flyman to come for us at naif-past six. The South- 
ampton train starts from Waterloo at nine, and arrives at 
11.25." 

** But, Marjory, we might lose the train." 

" We shall lusi do it ; I am sure we shall lust do it. If 
we lose that train, there is nothing before 10.15, and that 
does not arrive at Southampton imtil after one. He is to 
sail at mid-day, is he not?" 

" No ; he may go on board, but they will not get off until 
evening. But, Marjory, my dear child, do give up this 
foolish scheme. Capel will not like to see us : he may be 
displeased at our following him. Anyhow, he will be em- 
barrassed and ill at ease, and it is too late to alter his ar- 
rangements now. You look so ill, Marjory, you quite 
fWgnten me ; and you have been travelling all day." 

"Very well, then, I will go alone," returned Marjory, in 
the same harsh, strained voice ; and, without waiting for 
Anne to answer, she went out into the hall and paid the 
flyman, and gave him her orders. 

^^ You must not be later than half-past six^" Anne heard 
her say : ** that train is very punctual." 

AiMi then she went back into the room, taking no notiM 
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of Anne, and began to lay aside her hat and lacket In an 
absent, mechanic way. 

Anne watched her until she eould bear it no longer. 

"Oh, Marjory!" she said, piteously, "do not be so un- 
kind to me in the first hour of your return ! Why will 
you not speak to me or look at me ? . Do you think for one 
moment that I should let you go alone?" 

"I do not want you tq displease him," returned Mar- 
jory, with forced composure. " He is your brother, and 
you ought to know best what will give him pleasure. I 
will not take you against your will. I will go alone. I am 
not afraid of what he will say to me." 

" But I shall go with you all the same," she replied, in a 
hurt voice. "Do you think I should consider my own 
feelings, when you are so unhappy, Maijory? On, n^ 
dear, wnat makes you misunderstand me so to-night? We 
will go, both of us, and perhaps Capel will not be dis- 
pleased." 

" He will not ; I am sure of that," whispered Marjory ; 
and then she put her arms round Anne, and hid her face 
in her neck. " Forgive me, Anne. I did not mean to be 
unkind ; but if you knew how I have suffered !" 

And then she told her how the letter had lain in her 
pocket unread, and how it had almost broken her heart to 
know that he was going away without giving her the op- 
portunity of speaking one word to him. 

Anne listened in silence. What could she say to the 
poor child to comfort her ? In a few hours Capel would be 
far away from them both, and they would nave to bear 
their loneliness. Perhaps if Mariory had her wish and 
could bid him good-by she would be more reasonable and 
happy. Anne, in her simplicity, never guessed at what 
w^as passing in Marjory's heart. Her pure, reticent nature 
forbade any curious prying into the girPs mind. She be- 
lieved Manory's love for Capel was altogether filial, and 
imagined that in a few weeks his absence would cease to 
trouble her. 

Marjory was grateful for this silence. It was a relief to 
pour out some of her overcharged feelings. She was so 
sure of Anne's sympathy, so certain that no troublesome 
questions would be asked her. 

They talked together for a little while, hand in hand j 
and then Anne insisted that a proper meal should be pre- 
pared for her, and went in search of Mackay. Marjory 
offered no objection. She knew that ministry and loving 
service were the strongest instinct of Anne's nature. To 
wait upon those she loved was her highest form of happi- 
nesB. 

The dull pain faded out of Maijory's eyes aci she watohed 
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the small womanly figure moving busily to and fipo, th« 
busy hands occupied in her service. She ate and drank 
obeoiently, as Anne bade her ; only when her friend tried 
to persuaide her to go to bed for a few hours, she turned 
Buadenly restive. 

"I have been resting all day," she said, plaintively, 
''and I should not be able to sleep. A warm oath and a 
fresh change of clothes will refresh me, and then I will lie 
down. I might get a nap then." 

And Anne wisely forbore to press the point. 

But, going into her room an hour later, she found Mar- 
jory ready equipped for her journey, and sitting by the 

edside with neavy eyes and cheeks pale from her mid- 



night vigil. 



Now you must lie down, my dear," she said, in her 
gentle way, "and I will lie besiae you ; and Mackay will 
call us in time for our early breakfast." 

And she took the tired girl in her arms as though 
she had been a child, and, to her delight, soon heard the 
light, regular breathing that told her Marjory had fallen 
asleep. 

** Thank God I" she thought; "she will not wake now 
until Mackay calls us." And she was right: Marjory 
slumbered peacefully, and woke in the smnmer sunsnine 
with Anne^s voice* in her ear. 

"There is no hurry," she said, as Marjory started up in 
vague alarm. "The fly will not be round for half an hour. 
Bathe your face in cold water. Mackay is making us some 
coffee. I am so glad and thankful you have slept, my 
child." 

But Anne never added that she had not closed her eyes, 
and that her head was throbbing ominously. 

Marjory was very silent as mey drove to the station. 
How fresh and beautiful everything looked at that early 
hour I The birds were singing loudly ; the dew sparkled 
on the yellow gorse of the common ; the air felt fresh and 
sweet, blowing from the uplands. 

In spite of herself, a little hope crept into Marjory's 
heart. She would not be too late again. Oh, no; that 
was not possible. How could she despair, with God's 
blessed sunshine lying round her, and all the sweet sights 
and sounds of nature? 

It was not until they were in the train and were miles 
away from Moorbridge that she noticed Anne's paleness 
and jaded looks. 

"Oh. Anne, you have one of your bad headaches coming 
on I" sne exclaimed, in dismay ; for here was a fresh diffi- 
culty. 

"Never mind," returned Anne, faintly. "I could not 
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Bleep. — that was all. Tou must take the lead, Marjory, 
for mese headaches make me so stupid. If I close my 
^es and do not talk, it ma y p ass on in an hour or two. 
Tme name of the hotel is the Waverley. You will not for- 
get that." And she tried to smile as she spoke. 

But her excessive paleness frightened Marjorv. She 
knew what these headaches meant. They always followed 
any violent emotion or fatigue, and kept Anne prostrate 
for hours. 

Marjory watched her. sorely troubled, until they reached 
Waterloo, and then there was not much time to lose. 
Marjory drew Anne's arm through hers, and hurried her 
along the platform. 

"We shall just do it!" she exclaimed, breathlessly, as 
Anne sank back on a seat, half stupefied by a sudden ac- 
cession of pain. "Oh, how cruel I am to you !" she went 
on, remorsefully. " I have made your head worse, drag- 
ging you along so quickly ; but now we are in the South- 
ampton train you will have nothing to do but to rest." 

Anne made no answer; she was trying to hide from 
Marjory how ill she really felt. 

" 1 said we should just do it !" cried the girl, hysterically, 
as the guard put them into the compartment and inmiedi- 
ately gave tne signal for departure. Manory added, 
"Thank God!" to herself, as she darkened the windows, 
out of pity to Anne's aching eyes, and tried to make her 
comfortable. Happily, she had some eau de Cologne with 
her, and she couM wet her handkerchief and lay it on 
Anne's forehead. It was only this that kept her from 
fainting ; but she bore her sufierings, as usual, without 
Gomplaming, and tried to cheer Marjory by telling her 
that she would be better soon. 

The Journey was miserable enough to them both. Anne 
fi-etted inwardly because she had failed Marjory just when 
she needed her most ; and Marjory blamed herself for self- 
ishness. She should have come alone, or taken Mackay. 
Anne was not fit for the journey, and she ought to have 
known it. 

There was no help for it now ; she must do the best for 
Anne that lay in ner power. As soon as they reached 
Southampton, she called a cab, and desired the man to 
drive them as quickly as possible to the Waverley Hotel : 
it was not far from tne station. As soon as they stopped, 
Marjory left Anne for a moment, and went into the notel 
to make inquiries. 

The waiter asked her very civilly to wait a moment while 
he went in search of the landlady. In two or three min- 
utes he returned with a pleasant, comely-looking woman. 

" YeB ; Mr. Frere was in the hoteL He had arrived about 
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two that morning, and had had his supper and had gont 
to bed. He was still in his room, — ^number twenty-four,— 
and had ordered breakfast to be laid in a private room. 
He had just rung for his hot water : Charles was going to 
take it. Was there any message the young lady would uke 
to send up to him?" 

Marjory reflected for a moment, and then said, " No ; she 
only wanted the number of his sitting-room, and she would 
join him by and by ; but she had a Lady with her who was 
sufiering from a severe headache, and she must ask the 
landlady to show them at once to a bedroom." And then 
she went back to Anne. 

" We are not too late. He is here ; he is not out of his 
room yet," she said, quickly, as she went back to the 
cab. 

Anne gave her a little smile, and pressed her hand ; and 
then she let Marjory support her inw) the hotel. 

" Do not stay witn me : this young woman will do all I 
want," she said, as the chambermaid came to them to 
volunteer her services. 

But Marjory refused to listen to this ; she must see to her 
first, she said, quietly, as she took ofiT her hat and jacket 
and prepared to wait on her. 

The room felt close, so she opened the two windows; 
then she bathed Anne's face and hands, and laid wet 
cloths upon her forehead. Anne submitted gratefully for 
a little while ; then she took hold of the busy hands. 

** Dear Marjory, I shall lie here quite comfortably ; I do 
not feel faint now, only the pain will have its way for a 
few hours. Tell the chambermaid to come in now and 
then and look at me, but she must not ask me questions ; 
and now go down to Capel and make his breakfast fo» 
him." 

" I am going," returned Marjory, in a low voice, " but 
he is not down yet ; his room is next to this, and I can 
hear. him moving about. How little he guesses who are 
his next-door neighbors I" And she laughed nervously. 

That going down to meet him was not quite so easy as 
she thought it would be last night. Her excitement had 
ebbed, and she felt a little dislnayed at her own temerity. 

"I wish I did not look quite such a scarecrow," i^e 
said, mentally, as she smoothed her hair ; " but it cannot 
be helped." And then she went slowly down-stairs, cast- 
ing furtive glances behind her, and went in search of the 
sitting-room, which she found without much difficulty. 

It was a snug, shady little parlor, looking out into a 
quiet street. The two windows were open ; there was a 
stand of scarlet geraniums with some n^ignonette in one 
of them : the room was sweet with it. Forever after the 
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Boent of mignonette brought back the memory of that 
morning to Marjory. 

The breakfast-table was laid, and the ^^ Times" lay beside 
the plate. Marjory walked round the room, looking at the 
pictures ; then she took up her position by the window 
and tried to interest herself in the passers-by. 

There was a flower-seller, with a white puny baby in her 
arms ; the woman was marked with the smallpox, and 
had a weak, hopeless-looking face. '^How unhappy she 
is, and what a sickly baby !" thought Maijor^ ; and she 
called her to the window and threw her a shilling. 

"You may give me as many flowers as you like," she 
said, indifferently, " but I like roses best." 

She was quite surprised at the size of the bunch that was 
handed to ner ; but she took the flowers so carelessly that 
ttiey fell on the window-seat, and it took her some time to 
arrange them. A little crimson rosebud, just opened, at- 
tracted her attention, and she laid it on the " Times." Mow 
often he had gathered flowers for her ! — ^and this bud was 
so young and pretty ! Just then the opening door startled 
her so that the flowers fell from her hands again. It was 
only the waiter, however, with the coffee-pot and a cov- 
ered dish, and Marjory turned again to the window. 

There were some church-bells chiming,— for a wedding, 
most likely ; and then some gray pigeons flew down from 
the portico and began strutting aoout in the dust ; a wiry 
terrier came out and barked at them, and a little ragged 
boy, with a monkey and a hurdy-gurdy, limped slowly 
down the pavement. He saw Marjory, and began to tune 
up after the manner of his kind, and tne monkey hopped 
feebly on to his shoulder. Marjory shook her head at nim, 
and threw him sixpence ; and the boy trudged away, grin- 
ning from ear to ear. 

T^e dreary grinding of the doleful instrument had pre- 
vented Marjory &om hearing again the sound of the open- 
ing door. 

" Oh, what a world it is !" she said, aloud : " nothing but 
hungry women and children in it, pain and sorrow every- 
where." 

" Gk)od God, it Ib Marjory !" exclaimed a voice behind 
her ; and, as she turned herself quickly, Mr. Frere came 
up to Uie window and stood beside her. 
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"you knew me better !" 

*' When the time comes I shall know what to say ;'' that 
was what Maijory had told herself confidently over and 
over again : yet no sooner had the familiar voice sounded 
in her ear, no sooner had she looked up and seen the 
shrewd, kindly face, and the keen eyes that seemed search- 
ing her through and through, than a great confusion and 
timidity kept ner tongue tied ; and, though she turned her 
head aside quickly, he could see that her cheeks, and even 
her lips, were white. 

But even in that swift upward glance of hers she had 
noticed that a ^reat change had passed over him. He 
looked graver, thinner, as though some shock or illness 
had befallen him, — ^as a man might look who had tasted 
of some great bitterness and had taken a lon^ leave of hope. 
All this was written leeibly in his face : and yet there was 
a dawning wonder, and something of the eagerness of an 
unexpected joy, in his eyes. 

" Marjory, it is you ! and yet I thought I must have been 
dreaming P' 

" Yes," she said, in a low voice, but not looking at him. 
" Anne and I have just arrived." 

" Anne here?" — in still greater astonishment. 

"Yes," she repeated; and now the color began to ebb 
back into her face, perhaps because she was conscious how 
he watched her. **^I made her come. She was very hard 
to persuade at first, because she said you would oe dis- 
pleased * but no, I told her that I knew you better than 
she did." 

"You knew me better than Anne did?" he repeated, 
slowly ; and there was a strange meaning and doubt in his 
voice. 

But it escaped her, and she went on more rapidly : 

"Anne is ill. She could not sleep last night, and she 
has one of her dreadful headaches. She is lying down up- 
stairs in the room next yours, and the chambermaid is 
looking after her. I was to come down and make your 
breakfast," she said : " and that reminds me, Mr. f^re, 
that your cofibe is getting cold." 

" liever mind I"-— detaining her as she was about to move 
away fi-om him. " Marjory, tell me one thing. Have you 
come all this way just to bid me good-by ?" 
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"I wanted to see you again," she returned, with down- 
cast eyes. "It was cruel of you, cruel, to go away and 
leave me without a word. I would not nave'believed it of 
you." And here her voice trembled. "I told Anne that 
1 would not bear it, — that I could not help it whether you 
were displeased with me or not." 

" Marjory, you are giving me something very precious to 
carry away with me. My neart will not be quite so heavy 
to-night." 

She flashed a sudden appealing look at him, and he could 
feel her fingers fluttering in his grasp in a helpless, fright- 
ened way. Gk) ! — he would go afer all ! And how was she 
to stop him ? How was she to speak the words that alone 
would keep him by her side? A sort of despair fell on 
her. Surely he might understand her without any words. 

"Come," he said, gently, "you are too pale, Marjory 
Doo. I have driven the color twice out of your face al- 
ready. You used not to be so afraid of me. There will be 
plenty of time to talk by and by, for I do not go on board 
until evening. Sit down, dear, and we will breakfast 
together, and you shall pour out my coflfee, just as you 
used to do at MurrePs End. See, I will ring for another 
cup and plate ; and if the omelet be spoiled, that is. your 
fault ana not mine." 

"I have had one breakfast already," she said, with a 
little laugh. "It was rather an early one, however ; but 
still I am not hungry." 

But she might as well have talked to the wind. Mr. 
Frere insisted on sunimoning the waiter and giving him 
very particular orders. There was to be fresh coflee made, 
and some cream brought. The young lady hked cream, 
and the omelet was a failure ; but there might be cold 
ham, — ^yes, and a pigeon-pie. Oh, he thought a pigeon- 
pie would be a capital pi^ce de resistance. 

In vain Marjory protested that she could not and would 
not eat. 

Mr. Frere insisted that the table should be covered with 
provisions. Marjory was helped liberally, and then he 
made a pretence of setting her a good example. The pie, 
he said, was excellent, and so was the coffee ; but, though 
he said this, there- was very little food taken by either of 
them ; for how could he eat in that sweet young presence, 
when the girl's eyes were dim with trouble and there was 
that childish quiver on her lips? He laid down his knife 
and fork presently, as though the task were beyond him. 

" Did you come all the way from St. Hilda's to bid me 
good-by?" he said, at last; but his eyes were on his plate 
as he spoke. 

" Yes," she returned, somewhat reluctantly. " By somo 
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accident, I forgot ^nne's letter with your note inside, and 
never opened it until yesterday. I made up my mind then 
that I would come at once. — tnat after ali those years you 
were treating me cruelly m leaving me without a word, 
and that I would not bear it." 

" I did not mean to be cruel," he said, defending himself. 
" Men do not feel like women in this : they cannot endure 
piling up agony. There is the parting. Well, that is pain 
enough, without saying good-by. It is better to get it over 
withouc a word, — ^when the word almost chokes a man tx) 
speak it." 

" I do not feel like that," she answered. " I would bid 
my friend Gk>d-speed— if he would go ; but " 

^* But what, Marjory?" 

But she would not finish her sentence. 

" By the bye," he went on, lightly, "Anne was afraid of 
displeasing me by coming, was she not? But you knew 
better than that." 

'^Oh, yes," she returned, falling at once into the trap 
laid for ner. " I told Anne that I knew you better than 
she did." 

"Well, that is strange!" in a musing voice; "and yet 
Anne and I have lived together all our lives. But you 
knew me better than she did, Marjory ! How long have 
you gained that knowledge, dear?" 

She looked up at him, startled for a moment; but, in 
spite of the vagueness of his words, there was no mistaking 
his expression. She knew then tnat she was understood. 
She put up her hands to try and hide the flush that suffhsed 
her face. Then her head went down on them lower and 
lower. She would rather have died than have said a word. 

He waited silently for a minute or two. Perhaps he 
found it difficult to speak too. Then he quietly raised her 
face and looked at it;, and a low murmur of satisfaction 
that was almost a blessing escaped him. 

" Is it so ?" he said. "Is sucn a miracle possible? And 
I am not to go, after all, Marjory?" 

" No," she whispered, and now her face was hidden on 
his shoulder. " You are never to leave me, — ^never to leave 
me again." 

" You know what you are saying, dear?" — ^touching her 
hair caressingly. " You know that I can only stay as your 
husband, — ^not your friend." 

He understood her, with some little difficulty, to say 
that was what she meant, but it was not for her to say it. 

" I will try to believe it," he said, presently, when they 
had been silent for a little while, but the wandering look 
was still in his eyes. " If I ask you every hour of the day 
if it be true, Marjory, you must bear with me, for I think 
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I am almost dazed with this unexpected happiness. This 
morning I woke the most miserable wretch m the world, 
thinking years would pass before I should have the cour- 
age to see your face again. I opened the door, expecting 
vacancy, and there you stood in the sunshine, with this 
rare gift in your hand. Are you sure — ^are you quite sure 
— ^that you really mean it, — ^that my gray hair does not 
frighten you?" 

"It does not frighten me at all," she returned, shyly. 

" Come and let us sit down," — drawing her to the low 
couch that stood between the windows. " It wants the 
Btreneth of youth to support such a weight of happiness ; 
and there is so much that we have to talk about, and there 
is no need for us to stand. I do not feel that I can under- 
stand things properly. Do you remember, dear, that day 
in the Mavis woods, and how you bade me hope nothing? 
* Do not hope,— do not,— do not I' — that was what you kept 
saying." 

**Yes, I know." And the tears came to her eyes. "I 
could not help saying that, you took me so much by sur- 
prise. I thiuK," in the lowest possible voice, for she was 
still very shy of him, " that I began to repent directly you 
went ; but I never knew what I really felt until I read that 
note bidding me good-by.'* 

"No," he repeated, and there was a strange brightness 
in his eyes. "And you really feel that you can love me 
well enough to marry me?" 

"I think so ; I hope so," she faltered ; and she said, a 
little piteously, " I do not love you now as well as I ought : 
but, if you wiU be patient with me, I am sure that it will 
soon be all right. Your loving me makes me happy, and 
I never want you to leave me again." 

" That is enough to satisftrme." he replied, soothing her, 
for she was bec(«ming agitated ai his questions ; and then 
he went on telling her very gently that he was sure now 
that she cared for nim, even when she refused him, though 
they neither of them knew it at the time ; that she must 
never blame herself for the pain she gave him then, for 
her sweetness and honesty on that occasion had made her 
far dearer to him ; that though she was so young, only one- 
and-twenty next month, and he was nearly a quarter of a 
century olaer than she, ne was not afraid to let ner engage 
herself to him, or to marry her. " For you must know, 
my sweet," he finished, "that a conscientious man will 
never marry a woman unless he feels that he is the one 
person likely to make her happy ; and I feel that I and no 
other man should be your husoand." 

They talked a little longer, until she was calm and happy 
again, and he had made her laugh by telling her that Mr. 
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Frere was a tabooed person, and that he never, meant to 
answer to any name but Gapel. ^ 

*' But it seems taking such a liberty," she objected^xWith 
a blush. 

"You will find that it is a liberty quite to my taste," he 
answered, smiling; "and, though it may be difficmt at 
first, I am not quite such a Methuselah that I am to be de- 
barred from the use of a Christian name." 

And when she found he was a little sensitive on the sub- 
ject, and that her refusal would hurt him, she promised \/»i 
do her best to get used to it. ^ 

" Now that weighty matter is settled, there is something^ 
else that I must do," he observed, starting up from the . 
couch. " Do you know that you have upset all my arrange- 
ments, that my passage-money is lost, and that my luggage 
may be on board for all I know ? I must leave you for 
some time, Marjory : there is the captain to see, and the 
steward, and all sorts of business to settle ; then there is 
Anne to be considered. You will never get her back to 
Moorbridge to-night." 

" I never thought of that," returned Marjory, and her 
face clouded a little. "And yet how are we to stay? — we 
have brought nothing with us." 

He considered this question gravely, bringing all his 
man's wit to bear upon the difficulty. Then he said, 
gravely, that he would go in search or the landlady and 
see what she could recommend on the emergency ; but 
when he returned a quarter of an hour later, his wnole air 
was jubilant. 

"We have ordered such a dinner, Marjory ! I never 
knew such a sensible woman : her iaeas are tremendous. 
She said of course the ladies would like champagne, and 
they had a first-rate brand ; and I said yes, of course, be- 
cause I could see she expected it. Then as to your little 
difficultly, why, she was full of resources : she will find 
everything for Vour use and Anne's^putting it all down 
in tne bill. Hne has daughters, — ^1 saw one of them, a 
pretty girl about your height,— and if there was anything 
that you wanted to buy — ^well, her daughter could get it ; 
there are plenty of shops in Southampton. By the bye, 
I must do a little business myself this afternoon." And 
here he looked mischievous. "You never wear rings, Mar- 
jory, — oh, I have noticed that, — but I think I shall know 
your size ; and — ^my dear, you are surely not going to leave 
me?" 

" I must go to Anne ; she has been left long enough 
alone," returned Marjory, making her escape. " Good oy 
until evening, Mr. Frere. Oh, I forgot ; but I will do better 
aext time," laughing at him from the door-way. 
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Anne was looking very white and wistful as Marjory 
entered ; her head was really better, she said, and the maid 
was fetching her some strong coffee. 

"If I lie quiet for two or three hours, I shall be able to 
come down. But, Marjory, why does not Capel come and 
see me?" 

" He thought he had better not," she answered, keeping 
her face well out of Anne^s view. "He does not sail to- 
night, after all, Anne. You will see him to-morrow and 
the next day." 

She did not dare to say more than this in Anne's weak, 
suffering condition. When her head was really better, she 
would tell her all ; but she dared not bring on a return of 
the pain. As it was, tears of relief came to Anne's eyes. 

" 1 shall see him to-morrow ; and why not to-night, Mar- 
jory?" 

" He is going out now ; he has so much business te settle. 
If you are better, you can come down-stairs and partake 
of the grand dinner he has ordered. Do you know, he has 
been extravagant, and has actually ordered champagne?" 

Anne smiled faintly. 

" I mean to come down. I am sure the pain will not last 
much longer. Oh, I am so thankful that we have come, 
and that he is not vexed with us ! Did he seem at all 
vexed, Marjory?" 

" He was astonished, and very much pleased ; it has quite 
cheered him up^" replied Marjory, going as near the truth 
as she dared. "We had breakfast together, and he ordered 
up a great ham and a pigeon-pie, and neither of us ate 
anything. I think the waiter will laugh when he sees our 
plates ; and he told him to bring cream, because I was so 
fond of itj and I quite forgot it. He will think us funny 
people, will he not, Anne?" 

" And what did you and Capel talk about?" 

" Oh, we talked about — ^things," returned Marjory, des- 
perately. "But here comes your coffee, Anne. Do you 
Know,"— pawning a little — " I am getting very sleepy 
a^ain ? We had such a broken night, and all that travel- 
ling and anxiety has taken it out of me." 

Marjory was only speaking the truth. Her excitement 
was over ; and the intense relief— the knowledge that her 
friend would never leave her again — ^made rest possible. 
She felt a strange weariness, a delicious languor, creeping 
over her ; and at Anne's suggestion she drew an easy-cnair 
to the bedside, and, laying ner head against the pillow, 
Boon sank into dreamless sleep. 

Anne lay and watched her. She thought Marjory's face 
looked a little thin and worn in her sleep : there were lines 
round the mouth she had never noticed Ibefore. 
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''She has grown older in the lafit few months,'^ she 
thought. '' Now her poor mother is dead, one great source 
of bitterness will be removed from her life. No one can 
claim her now : she is my child ahd CapePs." But Anne 
never dreamt of the secret that lay in Marjorjr's breast, 
and how a living mother was asserting natm*al rights over 
the girPs affection. 

A slight movement in the room at last roused Marjory. 
Anne was standing by her. 

"My dear, you have had such a nice long sleep, and I 
think I must have dozed to keep you company, for the 
pain has quite left me. Capel has been in his room : I 
heard him moving about. It is past five, Marjory, and 
you say he has ordered dinner at six." 

The mention of CapePs name banished Marjory's drowsi- 
ness at once. 

"Oh, I must go down to him," she said, hastily. "He 
will wonder what has become of me." And then she 
blushed a little at her own words, and turned away to 
smooth her hair. 

" Tell him that my headache has quite gone, and that I 
will be down soon," observed Anne, innocently ; and Mar- 
jory nodded assent. 

Sne was anxious to evade Anne's scrutiny, but when she 
was outside the parlor door a sort of shyness at the thought 
of seeing him made her hesitate a moment. She could hear 
him pacing restlessly up and down the room, as though he 
were marvelling at her absence^ As she turned the han- 
dle he came up to her at once, and there was impatience 
in his voice. 

"Where have you been, Marjory? I have been hurrying 
back to you, and you have kept me waiting all this time. 
You must have known how Ishould be longing to see you 
again." 

He spoke reproachfully, but there was a great softness in 
his eyes as he looked at her. 

" I was asleep," she answered, simply. "You forget how 
tired I was." 

" I think I forget everything but what you told me this 
morning. Look here, dear ! see what I have brought you. 
No; give me your hand first. It will look better in its 
proper place." 

Ajid in another moment a magnificent half-hoop of 
diamonds was blazing on one of Marjory's slender little 
fingers. 

" Is that for me ?" she asked, with almost awe in her voice. 
"Oh, it is far too beautifUl, Mr. Frere ! — Capel, I mean." 

"Thank yoUj" he said, kissing her. "That was brave 
of you, dear. Hush I Here comes Anne I" 
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And, with almost boyish embarrassment, he released lier. 
and went to welcome his sister. 

** You are looking pale, Anne, my dear," he said, leading 
her to a chair ; " but you will soon get better now.'' 

**Oh. I hope sor' — ^misunderstanding his meaning. 
** CapeL I was thankful to hear that you were not vexed at 
us for following you." 

" Oh, no !" he returned, laughing a little nervously ; " I 
was not vexed at all. Far &om it." 

" And you have two days more to spend with us?" 

"Two days!" — ^looking at her in a bewildered sort of 
way. " Do you mean that Marjory has not told you?" 

"She has told me nothing but that." And, to her i 



prise, Capel turned suddenly very red. 
"Why," he stammered, "I ha^ 



sur- 

have made up my mind to 
stay quietly at home." 

He broke down here, and Marjory tried hard to keep 
from laughing, he was so evidently out of countenance, 
and it was impossible to go to his relief. And there was 
Anne, looking &om one to the other in a painfully anxious 
manner. 

And how they would have got out of the difficulty 
neither of them knew ; only just then Anne caught sight 
of the diamonds, and. by a sort of feminine inspiration, 
guessed the whole truth. 

" Oh !" she gasped, and there was a low, sobbing sigh 
of relief, and sne turned very pale ; but, before either of 
them could speak, she had taken her brother's hand and 
kissed it. 

" Capel— dear brother, is it true? Marjory, come to me ! 
You have made me so happy ! Darling, to tnink you came 
to us out of the snow for this !" 

And then she could say no more,— only cried softly to 
herself from sheer happiness ; and Marjory cried a little 
too, out of sympathy. 

Mr. Frere saia afterwards that he was just going to take 
up his hat and fly, but for the opportune apx)earance of the 
waiter. The si^ht of a fellow-man restored his courage, 
and fortified him with the prospect of dinner. It was a 
privilege, he said, to watch that man. His folding of nap- 
kins was an art ; and he thought his sister and Marjory 
would have done better to take lessons from such an artist 
than to sit whispering together hand in hand. 

He rallied them on this subject between the courses ; in- 
deed, he kept up such a flow of conversation, perfectly un- 
aided by the two women, that the waiter, in spite of his 
stolidity, was evidently impressed by his eloquence ; and 
when that functionary haa withdrawn, he declared that 
he was wound up to that pitch that nothing short of a 
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8x>eech would relieve him. and he called upon Maijory to 
witness that he had only twice filled his glass with cham- 
pagne. 

He delivered it in his usual fashion, walking up and 
down, while Anne and Marjory sat by tne open window. 

He began by self-laudation. He said he was surprised 
himself— in fact, overwhelmed with astonishment— to see 
what a successful thing he had made of his life^ and he 
could only account for it by his extreme love of philosophy 
and his great patience in waiting. Young men generally 
made a mistake at the beginning. They were like Im- 
patience in the "Pilgrim's Progress." They wanted all 
their good things at once, and tney got through them as 
rapidly as possible. At thirty they had exhausted every- 
thmg; they were blaa^; and they agreed with Solomon 
that there was nothing new under the sun. 

He was thankful to say— indeed, he. was modestly elated 
to know — that he was not one of these young men. He 
had taken life ouietly, diluting his pleasures so that they 
lasted longer. Domestic life had been to his taste, and he 
had enjoyed a good spell of domesticity. He had had his 
little experiences. Well, perhaps they had been painful at 
the time ; but, like a burnt child, he had evaded the fire 
ever afterwards. He had travelled, he had seen the world, 
he had enjoyed the sweets of bachelorhood and club-life. 
Many were the pipes he had smoked, and a total absence 
of responsibility had made him sleep sweetly at nights. 
He kn^w many hen-pecked husbands and care-worn 
fathers of families who had considered him an enviable 
person. He quite agreed with them. But the grandest 
point of all in nis career had been that he had trained and 
educated his future wife most carefully, that— 

Here there was a little scornful protest on Maijory's part, 
at which he quietly smiled, but went on in the same mient 
manner : 

To some people her youth might have been an obstacle, 
but it was none in his eyes. Proud as he was of his gray 
hairs, he was prouder still to think, that he had embued 
her with his philosophy and indoctrinated her with his 
own peculiar views. As a matter of course, he did not 
think much of women's rights. He considered they talked 
a great deal of rubbish ; but he was thankftil to know that 
the young person who had consented to be Mrs. Frere was 
perfectly docile and submissive and never advocated her 
own opinions. And then, as Marjory's eyes fiashed at this 
audacious speech, he suddenly broke ofr and came ax> to 
her. 

" It is a lovely evening. Will you go out with me, Mar* 
Jory?" he whispered, very gently. 
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But it was not with this sort of talk that he beguiled her 
as they walked together in the sunset until the stars came 
out and peeped at Marjory leaning on the arm of hergray- 
liaired lover, as they stood together by Southampton Water. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

UNEXPECTED TIDINGS. 

The next day they returned to MurrePs End, and took 
up the old life again,— the old life, and yet how changed 
to Marjory ! 

But for the knowledge of her secret, and the stid yearn- 
ing pain that filled her whenever the thought of Mavis- 
bank and its inmates recurred to her, she would have been 
perfectly happy. Every day she was drawing closer to her 
ruture husband ; every day she was learning more of his 
noble, imselfish nature. As her reverence deepened, her 
love increased ; and very soon she could echo -iVnne's 
words, — that there was not a man living to equal Capel. 

She felt herself to be what she really was, — ^the light of 
his eyes, and the hidden treasure of his heart. Now there 
was no further need of reticence ; he could pour out with- 
out rebuke the whole wealth of his love on ner. Marjory 
almost trembled as she listened, — she was so conscious of 
her own faults, so aware that she never even aimed at the 
standard he allotted her. But when she hinted at this, 
he told her gravely that she was not faultless to him, that 
she never h^ been, but that he loved her so well that he 
hardly noticed her defects. 

The only cloud between them lay in her unfortunate 
secret. Marjory could not always hide her sadness from 
him. Once or twice, even in the first weeks of their en- 
gagement, he had come upon her unexpectedly and had 
found her trying to banisn hastily the traces of tears for 
which she could give no reason. 

Once he sat down beside her, and reasoned with her 



gently. 
"Ma 



Larjory," he said, "you are very nearly perfect in my 
eyes, but there is one flaw in your character : you are riot 
quite generous. You are giving me yourself, but not your 
whole confidence." 

She murmured something, — that it was not always pos- 
sible to give that ; but he shook his head at this fallacy. 

" My dear," he said, " Anne and I have taken great pains 
with your education, but in one branch you are showing 
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youreelf a decided dunoe. Do you know there ought to 
be no reservations between husband and wife, or between 
engaged people ? You are wearing my ring, and we are 
ah*eady thinKing of fixing the day, and yet you are stUi 
keeping that secret from me." 

Marjory looked up at him with wide-open frightened 
eyes: 

" What secret do you mean, Capel?" 

"The one that has made you unhappy ever since you 
went to Whitecliffe. Do you remember your words ? — ^you 
spoke them on this very oench : * One day I will come to 
you of my own accord.' Has not the time come, Maijory ?' ' 

" No," she whispered ; " and you promised me then that 
you would not asK me again." 

He sighed restlessly. 

** Weil, but I thought things were dilferent with us now. 
You had not promised to marry me then. Think how I am 
circumstanced, and take pity upon me ! I love you more 
than any one in the world, but when I see you unhappy I 
am not to ask the reason." 

This touched her, as he knew it would. 

"Dear Capel, I am quite happy when I am with you. 
If there were no one to consider but myself, I would tell 
you now. But I dare not, — I dare not, for the sake of 
others." 

" Do you mean that this secret does not concern yourself, 
but only other people?" 

"It concerns more than myself," she answered, ambig- 
uously. " My telling it might lead to infinite trouble." 

"Why so?" — with the keen glance she dreaded. "Do 
you think I should not guard your confidence moet 
sacredly, as you would mine? Have I not a right, as 
your future husband, to know all that concerns you?" 

"You have the right," she answered, dropping her eyes, 
" but you will be generous, Capel, and not claim it. You 
will trust me a little longer?" 

"I suppose I must," he returned, reluctantly; "but I 
do not feel easy, Marjory. You are so young, you have so 
little knowledge of the world, — evil-minded people might 
dupe you very easily." 

"Yes; but! will never do anything again without ask- 
ing your advice," she replied, coaxingly. 

"Will you promise me that?" — ^turning on her quickly. 
" Will you promise me faithfully, Marjory, that as soon as 
possible you will tell me this thing, and that until then 
you will never take a single step without coming to nae 
first, and that if any fresh difficulty, any new complica- 
tion, arises, — I am talking in the dark, you see, — ^you wilj 
then be perfectly open with me?" 
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"Yes," she replied, very soberly ; " I think I can proinifte 
you that." 

** And, Marjory,"— here his voice became very persuasive. 
— ** will you not think very seriously of what I said last 
aight? we have been engaged a month : it is nearly tlie 
end of August now. To-morrow you will be one-and- 
twenty, and you will be Nellie Walford's bridesmaid. 
Nellie is setting you an excellent example, and there is 
every inducement for you to follow it. Your friends at 
Mavisbank have inundated you with congratulations: 
they, as well as Anne, heartily commend your taste. 
Now, my dear, you remember that I am not a young man, 
and that in my case there is nothing to warrant delay. I 
see Anne is ludiciously acting on my hints, and, as we 
have agreed that any sort of fuss would be obnoxious, the 
sooner we settle this business the better." 

Marjory listened with a heightened color, but her answer 
was not ready. He had spoken to her more than once on 
this subject, and she had felt the force of his reasoning. 
No, he was not a young man ; and, as he had told her 
there had been very little joy in his life. His early man- 
hood had been clouded by disappointment, and he had 
passed many years in aimless, desultory wanderings. 
** I have done very little good in my generation," he had 
said, sadly, "though I have harmed no one. Child, do 
you remember your httle sermon on the East Hill? The 
arrow shot at a venture most certainly pierced my armor 
—there." 

And then he had gone on speaking, but very gently, so 
as not to alarm her. She was very young, he said, out 
that was a fault that time would cure ; and no one could 
say that he was not old enough to take care of her. He 
congratulated himself that he had sufficient knowledge 
of tiae world for them both. He almost rejoiced that his 
hair was gray when he remembered this. 

" So, my dear," he had concluded, "as we have known 
each other intimately for eighteen years, we have nothing 
more to learn about each other's character. You were 
always a reasonable creature, Marjory, and I am sure your 
good sense will plead for me. And," he continued, in a 
wily manner, " you will find Anne is quite of my opinion." 

All this had been said to her on the previous day ; and 
in the evening, when they had been alone together, Anne 
had spoken on the same subject, dropping little hints that 
showed in what groove her thoughts ran. 

It was about Nelhe Walford, so soon to be Nellie Brooks, 
that she had been talking ; but she branched off a little 
from that topic, and asked Marjory if she did not tbink 
long engagements very wearying to both parties ; but, a» 

82 
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Maijory held uo particular views on this matter, she had 
gone on — ^rather hesitatingly — ^to give her own opinion. 

She thought— yes. she certainlv thought that long en- 
gagements were to be deprecated, — they unsettled young 
I)eople dreadfully ; and when, for example, the gentleman 
was not very young 

"Ah, I know what you mean I" interrupted Marjory, with 
a hlush. " Dear Anne, you need not beat about the bush. 
Capel has been worrying me about that already. I tell him 
that I am in no hurry ; but that does not seem to make 
any difference. I never knew he could be so masterful." 

Anne smiled. She thought it possible that Marjory knew 
very little about men. and how they could employ tne craft 
of the serpent and tne innocence of the dove t^ compass 
their own ends. She took the girPs glowing face between 
her hands and kissed it. 

" Marjory, I hope, for CapePs sake, that you will not be 
adverse to an earnr marriage. It is a little nard for a man 
of his age to act the lover, — ^not but what he can play that 
r6le more perfectly than even younger men ; but I think 
he would be happier if ho were settled. He has told me 
so, and I believe him. He shall not hurry you too much, 
dear ; but when next he speaks to you I hope you will fix 
some date that is not too distant.'' 

Marjory was pondering over Anne's words, as she sat by 
silently listening to Mr. Frere's arguments. The idea of 
an early marriage was not distasteful to her : she would 
lay aside that odious name, then. No one would ever call 
her Miss Deane again. If it were only for this reason, she 
was quite willing to marry him as soon as possible. And 
never once did the thought cross her of the risk she ran 
by marrying under a false name. 

But she had her own ideas on the subject, and when he 
had finished what he was saying, she replied, a little 
irrelevantly, — 

" Capel, do you know — oh, I forgot I never told you — I 
had a letter from Lilias yesterday, — such a de«r letter ; and 
she says they are afraid that their marriage will have to be 

gut off until the spring, because of poor Mrs. Wentworth. 
he is very ill,— dangerously ill, they think." 

"I am sorry for that," he returned, gravely. "Went- 
worth has waited too long already : that sort of thing tells 
on a man." 

" Yes. I am sorry for him," observed Marjory, softly ; 
" but Lilias will be quite happy tp wait." 

" You can be sorry for him, and not forme," — ^pretending 
to frown. 

"Oh, I have not kept you waiting long," she replied, 
lightly. " I will proBUse to be reasonable, but then you 
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must be reasonable too. Listen to me, Capel : most people 
do not like winter weddin«i ; but for me, I do not mind 
them at all. New-Year's Cay^ — now, I think that would 
be a grand day, — ^the best day in the whole year to begin a 
new life." 

"Four whole months to wait," he returned, in a grum- 
bling voice. 

But he was well pleased, for all that : he had feared his 
bird would have wanted a longer flight than that. 

" They will soon pass,'* she replied, quietly ; " and noth- 
ing would induce me to be married this year.'' And here 
the strained restless look came into her eyes. " We will 
begin the new year together, if you wilL" 

"Yes, yes," he returned, eagerly; but he wondered a 
little at the pain in her voice. 

" And, Capel." in a still more agitated manner, " promise 
me that it shall be very quiet. I could not have a wedding 
like Nellie's, — oh, not for worlds ! Lilias says she means 
to be my bridesmaid, as I cannot be hers ; but I will have 
no bridesmaids, — oh, none at aU ! I want you and Anne 
to take me away to some quiet place, where no one will 
notice us, and we can go to churcn together just as though 
there were no marriage." 

"Why, Maijory !" he exclaimed, in surprise. 

But when he saw the beautiful dark eyes were full of 
tears^ he repressed his astonishment, and only tried to 
comfort her. 

"Nothing could suit me better," he returned, cheer- 
fully. " I will tell you what we will do, darling. We will 
go down to Whitecliflfe in December ; you and Anne can 
go to some nice lodgings, and I will put up at the Crown, 
and I will come and fetch you for long walks, and we will go 
to the East £[111, and to the Castle, and to all our old haunte. 
And in the eveniiicr, when I have finished my dinner, I 
will tap on the winaow, and you will come out to me, and 
we win walk up and down the parade in the darkness. 
And then, when New- Year's Day comes, — well, what can 
be easier? We can drive to the little churcn, you re- 
member ; and in half an hour the whole thing will be 
accomplished." 

"Oh, I am so glad you do not object," she replied, 
clasping his arm gratefully. "You are doing it to please 
me, I know : but indeed you have lifted a weight from my 
mind." 

* * That is well, ' ' he returned, still more cheerfully. " Now 
we must go back, or Anne will be wondering what has be- 
come of us Look at those clouds, Marjory. It has been 
very sultry all day : I expect we shall have a storm before 
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" Oh, I hope not Ever since that evening in the Mavis 
woods I have hated stonns ;" but here she checked heiself 
in alarm. 

**Were you out in a storm, then?'' he asked, looking 
at her. 

** Yes, and I was alone. Oh, it was horrible T' And she 
shivered and hurried on ; the remembrance was a sort of 



nightmare to her. 
** Perhaps it will 



pass off," he replied, soothingly, as he 
watched her. 

It was this kind of change in her that troubled him. They 
would be talking happily together, and Marjory would be 
laughing, and all at once, at a word, — some chance word, — 
she would turn pale, and a strange look would come into 
her eyes, and she would sink into silence. 

" Ir I could only find out what troubles her," he would 
say to himself. " When she is my wife, I shall know then. 
I shall find a wav to make her speak ; I am sure of that." 

They were both a little silent as they entered MurrePs 
End. Mackay met them at the hall door. Her mistress 
was out, she said : she had been called down to Lupin Cot- 
tage, as old Hawthorne was much worse ; and they were 
not to wait dinner in case she should be delayed. 

"Very well," observed Marjory; and she would have 
passed on, only Mackay detained her. 

" There is a telegram and a letter for you. Miss Marjory, 
in the morning-room. The boy had a deal to say about the 
telegram. There was a mistake in the address ; it has been 
to Groombridge, and Uxbridge, and I don't know how 
many bridges. But it seems you ought to have got it the 
first thing this morning. Mistress was in a hurry, or she 
would have opened it.'' 

" I have never had a telegram before !" exclaimed Mar- 
jory. " I hope — oh, I hope there is nothing wrong !" 

* ^'Nonsense !' ' replied Mr. Frere, laughing at her. * * Why, 
I have received hundreds of telegrams, and not one has 
told me bad news. You are nervous, dear. Shall I op^n 
this wonderful telegram for you?" 

"Yes, please," she returned, in a frightened whisper. 
And, still laughing at her, he tore the envelope open. 

"Why, it is from Margaret Ainslie," he began ; but, as 
he glanced at the message, a shocked look came over his 
face, and he tried to cover ihe paper with his hand. 

" My dear, this is dreadful," he said, in a grieved voice : 
but she would not let him go on, only tore the paper out 
of his hand. 

And this was what they both read : 

" Lilias is dead : she died quite suddenly. I will write 
full particulars. Barry wishes it." 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 

" IT WAS A TEBRIBIiE MISTAKE I" 

" LiiiiAS is dead !" 

"Was it true? Could it be true?" that was what Mar- 
jory's eyes seemed to ask him, for she could not speak. 

ow could she, when the words seemed frozen on her lips ? 

"Dear," he said, very gently, — ^for he understood tnat 
voiceless question, — "I rear it is true : there can be no mis- 
take about it. This is a sad shock for you ; but we must 
see what Miss Ainslie says in her letter/' And, as he put 
it into her hands, a look of anguish crossed her face. 

"I cannot read it ! I cannot ! Oh !" — ^with a choking sob, 
—"it was for Lilias I did it ! — only for Lilias ! And now 
it has all been in vain. Capel, it will kill my mother : her 
life is bound up with Lilias.'' 

"Dear Marjory." he said, wondering at this, — for her 
words were inexplicable to him, — " your poor mother is at 
rest: no sorrow can touch her now. Neither must we 

grieve too sorely for that bright spirit that has taken its 
ight. She always seemed to me as innocent as a little 
child, Marjory. And we are told that ' of such is the king- 
dom of heaven.' " 

"I know it," she returned. And now the tears were 
running down her face. " She was too sweet and good for 
this world. But it is of my mother I am thinking, — ^my 
dear, beautiful mother, who will be breaking her heart 
alone." 

" What do you mean?" he asked, sorely perplexed ; for 
he could make nothing of this. "Is it of Mrs. Carr you 
are speaking, — of Lilias's mother?" 

"No," she returned between her sobs: "it is Lilias's 
mother who is dead, but mine is living. Oh, no, I am not 
wandering ; it is the truth and you must believe it. It was 
for Lilias I came away; and now she is dead, and my 
mother thinks she has no daughter at all." 

Mr. Frere had grown almost as pale as Marjory in his 
great surprise. No, she was not wandering; there was 
some method in her madness. In that second there flashed 
into his mind a conviction that she was speaking the truth. 
That wonderful likeness to Mrs. Carr, that strange unlike- 
ness to poor Miriam, — good heavens ! was this the secret 
she had oeen keeping from him ? Was it possible that she 
had liad the strength to endure all this alone? What was 

82* 
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It she had done ? What did those words mean ? Had she 
discovered her rightful inheritanoe only to renounce it — 
for Lilias's sake ? Oh, it was incredible, impossible I There 
was much that he must ask, but not now, when she was 
almost convulsed with those passionate sobs. She must be 
calmer before he could speak to her. He put his arm round 
her and drew her to a seat, and then he fetched her some 
water and made her drink it. 

'^Now you are a little better,'' he said, placing himself 
beside her, "and you will like me to reaa you the letter, 
that we may see how things are. I will read it very slowly, 
and you will try to follow it, will you not?" And, though 
she did not answer, he could see tnat she checked her sobs 
to listen. 

" Dear Marjory," it began, " I have promised Barry to 
tell you everything. He says that you will be so sorry for 
them, and that you loved her so ; but, indeed, every one 
loved her. I found afterwards that I had sent the telegram 
too late, and that the office was closed, and so you will get 
my letter a few hours after it has arrive^. I know you will 
be dreadfully grieved, Marjory ; but my father tells me that 
the news will not be so great a shock to you as to othersL 
as you knew that our dear Lilias had heart-disease and 
that her life was a precarious one. He says he had tried 
to warn her mother, but she had refused to understand his 
hints. 

" But now I must tell you all from the beginning, and, 
if my hand shakes, you must forgive that, for the tears 
will come into my eyes as I write. 

" How I wish you could see her now 1 1 think you would 
feel less sorrowf&l. She looks like some beautiful an^el, 
or a child who has fallen asleep with a smile on her hps. 
We see the purity and the innocence so clearly stamped 
on her dear face. Do you remember what her motner 
once said of her, — * that she was only fit for a world where 
there was no marrying or giving in marriage'? you re- 
peated that speech to me. Well, I think it was true : she 
was one of God's little ones, and He has caUed her home, 
because she was young and weak. 

" But now for my sad story. 

**I had gone up to Mavisbank that afternoon, because 
thev had found fault with me for being such a stranger j 
and, as I had some few hours at my disposal, I thought I 
would surprise them with a visit. 

" I found Mrs. Carr alone in Cosey-Nook. She said Lilias 
was not feeling very well, and had complained of the heat, 
and she had gone to her favorite seat in the wood ; I might 
join her if I liked ; and HurreU was coming presentur. 
find she should send him after us. 
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" I was very willing to go, for I was longing for a talk 
with LiUas. I knew my way to the dell perfectly, and I 
was not long in reaching it. 

"I never shall forget how lovely it looked. I never 
heard the birds sing as they did that afternoon, as I 
stepped across the grass. I thought Lilias was asleep. 
Her nat was lying on the bench, and the sun shone on her 
hair ; one arm was leaning over the back of the seat^ and 
her face was half hidden on it. It was just the attitude 
of a child who had grown weary of play and had fallen 
asleep. 

" 1 remember I smiled as I stooped over and kissed her j 
and then I wondered that her face was cold, and that she 
did not move ; the next moment a terrible fear seized me. 
Surely she looked very strange ! I took hold of her, and 
called her loudly ; and then all at once I understood what 
it meant. Marjory, I knelt down for a moment, and asked 
God to give me strength to carry the dreadful news j and 
then, without giving myself time for thought, I ran 
through the wood. But before I could reach the house I 
met Hurrell. He was whistling in his old merry fashion ; 
but when he saw my face he stopped and stared at me. 

"I hardly know what I saia to him; he asked me if 
anything were the matter, and I answered, *Yes; some- 
thing very dreadful had happened, and he must be pre- 
pared for a great shock.' And he said, still staring at me 
in a fixed sort of way, * Has it anything to do with Lil- 
ias V and I gave a great sob, for the words would not come, 
and pointed up the path. 

*' 'You must speak out !' he said, gripping my arm quite 
angrrly. * Where is Lilias ? what has happened to her ?' 

** His face frightened me, and I rememoer I begged him 
to be calm for her mother's sake, — ^it would kill her mother. 
I said she was on the bench in the woo.d, and he would see 
for himself ; for, somehow, I could not tell him she was 
dead. But, when he had heard me so far, he flung my 
arm away, and tore down the path, and I followed him as 
quickly as I could. 

** But before I could get to the dell I could hear his foot- 
steps returning ; he had her in his arms, and he called to 
me quite fiercely to let him pass. 

**• * She has fainted,' he said, in a hoarse voice : * you were 
wrong to leave her ; but her mother will know what reme- 
dies to propose !' And, though I called after him, — though 
I begged and implored him not to let Mrs. Carr see him, — 
though I prayed him that I might go first and prepare her, 
— he was perfectly deaf to my voice. He had laid her on 
the couch, and her head was on her mother's lap ; and that 
was how I found then: 
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" He would not believe that she was dead : nothing would 
make him believe it. My father came and spoke to him : 
there was nothing to be done, he said : life had been ex- 
tinct some time. And he turned on my father, when he 
said this, as though he would have struck him. I do not 
know what we should have done, only Mrs. Carr came up 
to him as he stood there almost ravine, — ^poor Hurrell ! — 
and drew his head down to her shoulder, and called him 
her poor boy,— her dear son. and begged him in a heart- 
broken voice not to add to ner trouble, for their darling 
was in heaven. And then she could sav no more; but 
was it not beautiful of her, Marjory, to try and comfort 
him? 

*' He is a little quieter now, and I never leave them ; my 
father savs that I must not ; and, indeed, I am too thank- 
ful to be nere. 

" Poor Barry frets sorely ; he thinks more of his mother 
than himself. If she could only cry, but the tears will not 
come ; and I fear she does not sleep. She spends hours 
looking at Lilias, and sometimes I see her smile : I think 
she is following her to Paradise, then. I like to hear her 
say, * How happy she looks, Margaret !' for I know she has 
forgotten herself then. Dear Marjory, I think I have told 
you everything. Barry sends his love, and says you must 
come to them By and by. 

** Yours lovingly and sorrowftilly, 

"Margabbt." 

" My dear," he said, very quietly, when he had finished, 
'' this is a beautiful leiter that Margaret has written. I am 
glad these poor souls have so faithful a friend to minister to 
them in their trouble. Now you must listen to me. dear 
child. I want you to lie down on that couch and iry to 
compose yourself. I shall leave you alone a little, that you 
may gain strength to talk to me by and by, for ihere is a 
long story that you have to tell me, and you cannot speak 
to me now. *Tne righteous are taken away from the evil 
to come ;* try to remember that, and you will mourn less 
bitterly for your friend. No one shall disturb you : when 
Anne comes in I will tell her all that is necessary." And 
then, looking at her very kindly, he closed the door, and 
left her alone in the evening sunshine. 

It was good of him to leave her : she felt that for a little 
while she could do nothing but weep. She remembered 
how solemnly she and Lilias had kissed each otlier on the 
platform that miserable morning, — how Lilias had stood 



there with the wind blowing her gray gown about her feet, 
and a smile on her sweet race. ** Do not lose hope, my 
darling I" that was what she said. And, as the vivia 
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recollection came to Marjory, she thanked God in her heart 
that she had spared Lilias that terrible pain. '^ I am glad 
of it now, Sissie," she said, speaking half aloud: "if it 
were all to come over again, I would not do otherwise." 

Presently the door opened noiselessly, and Anne entered, 
bearing a uttle tray : tnere were tears in her kind eyes as 
Bhe set it down and kissed Marjory. * 

" Capel says if you love him, you will take what he has 
sent you ; it will give you strength for the talk you are to 
have together. I am not to speak to you, Marjory ; he will 
not have you disturbed. But I must say one word, dear- 
est. Gk)d knows best : we must believe that, even when 
His hand lies heavy upon us.*' 

" Yes,'' whispered Marjory, pressing her cheek for a mo- 
ment agaiast Anne's ; and tnen, as Mr. Frere's will was 
law to her, she ate and drank obediently. 

And she felt, as all of us must feel, that food given by 
loving hands in the first hours of a bitter grief is a sort of 
sacrament, strengthening not only the body, but the soul, 
and refreshing it. Half an hour later, when Mr, Frere 
came back to her, he found Marjory seated by the open 
window, waiting for him. She held out both her hands to 
him, and said, in an unsteady voice, — 

" I am quite ready to tell you all you wish to know ; it 
will be an untold relief to get rid of this terrible secret. 
But there is something you must read first," And she put 
Mrs. Chard's confession into his hands. 

He took it from her gravely, and began to read. But 
before he had turned the first page his hand sought hers, 
and held it firmly ; and then, without a word, he went on 
to the end. 

" Now you must go back to the beginning, and tell me 
all that happened to you at Whitecliffe," he said, in the 
same quiet dispassionate voice ; and she obeyed him as sub- 
missively as a little child. 

Perhaps he guessed the relief that it would be to her to 
pour out without stint or reserve the whole of that bitter 
story ; for he never interrupted her by a single question ; 
only an encouraging pressure of the hand he still held so 
closely spoke of his absorbing interest. 

But, indeed, no question was needed. Marjory told it all, 
without omitting a single point,— Lilias's accident, Mrs. 
Chard's self-betrayal, the long miserable scene that had 
passed between them, Mrs. Carr's arrival, and Marjory's 
yearning affection for her true mother. 

She told him of her life at St. Kilda's, her love for Barry, 
her feverish nights and restless days, the anguish she en- 
dured at witnessing the perfect love that subsisted be- 
tween her mother and liUias, the calm kindness to the 
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young guest that fretted her so sorely and kept her at a 
distanoe, her growing hopelessness or results as liilias's 
ft'a^e health and sensitive temx>erament became apparent 
to her. 

Then she narrated to him the aooount of Mrs. Chard's 
death, and Lilias's sweet pity for her old nurse. But when 
she came to the eyeing of the storm, and those terrible 
hours during which she was making up her mind to be- 
come an exfle for Lilias's sake, her voice broke, and she 
could hardly finish for the sobbing breaths that hindered 
her utterance. 

If she could only have seen the love and pity in the eyes 
that never left her face ! — strong man as he was, he could 
hardly suppress his emotion as he listened. What gener- 
ous folly had this girl wrought I what madness of heroism 
— what reckless self-sacrifice had she contenrplated, that 
would have wrecked them all and brought them to utter 
confusion I 

" Marjory," he said, when she had finished, " all is clear 
between us now. The last shadow has fled. Thank you, 
my darling, for telling me all. It was generous, it was 
dear of you to act as you did ; but, my cnild, it was the 
most terrible mistake you ever made. If you had only 
come to me and told me all ! Marjory, I tremble to think 
of what mi^ht have happened but for the news we have 
received to-day." 

"What do you mean?" she asked, in a frightened tone, 
for he spoke with a gravity that was almost solemn. 

"My child," he said, caressing her, "what did I tell 
you ? That you were so young and ignorant of the world. 
WelL was I not right in saying this? We are engaged, and 
on New-Year's Day we are to be married. And you would 
have been married under a Mse name ; and Lilias also !" 

"Oh, Capel!" — ^hiding her face in her hands, as the 
meanine of his words crossed her mind for the first time. 
But, wiwi all his gentleness and pity for her, he would not 
spare her : she must realize the danger she had escaped. 

" We were to be married by banns," he went on, quietly, 
" and Lilias Marjory Carr would have been marriea under 
the name of Marjory Lilias Deane, and the marriage would 
not have been legal ; and Lilias, too— well, there would 
have been the same mistake; and what a complication 
that would have been !" 

"Oh, Capel! please do not say any more. I never 
thought — I never dreamt of that." 

"Why, no," he returned, slowly ; "I suppose not ;" but 
he was smiling now. "A man would not have committed 
such an error unless he did it purposely, out of sheer wick- 
edness, and wished to render his engagement null and 
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void. Only a silly enthusiastic girl could have 1 •een guilty 
of such a piece of madness." 

" You are hard on me," she whispered, without lifting 
her ftiX5e ; it was burning now. 

" I do not mean to be that," he said, with great gentle* 
ness. '* I am afraid it has made me love you all the more. 
I only want to show i'^ou where you have erred. You were 
trying to act the part of Providence, — ^to decide on your 
own destiny and the destiny of others. Marjory, what 
does the Bible tell us? * We may not do evil that good 
may come.' It would have been surely an evil to act a lie 
all your life." 

"I did it for the best," she said, very piteously. 

"I know it," he returned, with some emotion. "You 
listened, to your generous foolish heart, and never heard 
the prompting of the inner voice, * This is the way, walk 
ye in it, — ^the way of truth, of perfect upright dealing, of 
doing unto others as we would ihey should do unto us.* " 

"(&," she said, bursting into tears at this, "you are dis- 
appointed in me. You will never think the same of me 
again." 

His only answer was to take her in his arms and soothe 
her as though she were a little child who had wandered 
out of the path. He said a few words to her by and by 
that completely satisfied her and removed her rankling 
doubts forever. 

"Capel," she said, presently, "you will take me to my 
mother, will you notr ' 

" I have thought of that," he returned. " Dear, of course 
you shall go, and I will take you. Co you think I shall 
trust you by yourself again?" 

" And we will go to-morrow?" 

" No, not to-morrow, nor the next day. We have your 
mother to consider, Marjory. Leave her alone in peace 
with her dead. Margaret will be with her. She will not 
want sympathy. Let Lilias be laid in her grave first, and 
then we will go. It will be a shock to your mother, you 
must remember that. She may not be fit to bear it." 

Maijory was a little sorrowiul at this decision, but he 
would not listen to another word. Anne would be won- 
dering at this long conversation, he said, and he thought 
it was time that she should be enlightened. Marjory was 
too weary to bear any more, and he Ijegged her, in a voice 
that admitted of no appeal, to leave him with his sister 
and to go to her own room. 

"Anne shall come and wish you good-night," he fin- 
ished. And Manory was thankful that his kindness 
shielded her from the trial of repeating it all to Anne. 

But it was late, and Marjory was sinking into a doze. 
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before Anne came to her bedside. If her room had not 
been dark with the emnmer twilight, she would have seen 
how pate Anne's face was, and how red her eyes were with 
' weeping. 

Her voice faltered a little as she bade her good-night. 

" You will try to sleep, Marjory dear? 1 am thankful, 
for your sake, that your mother is living. I am auite ready 
to give up my child I" She brought out the words bravely, 
but a little huskiness betrayed her. 

"Anne, you have been crying !"— putting her arms 
round her neck. ** Do you think that finding my mother 
will make any difference between us? Shall I be less 
your child because I am hers? Never ! never ! How can 
you accuse me of such ingratitude, when you took me, a 
miserable little child, out of the snow, that Christmas Eve« 
into the warmth oi your heart and home! It will be 
Mizpah always with us, Anne." And the gentle creature 
listened to the girlish voice that pleaded with her so lov- 
ingly, and was comforted. 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 
"will you POBarvB youb mother?" 

One bright September afternoon, Marjory and Mr. 
Frere were walking up the long, ugly street of St. Kilda's. 
They had passed the night at York, where they had left 
Anne to admire the grand old minster at her leisure ; and 
there she meant quietly to await their return. 

No one but Margaret knew of their expected arrival, and 
she had begged them to call at her father's house before 
they went on to Mavisbank. A note from her lay at that 
moment in Mr. Frere's pocket. 

"There is something I must tell you," it said. "Will 
you contrive to be alone with me for a few minutes? I 
have asked my father to detain Marjory on some excuse. 
I told him there was a little business that you and I had 
to settle together." 

It was tnese few words that were making Mr. Frere 
secretly anxious ; but his cheerfulness returned the mo- 
ment Maijoiy spoke to him. 

" There is Margaret," she exclaimed, " watching for us T' 
And her steps quickened a little, and the next moment 
Margaret came out and welcomed them. 

She was dressed in mourning, and her grand face looked 
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thinner and paler than it used to look ; but the lovely, 
short-sighted eyes had their old tranquil expression. 

"Dear Marjory," she said, embracing her, " this is a try- 
ing ordeal for you. It was good of vou to write and tell 
me the truth : you knew it would be sacred to me, and 
that I should keep it even from my father." 

" Mr. Frere wisned me to write," returned Marjory, with 
downcast eyes. " He said we might need your nelp, and 
that he knew you were to be trusted." 

She gave him one of her sweet smiles, and then she 
tamed again to Marjory. 

"Your mother is better; we hope she is better. She 
cried a great deal yesterday, and that has been a relief; 
and we think she slept last night. Barry is so good to her ; 
he hardly ever leaves her. It was seeing him come in on 
his crutches for the first time that broke her down. She 
said how happy it would have made Lilias, and then she 
was hysterical. Oh, Maijoiy, her patience and submission 
are something wonaerful : they teach us all a lesson." 

"There is J&r. Ainslie, Marjory," observed Mr. Frere at 
this moment, "You know you wanted to speak to him. 
Will you not join him in the garden ?" 

" On, yes," she returned, drying her eyes, and quite ob- 
livious of the significant look that passed between him and 
Maigaret as he roUowed her into tne parlor. 

"Well." he observed, as soon as they were alone, and 
Margaret had carefully closed the door, "I hope you have 
nothing to tell me that Marjory may not know." 

" That is for you to decide," she returned, in a trembling 
voice. "Mr. Frere, no one knows of this but myself j no 
one will ever know, if you should will silence. This is 
what I took out of Lilias's dead liand that afternoon in the 
wood." 

He looked at her with a sort of dread in his eyes as he 
took the paper from her. It was torn across, and was 
much soiled, but the writing was perfectly legible. It was 
Miriam Chard's handwriting : he knew that at once. 

"My beloved and deeply-wronged mistress," it said, 
"what you are about to read is the confession of a dying 
woman. May heaven forgive the lifelong deceit that I have 
practised on you ! ' Lilias is my child, not yours ; she is 
my own daughter, and Robert Deane — not Philip Carr— 
was her father " And here the fragment broke off. 

"GJood heavens I" he exclaimed ; and then he looked at 
Margaret, and a paleness crossed his face. " It was Mar- 
jory who dropped that," he said ; " she told me she tore it 
m atoms, not Knowing what she did : and Lilias found 
it, and — oh. my God ! — it must have killed her !" 

" Yes, but she had heartrdisease," she replied, soothingly. 
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" My father tells me now that she might have died any 
night in her sleep. Marjory must never know this : you 
would not wish it?" 

"No ! no !"— with a shudder. "Give it to me ; I will 
destroy it. You have acted wisely. Miss Ainslie : I owe 
vou deep gratitude for this !" And he held out his hand 
to her. 

She had died, that happy creature, of a hroken heart. 
The shock that Marjory would so generously have spared 
her had been too great for the feeble frame to bear. The 
sun was shining, the birds were singing round her, as she 
read her death-warrant ; one moment's incredulous agony, 
—one shuddering sigh, — ^and then the merciftd angel we 
call Death drew near and took her in his arms to rest. 

At this moment they heard Marjory's footsteps in the 
passage, and Mr. Frere turned to the window a moment 
to recover himself ; but Margaret met her with a smile on 
her face, and talked to her in a low voice. In a few min- 
utes he joined them. 

"We must go now, Marjory. Miss Ainslie, you have 
promised to follow us: do not be long; we may be in 
need of your friendly help, if our task prove difficult." 

" It will be difficult," she answered. " I have told Mar- 
jory so, and I have begged her to be very careful. At first 
it will be a shock : the pleasure and the comfort will come 
later." 

"You are right," he returned, gravely; and then he 
took Marjory's hand and placed it on his arm. She was 
very brave, veiy patient ; but he knew what she was feel- 
ing. "Dear," ne said, very tenderly, as the gates of Ma- 
visbank came in view, and he felt her hand tremble, "you 
will try to control yourself, for your poor mother's sake, 
will you not?" 

" r will try," she answered, but her lips were very pale 
and then they walked up the garden in silence. 

The door stood wide open ; the afternoon sunshine was 
streaming through the old hall, lighting up every nook and 
corner, and falling full on the solitary figure seated beside 
the desolate hearth. 

For one moment Maiiory caught Mr. Frere's arm, as 
though her courage failed her. 

Mrs. Carr did not turn her head ; the sound of their foot- 
steps had not reached her. She was sitting in her high- 
backed chair, with her back to the window ; and, in her 
deep mourning and stately immobility, she looked like 
some bereaved queen. Her hands lay folded together in 
her lap, and her beautiful features looked as though they 
were chiselled in marble, they were so fixed and impassive. 

" Hush, dear I we must not startle her," whispered Mr. 
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Frere, anxiously : and he would have detained the girl, but 
slie broke away from him with a choking sigh. 

" Do not look so," she cried, holding out her hands most 
piteously ; ** it breaks my heart to see you sitting there 
alone I I)ear mother, darling mother,'! have come to com* 
fort you ; Capel has brought me." 

The word " mother" seemed to rouse her, and she looked 
from one to the other with a sort of dull surprise. There 
was a faint trembling — a convulsive movement — ^in the 
throat, and she said, in a toneless, far-off voice, — 

"Is that you, Marjory? This is kind of you, my dear, 
to come and see me in my trouble — and Mr. Frere, too. 1 
wish Mar^ret were here, that she could welcome you 
properly. I am very weak, and not quite myself, and I do 
not understand what I ought to say to people." 

"Dear mother," returned Marjory, kissing her hands 
passionately, " there is no need for you to talk to us. It is 
enough for me to be with you and wait on you." 

Mrs. Carr raised her eyes to Mr. Frere as he stood beside 
her. They had a dim, faded look like the eyes of a person 
who had not slept. 

"Why does she call me that? Tell her not to caU me 
that ; it hurts me, for I have no daughter now. No, that 
was wrong," — speaking in the same gentle mechanical 
way. "I have my child still, though I cannot see her 
sweet face. But sne calls me mother sometimes. I can 
hear her voice plainly as I sit here in the evening. * Mother, 
my own mother !' Oh, quite plainly I hear it!" 

" Dear Mrs. Carr," he returned, and there was something 
in his voice- that held her attention, "will you try and 
listen to me a moment? You have lost one cnild, — yes, it 
is true, her bright young life is ended in this world, — but 
€k)d is very merciful, and you have still a daughter living ; 
and Marjory is that daughter." 

She shook her head mournfully, as though she failed to 
understand him. She thought, poor woman I that they 
were trying to comfort her by offering her the loving ser- 
vice of the girl who was still clasping her hands. 

" No one can take her place ; that is empty forever," she 
replied. 

** Can you bear a great shock?" was his answer to this. 
" Can you forgive a dead woman's miserable scheming and 
lifelong deceit ? Mrs. Carr, you trusted Miriam Chard with 
your child, but she betrayed your confidence. It was your 
child, not hers, that she lost. It was her child that you 
took io your heart and brought up as your own daughter. 
Your adopted daughter lies in her grave ; your own child, 
Xjilias Marjory, is holding your hand now." 

He had spoken with slow, quiet emphasis, that every 
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word should sink into her brain. He had motioned Maf« 
jory to be silent, and had spoken himself. But for a m6- 
ment he was terrified at the result of his words. Her eyes 
had not left his face, but as he went on a gray veil seemed 
to creep over her features. As he stopped, she fell back in 
her chair, as though she were fainting, only her eyes re- 
mained wide open. It was with intense relief that he heard 
Margaret's footsteps on the gravel : Mrs. Carr seemed to 
hear them too. 

''Margaret,'' she said, in a strange voice, "come here. 
"Why have you left me? Do you mow what they were 
saying, and what they expect me to believe?" 

**Yes, I know," returned Margaret, in her full, grave 
tone. " I know how good Gk)d has been to you, and how 
grateful you will be for this mercy presently ! Maijoiy," 
— ^putting her strong hands on her and lifting her to her 
feet as though she were a child, — " I think it will be better 
if you leave your mother to us for a little while. See how 
bewildered sne is, and how feeble with her great trouble ; 
and she is not able to speak to you." 

**Ye8, leave us, Marjory," acquiesced Mr. Frere, feeling 
how wise Margaret was in this : but Marjory still lingered. 
She cast a look of anguish at her mother ; to their surprise, 
Mrs. Carr answered the look. 

" Gk), my child !" she said, very gently : " you shall come 
back to me as soon as I am able to bear it." 

She held out her hand to her, with a gesture that seemed 
to dismiss her ; and poor Marjory turned away, feeling as 
though her heart were broken. 

Mr. Frere followed her to the door. 

"Do not fret," he whispered: "it wiU take time, and 
she is very ilL Gk) to Barry, my darling ! your news will 
make hun so happy." 

It was well that they had sent Marjory away, for a most 
painful hour followed ner dismissal. For a long time Mrs. 
Carr reftfeed to believe their statement ; Miriam's confes- 
sion was read to her, but it seemed as though her passion- 
ate love for Lilias kept her incredulous. 

Mr. Frere was very patient with her. He told her of 
Marjory's generosity and silence ; how she had lived un- 
der her mother's roof as a guest, that she might teach 
them to love her ; he reminded her of that evening in the 
wood, and how JVIarjory had told them her own story ; 
and how she had made herself an exile, and had gone 
away for Lilias's sake. 

" It was for Lilias !" he finished ; and it was not until he 
had said this again and again that the stony incredulity 

vanished* 
*' She went away for Lilias I" she said, and her lips qolT- 
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el*ed ; but, before they could answer, she burst into bitter 
weeping. They understood her to say, between her sobs, 
that she blessed Gk)d that he had taken her darling, for she 
could not have lived, knowing this. Then they heard her 
say that she was a miserable inhuman mother, who did not 
know her own child: that Philip's child had aU these 
vears been an outcast and stranger. And then she put up 
her hands as though she were praying, her lips moved 
convulsively, and tears rolled down her cheeks. Was it 
for herself she was praying ? they wondered ; was she ask- 
ing that the bitter wrong might be made right, and the 
Eower of loving this unlinown child might be given to 
er? "Lilias loved her, and it was for Lilias she did it," 
they heard her murmur as she leaned back in her chair, 
with closed Eyelids and a spent exhausted look on her face. 
"You may leave her to me," Margaret whispered : " my 
father will be here presently, and he will givfe her a com- 

gosing draught. The worst is over now, but we must give 
er time to recover: the shock has been terrible." And 
then she said, in a still lower voice, "Marjory must be 
patient: anymore excitement would endanger the brain." 

"Poor cmld!" he sighed, as he went in search of her ; 
" it is a miserable business altogether. She will have need 
of patience for some time yet. Mrs. Carr is ill, very ill ; 
she will be better left alone with Margaret." 

He found Manory sitting by Barry's couch ; their hands 
were tightly lockea together. At Mr. Frere's appearance 
the poor lad hailed him rapturously. 

"Isn't it almost too good to be true?" he exclaimed, 
his eyes brilliant with joy. "Now I know why she was 
always so good to me, and why I was so fond of her. It is 
not that I ever forget Lilias," — with a boyish sob ; "but it 
makes me less unhappy to know Marjory is my own sister, 
and that my mother will have some one to comfort her." 

" Barry, will you spare her to me a little while ?" he said, 
presently, when they had talked together a littlfe. And 
when Barry had agreed to this reluctantly, he took her out 
into the fresh evening air, and told her all that had passed. 

"Marjory," he said, looking down into her sorrowful 
face with great tenderness, " it was far better for you to 
go away as you did. You will have to bepatient a little 
longer, for Miss Ainslie seems to fear the eflect of any more 
excitement at present. We will stay here quietly, darling, 
and we will bide our time ; and we will send for Anne to 
join us : that was a kind thought of Barry's. And you 
will be good and patient until the cloud mts from your 
mother's brain, and she can realize aU we have told ner." 
And Maijory promised, with many tears, that she would 
do her bwt. 
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It was a great comfort to them all when Anne arrived. 
Barry took a great fancy to her, and he allowed Marjory to 
leave him with tolerable grace when Miss Frere took her 
place. She told him those long walks and drives with 
Capel were indispensable to his sister just now; they 
Quieted her, and assuaged her restlessness, when day after 
day passed, and she was not summoned to her mother's 
room, where Margaret alone kept watch and ward. 

Margaret spoke very little of her patient to any one. She 
lay veiy quiet, almost in a stupor, she told them ; but she 
did not add that a strange expression crossed her face 
every time Marjory's footstep passed her door. Neither 
did she repeat to them the words that now and then es- 
caped her lips. 

"She thinks; she does nothing but think," she said 
once to Mr. Frere. ** But for narcotics, she would not sleep 
at all. There are streaks of gray in her hair : Marjory 
will be sorry for that." 

But one evening, when Marjory had retired to her room 
for the night, there was a hasty knock at her door, and 
Margaret entered. 

" Marjory," she said, and there was a flush on her face, 
"would you come with me a moment? Your mother is 
restless to-night: and I find there is something on her 
mind. She wants to see the mark on your arm that Mr. 
Frere described. Will you show it to her? You need not 
speak to her unless she speaks to you." 

Marjory was standing by the toilet-table, brushing out 
her long brown hair. As Margaret spoke, the ivory brush 
dropped from her hand. Her mother had asked to see her 
at last. 

"You must come just as you are," went on Margaret, 
wondering a little over Marjory's beauty, as she stood 
there with her white dressing-gown falling to her feet, and 
her magnificent hair looking like a dusky veil in the dim 
light. "I think" — very softly — " you will remind her now 
of the little child she lost eighteen years ago." 

Margaret hardly knew why she said this, except that 
theite was something so pure and childlike in Marjory's 
appearance to-night. 

Marjory did not answer, as she followed her with a beat- 
ing heart across the passage. As she entered the room her 
eyes turned involuntarily to the door that led into Lilias's 
room. It was closed for the first time ; but the mother's 
face was turned to it, as she lay supported with pillows. 
She had lain thus day and night, but at the sound of Mar-« 
lory's footstep she moved slightly, and a look of recogni- 
tion came into her eyes. 

Maijory bent over her.' How white and sunken the 
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faoe was ! and yet there was a faint welcoming smile on 
the lips. 
** lou wished to see this, dear mother," said Marjory, 

fently, baring her white arm that the strange mark might 
e visible. Margaret was holding a candle behind her. 
Mrs. Carr raised nerself with difficulty, and, to Marjory's 
intense surprise, she felt her mother's lips pressed against 
her arm. 

"It is true," she said, a little faintly. "Marjory, will 
you forgive your mother for her long aoubt?" She held 
out her arms as she spoke, and, as Marjory nestled into 
theniy she felt her mother's kisses on her nair and face. 

"You may leave us, Margaret," she said, presently. 
" My child will take care of me a little while." And when 
thejr were left alone she motioned Marjory to take the seat 
beside her, and drew her face down on the pillow. 

"I am so weak," she sighed, "but I like to feel you 
near me. I have wanted you all these days, Marjory ; but 
I had no strength to send for you. Can you forgive me, 
my child, for my sin of ignorance all these years?" 

" Mother," she remonstrated, " what is there to forgive? 
Let me love you and wait on yoUj — ^that is all X ask now." 
And then she whispered, " Dear Lilias would be very happy 
to know that I am here to take care of you." 

A look of deep sadness crossed Mrs. Carr's face, and then 
she took her child's hands and held them to her breast. 

"I have wronged you," she said, in a low voice. "I 
gave her all my mother's love. €k)d knows I almost wor- 
shipped her. And now what am I* to do for yoUj my 
chila ?"— speaking almost with the agony of the patriarcn 
when Esau wept and pleaded for a blessing. The bitter- 
ness of this sell-reproach touched Marjory's generous soul. 

" Mother," she said, passionately, " you are not to trouble 
about your want of love for me. I know you are fond of 
me ; you always have been ; and I will not take Lilias's 
place. I am not jealous of your love for her. Dear mother, 

iron shall love her as much as ever, and by and by you will 
ove me too." And, as she said these noble words, she 
felt her mother's tears upon her face, and words that were 
almost a blessing came to her ears. 

" Gk)d do so to me, and more also, if I do not love the 
child I brought into the world. Be patient, Marjory, be 
patient with your mother, and all will be right I" 



FOR LILIAS. 



GHAPTEB XLIX. 

OONCLUSION. 

More than two years had passed since Lilias's death. 
It was Christmas Eve, and a family party were gathered 
in Cosey-Nook. 

A mightv fagot blazed upon the hearth, and the ruddy 
gleams lighted up the old hall and threw crimson refieo- 
tions through the bay-windpw upon the snow. 

The carol-«ingers had been up to Mavisbank. and they 
could hear the boys' voices still dying awav in the dis- 
tance. Mrs. Carr was listening to them as sne sat in her 
high-backed chair. 

These two years had left their traces upon her. There 
were silver threads now in the dark hair, and lines on the 
smooth forehead ; but the sweet tranquillity of her expres- 
sion spoke of strength gained by submission and a chast- 
ened will. In repose there was still a look of sadness ; but 
it passed away wnen she spoke. 

Anne sat knitting beside her, still the same blithe busy 
little soul. Barry still occupied his couch, but his crutches 
were always near him, ready for use; and he was no 
longer idle and suffering. Life meant work to him as 
well as to others, and was making him manly and self- 
reliant. 

Mr. Frere was in his favorite attitude on the rug, declaim- 
\ ing to his womenfolk ; but every now and then he broke 
\ ; oflfa sentence restlessly, as though listening for some foot- 
steps that he missed. As the door opened, a subtile change 
gassed over his face, for there was his wife crossing the 
all in her velvet gown, and in her arms she held his boy ; 
and, though he tnade no movement to meet her, his eyes 
brightened at the sight. 

"liook, mother dear!" cried Marjory, in her joyous 
young voice ; "the carol-singers woke the boy, and now 
nothing will do but he must come down to his grand- 
mother.*' And she ple^^ced the rosy, laughing fellow in the 
arms that were always ready to receive him. 

"What does Aunt Anne say to such infringement of 
nursery discipline?" observed Mrs. Carr, with a loving 
glance at her daughter. 

"Anne says," returned that individual, quietly, "that 
his grandmother will spoil him as much as she spoils his 
mother." 

"Ik> I spoil you, Marjory?" asked Mrs. Carr, with a 
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happy smile ; but there was no need for Marjory to answer, 
on^ that long tender look between them spoke of a per- 
fect understanding between mother and daughter. 

" Marjory," observed Mr. Frere, in his whimsical way, 
''I begin to feel neglected; and, in point of fact, so does 
Barry. There is a preponderance of females at the present 
moment that makes the other sex uneasy.'' 

"Not if we include baby," interrupted Marjory, auda- 
ciously, but she slid her hand in her husband's arm as she 
9poke. 

" He is under age, and I decline to give him a vote." 
returned Mr. Frere, scornfully. "A creature who can 
only enunciate a single letter of the alphabet, and is for- 
ever gurgling * Ah, ah !' over his rattle, — ^and of all things 
I hate rattles, — can hardly be pronounced a reasonable 
human creature. Perhaps, being his father's son, he may 
in time develop an inherited precocity of intellect." 

" Poor little darling, I am sure of that !" returned the 
young mother, proudly. 

" My dear," replied Mr. Frere, sententiously, " with such 

Earents, such a hope is well authorized ; but, as usual, you 
ave interrupted me, Maijory. I had taken up my parable 
on the subject of mothers-in-law. 

"The nineteenth century is a reforming age. We are 
reforming prisons, lunatic asylums, workhouses, and the 
dwellings of the poor. Perhaps there is a little too much 
dynamite ; but I nope we may put a stop to that. Well, 
there is still an abuse that I should like to reform. I con- 
sider that mothers-in-law have been hardly used: they 
are much spoken against in private life. *■ Punch' has cari- 
catured them mercilessly. They have become a byword 
and a terror, so that many a young man of feeble organ- 
ization has eschewed matrimony except with a motherless 
orphan. As motherless orphans are not plentiful, except 
in workhouses, the world, in time, will be depopulated. 

" Now I wisn to write an article on behalf of this much- 
abused class of women. As a man and a husband, I feel 
my sensibilities awakened on tliis point. Good heavens I 
may not my son one day cease to gurgle everlasting * Ah, 
ah's I' and take to himself a wife ? and then, Marjory, yon 
will be a mother-in-law yourself." 

Marjory clapped her hands. 

" Is it not good to hear him, Anne?" she said, with her 
old merry laugh. 

"My dear, ''—with a furtively admiring glance at her 
happy face, — "you have broken the flow of my eloquence. 
I was going to point out— not that it matters— that we our- 
selves were ready to testifV to the excellence of mothers- 
in-law. I consider myself fortunate in my own cast^ 
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Thaiiks to your mother, Marjory, we have two homes; 
when we are tired of MurrePs End, we decamp with the 
baby, his rattles, Anne, and the devoted Mackay, and take 
up our abode at Mavlsbank. No one gives us notice to 
quit; no one hints that our absence would be desirable. 
When we hold up our finger, your mother appears at Mur- 
rePs End ; and she is so pleasant — she falls in so entirely 
with my habits — ^that I forget she is not my own mother ; 
in fact, I wish she were — at least— Come, now, my 
meaning is involved, and Barry is squaring his fists at 
me." 

"Hush, love!" whispered Marlory. "I think I hear 
footsteps. That must be Hurrell." 

Yes, when they opened the door, it was Hurrell, and 
Lassie was with him. He came among them looking a 
little graver, a little older, and a little browner ; for since 
Mrs. Wentworth^s death — eighteen months ago— he had 
travelled much. 

" Mother," he said, as he sat down by Mrs. Carr, — for he 
had called her by this name for a long time, — "I have 
done what you wished ; and you were right, as you always 
are. Margaret has promised to be my wife." 

** Dear Hurrell I" she replied, lifting up her face to kiss 
him ; but, though there were tears in her eyes, there was 
no sadness at all in her voice. " You have made me very 
happy. Margaret has loved you all her life ; and but for 
seemg my child" — ^here she faltered a little — **you would 
have married her long ago." 

" Yes," he said, ^avely ; "I know that now." 

" Hush I" broke in Marjory's clear voice : " there are the 
carol-singers coming back from the Vicarage. Let us go 
to the door, Capel." And she drew him gently to the 
threshold. 

" Nowell, Nowell !" sang the children's voices ; outside, 
the moonbeams shone on the crisp, hard snow. 

Anne, who had followed them, felt her hand taken ; with 
the other, Marjory was clinging to her husband's arm. 

"Do you remember," she said, in a low voice, " the little 
child that came to you both out from the snow?" 

" Gk)d bless the day that brought us that little child •' 
returned Mr. Frere. fervently, in a still lower tone. 

But Anne heard it, and said, — 

"Amen I" 

THB BND. 
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